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PUBLISHER'S  NOTE. 

iHE  aim  of  this  book  is  to  console  suffering  and  to 
comfort  bereaved  ones.  It  seeks  to  do  this  by 
1  directing  them  to  look  on  their  cloud  of  sor 
rows  as  spanned  and  beautified  by  the  rainbow  of  God's 
promises  ;  to  consider  the  importance  of  having  a  hold 
upon  eternal  realities  ;  to  study  the  character  and  works 
of  God  who  "  knows  our  frame  and  remembers  we  are 
dust  "  ;  to  commit  their  way  to  Him  who  was  "  a  man 
of  sorrows  and  acquainted  with  grief"  ;  and  by  becom 
ing  a  valuable  assistant  to  any,  who,  by  sending  it  to 
others,  may,  in  this  way,  extend  sympathy  and  conso 
lation  to  the  afflicted,  and  thus 

tel1,  to  sinners  round, 

What  a  dear  Saviour  they  have  found. 

For,  it  must  not  be  forgotten,  that  God  would  say  to 
many  a  suffering  one  now,  as  He  said  to  His  ancient 
people,  "  I  have  chosen  thee  in  the  furnace  of  affliction  "  ; 
and  the  records  of  Christian  biography  testify  that 
many  of  the  purest  souls  have  emerged  from  beneath 
the  heaviest  burdens,  that  many  of  the  best  characters 
have  been  seamed  with  scars,  and  that  many  have  first 
seen  the  gates  of  heaven  through  their  tears. 

So  long  as  the  language  of  Solomon  holds  true  : 
"  Man  is  born  unto  trouble  as  the  sparks  to  fly  up 
ward,"  so  long  will  there  be  weeping  eyes  and  aching 
hearts,  and  therefore  demands  upon  our  sympathies  to 
alleviate  their  sorrows. 

There  is  no  anguish  like  that  of  the  broken  heart 
mourning  for  those  that  are  not,  and  no  sorrow  like  the 
memory  of  happier  days  with  the  loved  of  earth. 
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The  destroying  angel  knows  no  rest  and  takes  cap 
tive  from  our  homes  one  after  another.  The  bleeding 
hearts  of  relatives,  neighbors  and  friends  have  often 
touched  the  sympathetic  cords  of  our  nature  and  our 
inmost  soul  responds — would  that  we  could  go  to  them 
and  tell  them  how  deeply  we  feel  for  them  and  how 
gladly  would  we  share,  if  possible,  the  grief  they  have 
been  called  to  bear. 

In  such  an  hour  of  sore  bereavement,  it  is  not  in  hu 
man  power  to  describe  the  full  import  of  even  a  few 
stammering  "  words  of  comfort,"  a  few  lines  of  con 
dolence,  or  a  few  sympathizing  tears. 

There  are  times  when  "  silence  is  golden,"  and  on 
such  occasions  we  hesitatingly  refrain  from  intruding 
upon  the  sacredness  of  the  home,  scarcely  knowing 
how  to  approach  its  mourning  inmates,  what  to  write, 
what  to  say,  or  how  to  say  it. 

Under  these  circumstances  this  volume  comes  to  our 
aid,  not  only  in  its  personal  ministrations  of  consola 
tion,  but  may  be  addressed  with  "  affectionate  regards  " 
(see  presentation  page),  to  the  afflicted  one,  or  be 
reaved  family,  as  expressive  of  one's  sympathy  and  love. 

Its  pages  are  laden  with  the  best  thoughts  of  the 
most  eminent  divines,  who,  by  soul  cheering  and  lov 
ing  words,  and  rich  experiences  of  the  deep  things  of 
God,  have  done  much  to  "  bind  up  the  broken  hearted," 
by  pointing  to  the  source  of  all  comfort  in  the  belief 
that  "  earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot  heal." 


It  would  be  impossible  to  acknowledge  all  the 
sources  from  which  this  volume  is  compiled  ;  mention 
should  be  made  that  selections  have  been  freely  taken 
from  "  Words  of  Comfort  for  Bereaved  Parents,"  pub 
lished  by  J.  Nisbet  &  Co.,  London. 
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DEAR  MR.  TREAT  : 

I  like  exceedingly  the  idea  of  your  volume  ' '  The 
Bow  in  the  Cloud,"  and  so  far  as  a  careful  examina 
tion  enables  me  to  judge,  I  think  you  have  very 
successfully  carried  it  out. 

Amid  the  manifold  afflictions  of  life,  the  great 
solace  is,  and  ever  must  be,  the  gospel  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  and  the  extracts  which  you  have  gath 
ered  together  from  so  many  quarters  serve  to  show 
how  its  principles  and  promises  have  been  brought 
to  bear  by  different  writers,  upon  their  own  trials. 
The  book  is  pre-eminently  a  collection  of  individual 
testimonies  to  the  efficacy  of  the  consolation  fur 
nished  by  the  Word  of  God  to  those  who  are  in 
trouble.  The  writers  have  tried  and  proved  it  for 
themselves,  and  can  therefore  confidently  commend 
it  to  others.  Indeed  the  very  rehearsal  of  their  own 
experience  is  itself  a  comfort  to  those  who  are  simi 
larly  afflicted,  and  so  the  book  will  be  an  appropriate 
gift  to  all  who  are  in  any  trial;  while  at  the  same 
time  it  will  be  helpful  to  the  Christian  pastor  in  his 
visits  to  the  house  of  mourning  as  suggesting  to  him 
words  in  season  to  those  who  are  weary.  By  its 
publication  you  will  become  a  true  Barnabas,  or  son 
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of  consolation  to  many,  and  I  trust  it  will  have,  as 
it  deserves,  a  wide  circulation. 

I  am  glad  that  you  have  drawn  so  largely  from 
my  friend  William  Logan's  "  Words  of  Comfort  for 
Parents  bereaved  of  little  Children. ' '  For  more  than 
twenty  years  I  have  been  in  the  habit  of  putting 
that  book  into  the  hands  of  bereaved  parents,  and 
it  has  always  been  gratefully  appreciated  by  them. 
But  the  loss  of  children  is  only  one  form  of  trial, 
and  you  have  done  well  to  widen  your  range  so  as 
to  include  most  of  the  afflictions  which  go  to  swell 
"  the  still  sad  music  of  humanity." 

Believe  me,  yours  faithfully, 


PARSONAGE,  BROADWAY  TABERNACLE, 
NEW  YORK,  Nov.  15,  1887. 
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CONSOLATION   FROM  THE    BIBLE. 
THUS  SAITII  THE  LORD.— Exodus  xix-16. 


THE  OLD  TESTAMENT. 

Genesis  v.  24— And  Enoch  walked  with  God:  and  ho 
was  not;  for  God  took  him. 

Exodus  xxii.  22,  23— Yo  shall  not  afflict  any  widow 
or  fatherless  child.     If  thou  afflict  them  in  any  wise,  and 
they  cry  at  all  unto  me,  I  will  surely  hear  their  cry. 

Deuteronomy  i.  39— Moreover  your  little  ones,  which 
ye  said  should  be  a  prey,  and  your  children,  which  in  that 
day  had  no  knowledge  between  good  and  evil,  they  shall 
go  in  thither,  and  unto  them  will  I  give  it,  and  they  shall 
possess  it. 

2  Samuel  xii.  22,  23— And  he  said,  While  the  child  was 
yet  alive,  I  fasted  and  wept:  for  I  said,  Who  can  tell  whether 
God  will  be  gracious  to  me,  that  the  child  may  live?  But 
now  he  is  dead,  wherefore  should  I  fast?  can  I  bring  him 
back  again?  I  shall  go  to  him,  but  he  shall  not  return  to 
me. 

-  xxii.  28— And  the  afflicted  people  thou  wilt  snvo. 
2  Kings  iv.  26— Is  it  well  with  thee?   is  it  well  with 

thy  husband?   Is  it  well  with  the  child?    And  she  an- 
swered,  It  is  well. 

Nehemiah  viiL  10— The  joy  of  the  Lord  is  your 
strength. 

Job  i.  21— The  Lord  gave,  and  the  Lord  hath  taken 
away;  blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

-  v.   17,  18,  19,  26 — Behold,  happy  is  the  man  whom 
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God  correcteth:  therefore  despise  not  thou  the  chastening 
of  the  Almighty:  for  he  maketh  sore,  and  bindeth  up:  he 
woundeth,  and  his  hands  make  whole.  He  shall  deliver 
thee  in  six  troubles:  yea,  in  seven  there  shall  no  evil  touch 
thee. — Thou  shalt  come  to  thy  grave  in  a  full  age,  like  as  a 
shock  of  corn  cometh  in  in  his  season. 

Job  xix.  25,  26— For  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth, 
and  that  he  shall  stand  at  the  latter  day  upon  the  earth: 
and  though  after  my  skin  worms  destroy  this  body,  yet  in 
my  flesh  shall  I  see  God. 

-  xxxiv.  28 — He  heareth  the  cry  of  the  afflicted. 

-  xxxv.   10 — God,  my  maker,  who  giveth  songs  in 
the  night. 

xxxvi.  15 — He  delivereth  the  poor  in  his  affliction. 

Psalm  vi.  8 — The  Lord  hath  heard  the  voice  of  my 
weeping. 

-  x.  14 — Thou  art  the  helper  of  the  fatherless. 

-  xvi.  II — In  thy  presence  is  fulness  of  joy;   at  thy 
right  hand  there  are  pleasures  for  evermore. 

-  xviii.  6 — In  my  distress  I  called  upon  the  Lord, 
and  cried  unto  my  God:   he  heard  my  voice  out  of  his  tem 
ple,  and  my  cry  came  before  him,  even  into  his  ears. 

xx.  I,  2 — The  Lord  hear  thee  in  the  day  of  trouble; 

the  name  of  the  God  of  Jacob  defend  thee;  send  thee  help 
from  the  sanctuary,  and  strengthen  thee  out  of  Zion. 

xxiii.   I,  4 — The  Lord  is  my  shepherd;  I  shall  not 

want.  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil:  for  thou  art  with  me; 
thy  rod  and  thy  staff  they  comfort  me. 

—  xxx.  5 — Weeping  may  endure  for  a  night,  but  joy 
cometh  in  the  morning. 

xxxiv.  Ip — Many  are  the  afflictions  of  the  right 
eous:  but  the  Lord  delivereth  him  out  of  them  all. 

xl.   I — 3 — I  waited  patiently  for  the  Lord;   and  he 

inclined  unto  me,  and  heard  my  cry.  He  brought  me  up 
also  out  of  an  horrible  pit,  out  of  the  miry  clay,  and  set 
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my  feet  upon  a  rock,  and  established  my  goings.  And  lie 
hath  put  a  new  song  in  my  mouth,  even  praise  unto  our 
God:  many  shall  see  it,  and  fear,  and  shall  trust  in  the 
Lord. 

Psalm  xli.  3 — The  Lord  will  strengthen  him  upon  the 
bed  of  languishing:  thou  wilt  make  all  his  bed  in  his  sickness. 

-  xlii.    8 — Yet   the  Lord  will  command  his  loving 
kindness  in  the  daytime,  and  in  the  night  his  song  shall  be 
with  me,  and  my  prayer  unto  the  God  of  my  life. 

-  xliii.  5- -Why  art  thou  cast  down,  0  my  soul?  and 
why  art  thou  disquieted  within  me?   hope  in  God:   for  I 
shall  yet  praise  him,  who  is  the  health  of  my  countenance, 
and  my  God. 

-  xlvi.  I — God  is  our  refuge  and  strength,  a  very 
present  help  in  trouble. 

-  xlviii.   14 — For  this  God  is  our  God  for  ever  and 
ever:  he  will  be  our  guide  even  unto  death. 

-  xlix.   15 — God  will  redeem  my  soul  from  the  power 
of  the  grave:  for  he  shall  receive  me. 

_  1.  i5_Call  upon  me  in  the  day  of  trouble.  I  will 
deliver  thee,  and  thou  shalt  glorify  me. 

_  iv.  6— Oh  that  I  had  wings  like  a  dove  !  for  then 
would  I  fly  away,  and  be  at  rest. 

-  lix.   16 — I  will  sing  of  thy  power;   yea,  I  will  sing- 
aloud  of  thy  mercy  in  the  morning:  for  thou  hast  been  my 
defence  and  refuge  in  the  day  of  my  trouble. 

-  Ixiii.  3 — Because  thy  loving  kindness  is  better  than 
life,  my  lips  shall  praise  thee. 

-  Ixviii.  5,  6 — A  father  of  the  fatherless,  and  a  judge 
of  the  widows,  is  God  in  his  holy  habitation.     God  setteth 
the  solitary  in  families. 

-  Ixxiii.  25,  26 — Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  thee  ? 
and  there  is  none  upon  earth  that  I  desire  beside  thee.     My 
flesh  and  my  heart  faileth:    but  God  is  the  strength  of  my 
heart,  and  my  portion  for  ever. 

xc.   I,  2 — Lord,  thou  hast  been  our  dwelling-place 
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in  all  generations.  Before  the  mountains  were  brought 
forth,  or  ever  thou  hadst  formed  the  earth  and  the  world, 
even  from  everlasting  to  everlasting,  thou  art  God. 

Psalm  xci.   15 — He  shall  call  upon  me,  and  I  will  an 
swer  him:  I  will  be  with  him  in  trouble, 

-  xciv.   12— Blessed  is  the  man  whom  thou  chasten- 
est,  0  Lord. 

-  ciii.  13—17 — Like  as  a  father  pitieth  his  children, 
so  the  Lord  pitieth  them  that  fear  him.  For  he  knoweth 
our  frame;  he  remembereth  that  we  are  dust.  As  for  man, 
his  days  are  as  grass:  as  a  flower  of  the  field,  so  he  flour- 
isheth.  For  the  wind  passeth  over  it,  and  it  is  gone;  and 
the  place  thereof  shall  know  it  no  more.  But  the  mercy 
of  the  Lord  is  from  everlasting  to  everlasting  upon  them 
that  fear  him,  and  his  righteousness  unto  children's  children. 

-  cvii.   19 — Then  they  cry  unto  the  Lord  in  their 
trouble,  and  he  saveth  them  out  of  their  distresses. 

-  cxvi.   6,    15 — I  was   brought  low,  and  he   helped 
me.     Precious  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord  is  the  death  of  his 
saints. 

-  cxviii.  5—1  called  upon  the  Lord  in  distress:   the 
Lord  answered  me,  and  set  me  in  a  large  place. 

-  cxix.  50 — This  is  my  comfort  in  my  affliction:  for 
thy  word  hath  quickened  me. 

-  cxix.   67,  71 — Before  I  was  afflicted  I  went  astray: 
but  now  have  I  kept  thy  word.     It  is  good  for  me  that  I 
have  been  afflicted ;  that  I  might  learn  thy  statutes. 

-  cxx.   I — In  my  distress  I  cried  unto  the  Lord,  and 
he  heard  me. 

-  cxxxviii.  7 — Though  I  walk  in  the  midst  of  trouble, 
thou  wilt  revive  me. 

-  cxl.  12— The  Lord  will  maintain  the  cause  of  the 
afflicted. 

-  cxlv.  18— The  Lord  is  nigh  unto  all  them  that  call 
upon  him,  to  all  that  call  upon  him  in  truth. 

-  cxlvi.  9 — Ho  relieveth  the  fatherless  and  widow. 
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Psalm  cxlvii.  3 — lie  healeth  the  broken  in  heart,  and 
bindeth  up  their  wounds. 

Proverbs  iii.  II,  12 — My  son,  despise  not  the  chasten 
ing  of  the  Lord;  neither  be  weary  of  his  correction:  for 
whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  correcteth:  even  as  a  father  the 
son  in  whom  lie  delighteth. 

-  xviii.   54 — There   is  a  friend    that  sticketh   closer 
than  a  brother. 

Ecclesiastes  vii.  2— 4— It  is  better  to  go  to  the  house 
of  mourning,  than  to  go  to  the  house  of  feasting:  for  that 
is  the  end  of  all  men;  and  the  living  will  lay  it  to  his  heart. 
Sorrow  is  better  than  laughter:  for  by  the  sadness  of  the 
countenance  the  heart  is  made  better.  The  heart  of  the 
wise  is  in  the  house  of  mourning;  but  the  heart  of  fools  is 
in  the  house  of  mirth. 

Isaiah  xxv.  4 — For  thou  hast  been  a  strength  to  the 
poor,  a  strength  to  the  needy  in  his  distress,  a  refuge  from 
the  storm,  a  shadow  from  the  heat,  when  the  blast  of  the 
terrible  ones  is  as  a  storm  against  the  wall. 

-  xxxiii.    17,  24 — Thine  eyes  shall  see  the  king  in 
his  beauty:    they  shall  behold  the  land  that  is  very  far  oif. 
And  the  inhabitant  shall  not  say,   I  am  sick:    the  people 
that  dwell  therein  shall  be  forgiven  their  iniquity. 

-  xxxv.   10 — And  the  ransomed   of  the   Lord   shall 
return,  and  come  to  Zion  with  songs  and  everlasting  jpy 
upon  their  heads:    they  shall  obtain  joy  and  gladness,  and 
sorrow  and  sighing  shall  flee  away. 

-  xl.    I,    II,    29 — 31 — Comfort   ye,   comfort  ye  my 
people,  saith  your  God.     He  shall  feed  his  flock  like  a 
shepherd;   lie  shall  gather  the  lambs  with  his  arm,  and 
carry  them  in  his  bosom,  and  shall  gently  lead  those  that 
are  with  young. — He  giveth  power  to  the  faint;    and  to 
them  that  have  no  might  he  increaseth  strength.     Even 
the  youths  shall  faint  and  be  weary,  and  the  young  men 
shall  utterly  fall:    but  they  that  wait  upon  the  Lord  shall 
renew  their  strength;   they  shall  mount  up  with  wings  as 
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eagles;   they  shall  run,  and  not  be  weary;   and  they  shall 
walk,  and  not  faint. 

Isaiah  li.  II,  12 — The  redeemed  of  the  Lord  shall  return, 
and  come  with  singing  unto  Zion;  and  everlasting  joy  shall 
be  upon  their  head;  they  shall  obtain  gladness  and  joy;  and 
sorrow  and  mourning  shall  flee  away.  I,  even  I,  am  ho 
that  comforteth  you. 

-  xli.   10,  17 — Fear  thou  not;   for  I  am  with  thee: 
be  not  dismayed;  for  I  am  thy  God:  I  will  strengthen  thee; 
yea,  I  will  help  thee;  yea,  I  will  uphold  thee  with  the  right 
hand  of  my  righteousness.     When  the  poor  and  needy  seek 
water,  and  there  is  none,  and  their  tongue  faileth  for  thirst, 
I  the  Lord  will  hear  them,  I  the  God  of  Israel  will  not  for 
sake  them. 

-  xliii.    I,    2 — But   now   thus   saith   the   Lord   that 
created  thee,  0  Jacob,  and  he  that  formed  thee,  0  Israel, 
Fear  not:   for  I  have  redeemed  thee,  I  have  called  thee  by 
thy  name;  thou  art  mine.     When  thou  passest  through  the 
waters,  I  will  be  with  thee;   and  through  the  rivers,  they 
shall  not  overflow  thee:   when  thou  walkest  through  the 
fire,   thou  shalt  not  be   burned;    neither  shall  the  flame 
kindle  upon  thee. 

-  xlvi.  4 — Even  to  your  old  age  I  am  he;   and  even 
to  hoar  hairs  will  I  carry  you:  I  have  made,  and  I  will  bear; 
e\en  I  will  carry,  and  will  deliver  you. 

-  liii.  4 — Surely  he  hath  borne  our  griefs,  and  carried 
our  sorrows. 

-  lix.   I — Behold,  the  Lord's  hand  is  not  shortened, 
that  it  cannot  save;   neither  his  ear  heavy,  that  it  cannot 
hear. 

Ixi.   I — 3 — The  Spirit  of  the  Lora  God  is  upon  me; 

because  the  Lord  hath  anointed  me  to  preach  good  tidings 
unto  the  meek;  he  hath  sent  me  to  bind  up  the  broken 
hearted,  to  proclaim  liberty  to  the  captives,  and  the  open 
ing  of  the  prison  to  them  that  are  bound;  to  proclaim  the 
acceptable  year  of  the  Lord,  and  the  day  of  vengeance  of 
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our  God;  to  comfort  all  that  mourn:  to  appoint  unto  thorn 
that  mourn  in  Zion,  to  give  unto  them  beauty  for  ashes, 
the  oil  of  joy  for  mourning,  the  garment  of  praise  for  the 
spirit  of  heaviness;  that  they  might  be  called  trees  of 
righteousness,  the  planting  of  the  Lord,  that  he  might  be 
glorified. 

Isaiah  Ixvi.  13 — As  one  whom  his  mother  comforteth,  so 
will  I  comfort  you;  and  ye  shall  be  comforted  in  Jerusalem. 

Jeremiah  xxxi.  15,  16— Thus  saith  the  Lord;  A  voice 
was  heard  in  llanuih,  lamentation,  and  bitter  weeping; 
Rachel  weeping  for  her  children  refused  to  be  comforted 
for  her  children,  because  they  were  not.  Thus  saith  the 
Lord;  Refrain  thy  voice  from  weeping,  and  thine  eyes  from 
tears:  for  thy  work  shall  be  rewarded,  saith  the  Lord;  and 
they  shall  come  again  from  the  land  of  the  enemy. 

xlix.  ii— Leave  thy  fatherless  children,  I  will  pre 
serve  them  alive;  and  let  thy  widows  trust  in  me. 

Lamentations  iii.  32,  33— 1>>llt  though  he  cause  grief, 
yet  will  he  have  compassion  according  to  the  multitude  of 
his  mercies.  For  he  doth  not  afflict  willingly  nor  grieve 
the  children  of  men. 

Hosea  xiii.  14— I  will  ransom  them  from  the  power  of 
the  grave;  I  will  redeem  them  from  death:  0  death,  I  will 
be  thy  plagues;  0  grave,  I  will  be  thy  destruction. 

Jonah  iv.  II— And  should  not  I  spare  Nineveh,  that 
great  city,  wherein  are  more  than  six  score  thousand  per 
sons  that  cannot  discern  between  their  right  hand  and  their 
left  hand  ? 

Nahum   i.    12— Though   I   have  afflicted  thee,   1 

afflict  thee  no  more. 

Malachi  iii.  17— They  shall  be  mine,  saith  the  Lord 
of  hosts,  in  that  day  when  I  make  up  my  jewels;  and  I 
will  spare  them,  as  a  man  spareth  his  own  son  that  serveth 

him. 

_  iv.  2— Unto  you  that  fear  my  name  shall  the  bun 
of  Righteousness  arise  with  healing  in  his  wings. 


34:  THE   BOW  IN  THE   CLOUD. 

THE    NEW  TESTAMENT. 

Matthew  v.  4— Blessed  are  they  that  mourn:   for  they 
shall  be  comforted. 

-  xi.  28— 30— Come  unto  me  all  ye  that  labor  and 
are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest.     Take  my  yoke 
upon  you,  and  learn  of  me;   for  I  am  meek  and  lowly  in 
heart:  and  ye  shall  find  rest  unto  your  souls.     For  my  yoke 
is  easy,  and  my  burden  is  light, 

-  xiv.^27— Be  of  good  cheer;  it  is  I;  be  not  afraid. 
-xviii.  io— Take  heed  that  ye  despise  not  one  of 

these  little  ones;  for  I  say  unto  you,  That  in  heaven  their 
angels  do  always  behold  the  face  of  my  Father  which  is  in 
heaven. 

-  xix.   14,  29— Jesus  said,  Suffer  little  children,  and 
forbid  them  not  to  come  unto  me:    for  of  such  is  the  king 
dom  of  heaven.— And  every  one  that  hath  forsaken  houses, 
or  brethren,  or  sisters,  or  father,  or  mother,  or  wife,  or 
children,  or  lands,  for  my  name's  sake,  shall  receive  an 
hundredfold,  and  shall  inherit  everlasting-  life. 

Mark  ix.  36,  37— And  he  took  a  child,  and  set  him  in 
the  midst  of  them:  and  when  he  had  taken  him  in  his 
arms,  he  said  unto  them,  Whosoever  shall  receive  one  of 
such  children  in  my  name,  receiveth  me:  and  whosoever 
shall  receive  me,  receiveth  not  me,  but  him  that  sent  me. 

-  x.   13,  14— And  they  brought  young  children  to 
him,  that  he  should  touch  them;  and  his  disciples  rebuked 
those  that  brought  them.'    ?>nt  when  Jesus  saw  it,  he  was 
much  displeased,  and  said  unto  them,  Suffer  the  little  chil 
dren  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not:    for  of  such  is 
the  kingdom  of  God. 

Luke  ii.  29,  30— Lord,  now  lettest  thou  thy  servant 
depart  in  peace,  according  to  thy  word:  for  mine  eyes  have 
seen  thy  salvation. 

-  viii.  52 — Weep  not;  she  is  not  dead,  but  sleepeth. 

-  xviii.  16— Jesus  called  them  unto  him,  and  said 
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Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them 
not:  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  God. 

John  xi.  II,  13,  24,  25,  35 — Our  friend  Lazarus  sleepeth. 
Jesus  spake  of  his  death.  Martha  stiith  unto  him,  I  know 
that  he  shall  rise  again  in  the  resurrection  at  the  last  day. 
Jesus  said  unto  her,  I  am  the  resurrection,  and  the  life: 
he  that  believeth  in  me,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he 
live. — Jesus  wept. 

-  xiv.  I,  2,  3,  18,  19 — Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled : 
ye  believe  in  God,  believe  also  in  me.     In  my  Father's  house 
are  many  mansions;   if  it  were  not  so,  I  would  have  told 
you.     I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you.     And  if  I  go  and 
prepare  a  place  for  you,  I  will  come  again,  and  receive  you 
unto  myself;   that  where  I  am,  there  ye  may  be  also.     I 
will  not  leave  you  comfortless:  I  will  come  to  you.    Because 
I  live,  ye  shall  live  also. 

Romans  v.  3 — 5 — We  glory  in  tribulations  also:  know 
ing  that  tribulation  worketh  patience;  and  patience,  ex 
perience;  and  experience,  hope:  and  hope  maketh  not 
ashamed;  because  the  love  of  God  is  shed  abroad  in  our 
hearts  by  the  Holy  Ghost  which  is  given  unto  us. 

v.  20,  21 — Moreover  the  law  entered,  that  the  of 
fence  might  abound.  But  where  sin  abounded,  grace  did 
much  more  abound:  that  as  sin  hath  reigned  unto  death, 
even  so  might  grace  reign  through  righteousness  unto 
eternal  life  by  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

-  viii.   II,  38,  39  —If  the  Spirit  of  him  that  raised  up 
Jesus  from  the  dead  dwell  in  you,  he  that  raised  up  Christ 
from  the  dead  shall  also  quicken  your  mortal  bodies  by  his 
Spirit  that  dwelleth  in  you.     For  I  am  persuaded,  that 
neither  death,  nor  life,  nor  angels,  nor  principalities,  nor 
powers,  nor  things  present,  nor  things  to  come,  nor  height, 
nor  depth,  nor  any  other  creature,  shall  be  able  to  separate 
us  from  the  love  of  God,  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus  our  Lord. 

I  Corinthians  xv.  22,  26,  42,  43,  53— 57— For  as  in 
Adam  all  die,  even  so  in  Christ  shall  all  be  made  alive. 
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The  last  enemy  that  shall  be  destroyed  is  death. — It  is  sown 
in  corruption;  it  is  raised  in  ineorruption:  It  is  sown  in 
dishonour;  it  is  raised  in  glory;  it  is  sown  in  weakness;  it  is 
raised  in  power.  For  this  corruptible  must  put  on  ineor 
ruption,  and  this  mortal  must  put  on  immortality.  So 
when  this  corruptible  shall  have  put  on  ineorruption,  and 
this  mortal  shall  have  put  on  immortality,  then  shall  be 
brought  to  pass  the  saying  that  is  written,  Death  is  swal 
lowed  up  in  victory.  0  death,  where  is  thy  sting  ?  0  grave, 
where  is  thy  victory?  The  sting  of  death  is  sin;  and  the 
strength  of  sin  is  the  law:  But  thanks  be  to  God,  which 
giveth  us  the  victory  through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

2  Corinthians  i.  3,  4— Blessed  be  God,  even  the  Father 
of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  Father  of  mercies,  and  the 
God  of  all  comfort;  who  comforteth  us  in  all  our  tribula 
tion,  that  we  may  be  able  to  comfort  them  which  are  in 
any  trouble,  by  the  comfort  wherewith  we  ourselves  are 
comforted  of  God. 

-  iv.   17,  1 8 — For  our  light  affliction,  which  is  but 
for  a  moment,  worketh  for  us  a  far  more  exceeding  and 
eternal  weight  of  glory;   while  we  look  not  at  the  things 
which  are  seen,  but  at  the  things  which  are  not  seen:   for 
the  things  which  are  seen  are  temporal;    but  the  things 
which  are  not  seen  are  eternal. 

-  v.   I,  4,  8 — For  we  know  that  if  our  earthly  house 
of  this  tabernacle  were  dissolved,  we  have  a  building  of  God, 
an  house  not  made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens. 
For  we  that  are  in  this  tabernacle  do  groan,  being  burdened: 
not  for  that  we  would  be  unclothed,  but  clothed  upon,  that 
mortality  might  beswalloAved  up  of  life. — We  are  confident, 
I  say,  and  willing  rather  to  be  absent  from  the  body,  and 
to  be  present  with  the  Lord. 

Philippians  i.  21,  23— For  to  me  to  live  is  Christ,  and 
to  die  is  gain.  For  I  am  in  a  strait  betwixt  two,  having  a 
desire  to  depart,  and  to  be  with  Christ,  which  is  far  better. 

-  iii.    20,   21 — For   our  conversation   is   in  heaven; 
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from  whence  also  we  look  for  the  Saviour,  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ:  who  shall  change  our  vile  body,  that  it  may  bo 
fashioned  like  unto  his  glorious  body,  according  to  the 
working  whereby  he  is  able  even  to  subdue  all  things  unto 
himself. 

Colossians  iii.  4— When  Christ,  who  is  our  life,  shall 
appear,  then  shall  ye  also  appear  with  him  in  glory. 

1  Thessalonians  iv.   13— 18—  But  I  would  not  have 
you  to  be  ignorant,  brethren,  concerning  them  which  are 
asleep,  that  ye  sorrow  not,  even  as  others  which  have  no 
hope.     For  if  we  believe  that  Jesus  died  and  rose  again, 
even  so  them  also  which  sleep  in  Jesus  will  God  bring  with 
him.     For  this  we  say  unto  you  by  the  word  of  the  Lord, 
that  we  which  are  alivo  and  remain  unto  the  coming  of  the 
Lord  shall  not  prevent  them  which  are  asleep.     For  the 
Lord  himself  shall  descend  from  heaven  with  a  shout,  with 
the  voice  of  the  archangel,  and  witli  the  trump  of  God: 
and  the  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise  first:    then  we  which  arc 
alive  and  remain  shall  be  caught  up  together  witli  them  in 
the  clouds,  to  meet  the  Lord  in  the  air;   and  so  shall  we 
ever  be  with  the  Lord.     Wherefore  comfort  one  another 
with  these  words. 

2  Timothy  i.  10— Our  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  who  hath 
abolished  death,  and  hath  brought  life  and  immortality  to 
light  through  the  gospel. 

-  iv.  8— Henceforth  there  is  laid  up  for  me  a  crown 
of  righteousness,  which  the  Lord,  the  righteous  judge,  shall 
give  meat  that  day:  and  not  to  me  only,  but  unto  all  them 
also  that  love  his  appearing. 

Hebrews  ii.   18— For  in  that  he  himself  hath  suffered 
being  tempted,  he  is  able  to  succour  them  that  are  tempted. 

"  iy-  9>  J5»  J6 — There  remaineth  therefore  a  rest  to 
the  people  of  God. — For  we  have  not  an  high  priest  which 
cannot  be  touched  with  the  feeling  of  our  infirmities;  but 
was  in  all  points  tempted  like  as  we  are,  yet  without  sin. 
Let  us  therefore  come  boldly  unto  the  throne  of  grace,  that 
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we  may  obtain  mercy,  and  find  grace  to  help  in  time  of 
need. 

Hebrews  xi.  4,  16— He  being  dead  yet  speaketh.— Now 
they  desire  a  better  country,,  that  is,  an  heavenly:  where 
fore  God  is  not  ashamed  to  be  called  their  God:  for  he 
hath  prepared  for  them  a  city. 

-  xii.    I — 3,  6,    II — Wherefore   seeing   we   also   are 
compassed  about  with  so  great  a  cloud  of  witnesses,  let  us 
lay  aside  every  weight,  and  the  sin  which  doth  so  easily 
beset  us,  and  let  us  run  with  patience  the  race  that  is  set 
before  us,  looking  unto  Jesus,  the  author  and  finisher  of 
our  faith;   who  for  the  joy  that  was  set  before  him  endured 
the  cross,  despising  the  shame,  and  is  set  down  at  the  right 
hand  of  the  throne  of  God.     For  consider  him  that  endured 
such  contradiction  of  sinners  against  himself,  lest  ye  be 
wearied  and  faint  in  your  minds. — Whom  the  Lord  loveth 
he  chaste neth,  and  scourgeth  every  son  whom  he  receive th, 
Now  no  chastening  for  the  present  seemeth  to  be  joyous, 
but  grievous:    nevertheless  afterward  it  yieldeth  the  peace 
able  fruit  of  righteousness  unto  them  which  are  exercised 
thereby. 

James  i.  12 — Blessed  is  the  man  that  endureth  tempta 
tion:  for  when  he  is  tried,  he  shall  receive  the  crown  of 
life,  which  the  Lord  hath  promised  to  them  that  love  him. 

I  Peter  v.  4 — When  the  chief  Shepherd  shall  appear, 
ye  shall  receive  a  crown  of  glory  that  fadeth  not  away. 

-  v.  7— Casting  all  your  care  upon  him;  for  hecareth 
for  you. 

Revelation  i.  17,  18— Fear  not;  I  am  the  first  and  the 
last.  I  am  he  that  liveth,  and  was  dead;  and,  behold,  I 
am  alive  for  evermore,  Amen;  and  have  the  keys  of  hell 
and  of  death. 

-  iii.  19— As  many  as  I  love,  I  rebuke  and  chasten: 
be  zealous  therefore,  and  repent. 

vii.  13 — 17 — And  one  of  the  elders  answered,  saying 

unto  me,  What  are  these  which  are  arrayed  in  white  roles? 
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and  whence  came  they?  And  I  said  unto  him,  Sir,  thon 
knowest.  And  he  said  to  me.  These  are  they  which  came 
out  of  great  tribulation,  and  have  washed  their  robes,  and 
made  them  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb:  Therefore 
are  they  before  the  throne  of  God,  and  serve  him  day  and 
night  in  his  temple:  and  he  that  sitteth  on  the  throne  shall 
dwell  among  them.  They  shall  hunger  no  more,  neither 
thirst  any  more;  neither  shall  the  sun  light  on  them,  nor 
any  heat.  For  the  Lamb  which  is  in  the  midst  of  the 
throne  shall  feed  them,  arid  shall  lead  them  unto  living 
fountains  of  waters:  and  God  shall  wipe  a  way  all  tears  from 
their  eyes. 

Revelation  xiv.  13— And  I  heard  a  voice  from  heaven 
saying  unto  me,  Write,  Blessed  are  the  dead  which  die  in  the 
Lord  from  henceforth:  Yea,  saith  the  Spirit,  that  they  may 
rest  from  their  labours;  and  their  works  do  follow  them. 

-  xix.  5 — 9— And  a  voice  came  out  of  the  throne, 
saying,    Praise  our  God,  all  ye  his  servants,  and  ye  that 
fear  him,  both  small  and  great.     And  I  heard  as  it  were 
the  voice  of  a  great  multitude,  and  as  the  voice  of  many 
waters,  and  as  the  voice  of  mighty  tlmnderings,   saying, 
Alleluia:  for  the  Lord  God  omnipotent  reigneth.     Let  us 
be  glad  and  rejoice,  and  give  honour  to  him:  for  the  mar 
riage  of  the  Lamb  is  come,  and  his  wife  hath  made  herself 
ready.     And  to  her  was  granted  that  she  should  be  arrayed 
in  fine  linen,  clean  and  white:  for  the  fine  linen  is  the 
righteousness  of  saints.      And  he  saith  unto  me,  Write, 
Blessed  are  they  which  are  called  unto  the  marriage  supper 
of  the  Lamb,     And  he  saith  unto  me,  These  are  the  true 
sayings  of  God. 

-  xxi.  3,  4 — And  I  heard  a  great  voice  out  of  heaven 
saying,  Behold,  the  tabernacle  of  God  is  with  men,  and  he 
will  dwell  with  them,  and  they  shall  be  his  people,  and 
God  himself  shall  be  with  them,  and  be  their  God.     And 
God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes;  and  there 
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shall  be  no  more  death,  neither  sorrow,  nor  crying,  neither 
shall  there  be  any  more  pain:  for  the  former  things  are 
passed  away. 

—  xxii.  I — 5 — And  he  shewed  me  a  pure  river  of 
water  of  life,  clear  as  crystal,  proceeding  out  of  the  throne 
of  God  and  of  the  Lamb.  In  the  midst  of  the  street  of  it, 
and  on  either  side  of  the  river,  was  there  the  tree  of  life, 
which  bare  twelve  manner  of  fruits,  and  yielded  her  fruit 
every  month:  and  the  leaves  of  the  tree  were  for  the  heal 
ing  of  the  nations.  And  there  shall  be  no  more  curse:  but 
the  throne  of  God  and  of  the  Lamb  shall  be  in  it;  and  his 
servants  shall  serve  him:  and  they  shall  see  his  face;  and 
his  name  shall  be  in  their  foreheads.  And  there  shall  be 
no  night  there;  and  they  need  no  candle,  neither  light  of 
the  sun;  for  the  Lord  God  giveth  them  light:  and  they 
shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever. 


ittrcHluctovij. 


IN  TUB  BEOINSINO  WAS  Tun  WOUD.  —John  i.,  1. 
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THE  COMMON  GRIEF. 

REV.  DAVID  RUSSELL. 

•"~T  "T  AX  is  born  to  troubles,  and  Christians  are  not 
/  \/  V  exempted  from  them.  Of  all  forms  of  trial 
—  ~— •  to  which  they  are  liable,  that  of  the  loss  of 
children  by  death  may  be  regarded  as  one  of  the  very 
greatest.  In  most  cases  it  is  not  known  what  trial 
means  till  Death  enters  the  dwelling,  and  carries  off 
to  his  cold  and  dark  dominions  the  child  who  has  been 
the  joy,  the  hope,  the  idol  of  its  parents.  Job  bore 
with  apparent  composure  the  tidings  of  disaster  upon 
disaster,  till  at  last,  the  announcement  was  made  of 
the  sudden  death  of  his  children;  then  he  "arose, 
and  rent  his  mantle,  and  shaved  his  head,  and  fell 
down  upon  the  ground,  and  worshipped,  and  said, 
'  Naked  came  I  out  of  my  mother's  womb,  and  naked 
shall  I  return  thither:  the  Lord  gave,  and  the  Lord 
hath  taken  away;  blessed  be  the  name  of  the 
Lord. ' ' '  How  many  mourners,  royal  and  not  royal, 
have  experienced  sorrow  as  great  as  David's  when 
he  mourned  for  Absalom,  and  have  grieved  as 
bitterly  as  Rachel  when  she  u  wept  for  her  children, 
and  refused  to  be  comforted,  because  they  were 
not."  Christian  parents,  then,  should  remember 
that  it  their  trial  has  been  a  great  one,  it  is  by  no 
means  a  rare  one;  and  the  commonness  of  the  afflic 
tion  should  in  some  degree  temper  their  sorrow 
when  bereaved  of  their  children,  they  should  regard 
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the  words  of  Peter  as  applying  to  them,  "  Beloved, 
think  it  not  strange  concerning  the  fiery  trial  which 
is  to  try  you,  as  though  some  strange  thing  hap 
pened  unto  you,"  True,  the  commonness  of  the 
grief  is  but  a  poor  consolation  to  the  desolate  heart 
of  a  parent;  perhaps,  as  the  poet  represents,  it  may 
sometimes  aggravate  rather  than  assuage  the  bitter 
ness  of  his  sorrow:— 

"  One  writes,  that '  Other  friends  remain,' 

That  '  Loss  is  common  to  the  race,' 

And  common  is  the  commonplace, 

And  vacant  chaff  well  meant  for  grain. 

That  loss  is  common  would  not  make 
My  own  less  bitter,  rather  more  : 
Too  common  !     Never  morning  wore 

To  evening,  but  some  heart  did  break." 

Yet  the  circumstance  should  not  be  altogether 
overlooked  by  mourners  in  Zion.  Parents  are  too 
apt  to  suppose  that  no  loss  is  so  great  as  theirs;  that 
no  child  was  so  dear,  so  clever,  so  good  as  theirs, 
and  that,  therefore,  no  sorrow  can  be  like  unto 
theirs,  till  they  look  abroad  and  try  to  weigh  the 
distresses  of  others  against  their  own.  Then  there 
is  this  result  arising  from  the  commonness  of  sorrow, 
that  abundance  of  precious  sympathy  is  at  hand  for 
the  bereaved  in  the  day  of  their  calamity.  One  who 
has  lost  a  child  in  infancy,  for  example,  may  learn 
how  to  bear  his  sorrow  from  considering  the  case  of 
Jairus,  the  ruler  of  the  synagogue.  If  it  is  a  heavy 
trial  to  part  with  a  child  who  is  a  mere  infant,  how 
much  sorer  the  trial  when,  the  dangers  of  infancy 
over,  that  child  is  at  the  interesting  age  of  twelve 
years,  and  day  by  day  is  unfolding  new  beauties  of 
mind,  and  heart,  and  body,  and  daily  entwining 
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itself  more  firmly  around  the  parents'  heart.  If 
there  were  sons  in  the  family  of  Jairus,  it  would 
have  been  a  bitter  trial  to  have  had  one  of  them 
taken  from  him;  and  had  God  asked  him  to  choose 
which  he  would  most  readily  surrender,  we  can 
imagine  the  perplexity  of  his  heart,  and  how  readily 
he  would  refer  the  matter  back  to  God,  to  do  as 
seemed  good  to  him.  But  an  only  daughter  !  She 
would  be  the  very  last  that  he  could  think  of  giving 
up,  and  he  would  entreat  most  earnestly  that  God 
would,  in  mercy,  spare  her.  She  was,  perhaps,  not 
merely  an  only  daughter,  but  an  only  child,  in 
which  case  the  anguish  of  his  heart  would  be  inten 
sified  in  an  inconceivable  degree;  for  of  all  griefs 
that  for  an  only  child  is,  by  universal  consent,  re 
garded  as  the  most  poignant— 

"  But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  lovely  child- 
Bat  one  thing  to  ivjoice  and  solace  in— 
And  cruel  death  hath  snatch'd  it  from  my  sight." 

Bereaved  parent !  has  your  loss  been  as  great  as 
was  that  of  Jairus  ?  Even  if  it  has,  can  you  think 
of  none  who  have  been  tried  beyond  what  you  have 
been  ?  Then  go  where  Jairus  went  for  sympathy 
and  succor.  Be  not  afraid  of  "troubling  the 
Master."  What  troubles  Him  is  the  want  of  faith 
and  want  of  prayer.  Hear  his  words,  "Fear  not; 
only  believe,"  and  "  Thy  daughter  is  not  dead,  but 
sleepeth."  You  may  not  expect  your  child  to  be 
restored  to  a  life  of  sin  and  sorrow  on  earth.  Would 
you  wish  it  ?  But  He  who  restored  the  daughter  of 
Jairus  after  only  a  few  hours'  death,  can  restore 
yours,  and  will  restore  him  though  thousands  of  years 
should  have  to  elapse  ere  the  trump  shall  sound 
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which  the  dead  shall  hear,  and,  hearing,  shall  arise. 
Then  may  Christian  parents  hope  that  they  and  their 
children  shall  rise  together,  to  mingle  their  voices 
in  the  sound,  ever  old,  ever  new,  "Unto  him  that 
loved  us,  and  washed  us  from  our  sins  in  His  own 
blood,  and  hath  made  us  kings  and  priests  unto  God 
and  His  Father;  to  Him  be  glory  and  dominion  for 
ever  and  ever.  Amen  !  " 


FRIEND   AFTER  FRIEND  DEPARTS. 

JAMES  MONTGOMERY. 

fRIEND  after  friend  departs; 

Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  ? 
•There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts 
That  finds  not  here  an  end  ! 
Were  this  frail  world  our  final  rest, 
Living  or  dying,  none  were  blest. 

Beyond  the  flight  of  time,— 

Beyond  the  reign  of  death,— 
There  surely  is  some  blessed  clime 

Where  life  is  not  a  breath; 
Nor  life's  affections  transient  fire 
Whose  sparks  fly  upwards  and  expire. 

There  is  a  world  above, 

Where  parting  is  unknown ; 
A  long  eternity  of  love, 

Formed  for  the  good  alone: 
And  faith  beholds  the  dying  here 
Translated  to  that  glorious  sphere! 
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Thus  star  by  star  declines, 

Till  all  are  past  away; 
As  morning  high  and  higher  shines 

To  pure  and  perfect  day: 
Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night, 
But  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light. 


"  WE  miss  them  when  the  hoard  is  spread, 
We  miss  them  when  the  prayer  is  said; 
Upon  our  dreams  their  dying  eyes 

In  still  and  mournful  fondness  lies." 

NEWMAN. 


I  I  I  I  I  I  I  I  I  I  I  I  II  I  LL1  II  III  I  I  I 


COMPARE  YOUR  AFFLICTIONS  WITH  THOSE  OF 
OTHERS. 

JOHN  FLAVEL. 

AY  not,  there  is  no  sorrow  like  your  sorrow. 
You  have  lost  one  child;  hut  Aaron  lost 
two,  and  Job  all;  and  lost  them  by  an  imme 
diate,  instantaneous  stroke  of  God.  The  children 
of  some  pious  parents  have  died  victims  to  public 
justice.  Others  have  lived  to  sin  so  grievously,  that 
their  broken-hearted  parents  were  ready  to  wish 
they  had  died  from  the  womb.  A  third  class  have 
experienced  such  protracted  and  intolerable  suffer 
ings  on  a  sick  bed,  that  even  a  fond  mother  has 
wished  and  prayed  for  the  closing  moment.  0 
think  of  these  things,  and  acknowledge  that  your 
lot  has  been  comparatively  merciful. 
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HOW  TO   SYMPATHIZE  WITH   MOURNERS. 

REV.  CHARLES  J.  VAUGHAN,  D.D. 

ORROW  is  a  great  test  of  truth.  Nothing 
which  has  the  slightest  tinge  of  unreality, 
whether  in  the  form  of  •  exaggeration  or  of 
.affectation,  has  a  chance  of  acceptance  with  per 
sons  in  deep  trouble.  There  must  be,  as  a  first 
condition,  the  recognition  of  the  existence  in  the 
sufferer's  case  of  that  which  is  hard  to  bear;  and 
there  must  be,  as  a  second  condition,  the  presenta 
tion  of  that  which  is  perfectly  supporting,  because 
absolutely  true,  to  meet  it.  if  a  man  would  minister 
with  any  effect  to  one  on  whom  pain  or  loss,  anxiety 
or  desolation,  has  laid  a  heavy  hand.  Too  often 
there  is  an  attempt  to  ignore  the  sorrow;  to  treat  it 
as  if  it  were  made  too  much  of:  almost  to  reprove 
it,  as  if  it  were  fanciful  or  voluntary.  It  is  difficult 
for  health  and  sickness,  ease  and  distress,  a  whole 
heart,  and  a  wounded  heart,  to  meet  and  sympathize: 
grief  is  suspicious  of  gladness,  and  is  slow  to  be  per 
suaded  that  he  who  comes  to  the  house  of  mourning 
from  the  dwelling  of  cheerfulness  can  bring  with 
him  a  just  appreciation  of  the  calamity  which  he 
seeks  to  soothe.  To  be  able  to  weep  with  them  that 
weep  is  a  necessary  requisite  in  one  who  would  be, 
in  the  divine  sense,  a  son  of  consolation. 

It  is  the  first  object  of  sorrow,  if  we  recognize  in 
it  any  object  at  all,  that  it  be  felt.  If  there  is  a 
remedial  purpose  in  it,  or  if  there  is  even  a  chastis- 
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ing  and  a  humbling  purpose  in  it,  this  can  only  be  an 
swered  by  the  entrance  of  the  pain  itself  into  the 
very  soul's  soul.  This  is  what  an.  inexperienced 
comforter  will  not  let  it  do.  He  acts,  with  his  spir 
itual  comfort,  just  as  he  thinks  it  wrong  and  shock 
ing  for  another  to  act  with  his  worldly  comfort.  He 
counts  it  a  great  sin  to  drown  sorrow  by  letting  in 
the  din  of  the  world  upon  it;  but  does  he  not  him 
self  seek  to  overbear  sorrow  in  an  opposite  manner, 
by  haste  and  precipitation  in  administering  the 
remedies  of  the  Gospel  ?  Truths  which  Avill  be  val 
uable  and  efficacious  a  month  hence,  may  them 
selves  be  inoperative  and  inaudible  to-day.  And 
the  wise  physician,  like  Him  whose  hand  is  work 
ing  with  him  from  above,  will  abide  and  watch  his 
time.  He  will  be  satisfied,  in  the  first  instance,  that 
the  soul  should  lay  itself  low  and  let  the  wave  pass 
over  it.  Its  foot  must  touch  the  bottom  of  the  deep 
waters  before  it  can  safely  rise  again  to  their  sur 
face.  All  that  we  can  desire  to  hear  from  the  rent 
heart,  in  the  first  hours  of  anguish,  is  the  simple 
confession,  It  is  the  Lord. 


1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 


FRIENDS  NOT  LOST.— Thou  hast  lost  thy  friend:— 
say,  rather,  thou  hast  parted  witli  him.  That  is 
properly  lost  which  is  past  all  recovery,  which  we 
are  out  of  hope  to  see  any  more.  It  is  not  so  with 
this  friend  thou  mournest  for:  he  is  but  gone  home 
a  little  before  thee;  thou  art  following  him;  you 
two  shall  meet  in  your  Father's  house,  and  enjoy 
each  other  more  happily  than  you  could  have  done 

here  below. 

RF:V.  ROBERT  HALL. 
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COMFORT   IN  AFFLICTION. 

THOMAS  MOORE. 

THOU  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear, 

How  dark  this  world  would  be, 
If,  when  deceived  and  wounded  here 

We  could  not  fly  to  thee  ; 
The  friends  who  in  our  sunshine  live, 

When  winter  comes,  are  flown  ; 
And  he  who  has  but  tears  to  give, 

Must  weep  those  tears  alone  ; 
But  thou  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart, 

Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw 
Their  fragrance  from  the  wounded  part, 
Breathes  sweetness  out  of  woe. 

When  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers, 

And  ev'n  the  hope,  that  threw 
A  moment's  sparkle  o'er  our  tears, 

Is  dimmed  and  vanished  too  ! 
0 !  who  would  bear  life's  stormy  doom, 

Did  not  thy  wing  of  love 
Come  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom, 

One  peace-branch  from  above  ? 
Then  sorrow,  touched  by  thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray; 
As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day. 

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiinii 

To  live  in  hearts  we  leave  behind  is  not  to  die. 

ALEXANDER  CAMPBELL. 


INTRODUCTORY.  51 


USES  OF  CHASTISEMENT. 

REV.  JAMES  W.  ALEXANDER,  D.D. 

T  is  only  ill  tlie  Word  of  God  that  we  learn  to  con 
sider  affliction  as  a  blessing.  The  utmost  which 
the  most  refined  philosophy  can  effect,  is  to  re 
move  from  our  sorrows  that  which  is  imaginary,  to 
divert  the  attention  from  the  cause  of  distress,  or  to 
produce  a  sullen  and  stoical  resignation,  more  like  de 
spair  than  hope.  The  religion  of  the  gospel  grapples 
with  the  evil  itself,  overcomes  it,  and  transforms  it 
into  a  blessing.  It  is  by  no  means  included  in  the 
promises  made  to  true  Christians  that  they  shall  be 
exempt  from  suffering.  On  the  contrary,  chastise 
ment  forms  a  necessary  part  of  that  paternal  dis 
cipline  by  which  our  heavenly  Father  fits  his 
children  for  their  eternal  rest  and  glory.  The 
Psalmist  asserts  the  blessedness  of  the  man  who  is 
chastened  by  the  Lord,  with  this  qualification  as  nec 
essary  to  constitute  it  a  blessing,  that  he  is  also  in 
structed  in  divine  truth.  Psalm  xciv.  12.  By  this 
we  understand  that  the  influence  of  chastisement  is 
not  physical;  that  mere  suffering  has  no  inherent 
efficacy;  but  that  the  afflictions  of  this  life  are,  in 
the  hand  of  God,  instrumental  in  impressing  divine 
truth  upon  the  heart,  awakening  the  attention  of 
the  believer  to  the  consideration  of  his  own  character 
and  situation,  the  promise  of  the  gospel,  and  the 
rewards  of  heaven.  The  child  of  God  is  assured 
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that  all  things  work  together  for  his  good;  in  this 
is  plainly  included  the  pledge,  that  chastisements 
and  afflictions  shall  eventually  prove  a  blessing;  and 
this  is  verified  by  the  experience  of  the  whole  church. 

Times  of  affliction  afford  some  natural  facilities 
for  cultivating  repentance.  Occasions  of  sin  are 
then  removed;  the  world  is  excluded.  The  man 
confined  to  the  silence  of  the  sick-room,  or  the  house 
of  mourning,  cannot,  by  idle  pursuits,  divert  his 
mind.  He  is  forced  to  think;  and  to  think  of  his 
sins.  He  considers  his  ways,  bewails  his  transgres 
sions,  and  renews  his  covenant.  He  learns  to  con 
fess,  ' '  Surely  it  is  meet  to  be  said  unto  God,  I  have 
borne  chastisement,  I  will  not  offend  any  more;  that 
which  I  see  not  teach  thou  me,  and  if  I  have  done 
iniquity,  I  will  do  so  no  more." — Job  xxxiv.  31. 

Now,  in  these  experiences  of  the  afflicted,  there  is 
a  real  consolation.  Such  tears  are  sweet,  and  it 
will  probably  be  the  unanimous  testimony  of  all  true 
penitents,  that  they  have  enjoyed  a  tender  and  re 
fined  delight  in  those  moments  of  grief  in  which 
they  came  to  God  as  a  forgiving  God,  and  heard 
Him  say  to  their  souls,  in  accents  at  once  of  gentle 
rebuke  and  comfort:  "Behold  I  have  refined  thee 
but  not  with  silver;  I  have  chosen  thee  in  the  fur 
nace  of  affliction,"  "  For  mine  own  sake  will  I  defer 
mine  anger."  "  For  a  small  moment  have  I  for 
saken  thee,  but  with  great  mercies  will  I  gather 
thee :  In  a  little  wrath  I  hid  my  face  from  thee  for  a 
moment,  but  with  everlasting  kindness  will  I  have 
mercy  on  thee,  saith  the  Lord  thy  Eedeemer." 

The  apostle  Peter,  in  comforting  the  dispersed 
saints,  explains  to  them  this  end  of  their  chastise 
ment,  "If  need  be,  ye  are  in  heaviness  through 
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manifold  temptations,  that  the  trial  of  your  faith 
being  much  more  precious  than  of  gold  that  perish- 
eth,  though  it  he  tried  with  fire,  might  he  found 
unto  praise,  and  honor,  and  glory,  at  the  appearing 
of  Jesus  Christ." 

There  is  no  expression  in  the  Word  of  God  hotter 
suited  to  reconcile  the  Christian  to  trials  than  that 
of  the  Apostle  Paul:  '*  He  (that  is  God)  chastens  us 
for  our  profit,  that  we  may  he  partakers  of  His  holi 
ness  !  "  What  words  are  these  !  Tin's  is  the  very 
summit  of  your  desires.  This  you  have  been  toiling 
for,  and  longing  after.  This  you  have  earnestly  im 
plored,  and  are  you  now  ready  to  shrink  from  the 
very  means  by  which  your  Father  in  heaven  is 
about  to  promote  your  sanctificat  ion  (  By  no  means 
will  you  be  led  to  relinquish  this  appointment  of  God 
for  your  good.  No,  it  is  by  these  very  trials  that 
your  graces  are  to  be  invigorated.  The  most  valua 
ble  truths  of  the  Christian  are,  "  the  exceeding  great 
and  precious  promises."  He  does  not  feel  the  need 
of  these  promises  while  he  is  indulging  in  that  self- 
pleasing  which  usually  accompanies  prosperity.  In 
penning  these  lines,  it  is  said  advisedly,  no  man  can 
fully  value  health  who  has  not  been  sick,  nor  appre 
ciate  the  services  of  the  kind  and  skillful  physician 
until  he  has  been  healed  by  him.  And  thus  also, 
no  man  can  fully  prize  or  fully  understand  the  prom 
ises  of  the  Scriptures  until  they  are  made  necessary 
to  his  support  in  adversity.  Many  of  the  most  pre 
cious  portions  of  revelation  are  altogether  a  dead 
letter  to  such  as  have  never  been  exercised  by  the 
trials  to  which  they  relate.  The  believer  who  is  in 
sufferings  or  straits  of  any  kind,  comes  to  God  by 
prayer;  and  in  attempting  to  pray,  seeks  some 
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promise  suitable  to  his  precise  wants.  Blessed  be 
God  !  he  needs  not  to  search  long —so  rich  are  the 
treasures  of  the  Word.  These  promises  he  takes  are 
the  very  truth  of  God,  He  pleads  them  at  the 
throne  of  grace;  he  believes  them,  relies  on  them, 
rejoices  in  them.  Taste  of  the  sweetness  of  his 
promises,  and  each  of  you  shall  say  with  David: 
"  It  is  good  for  me  that  I  have  been  afflicted." 

It  is  common  to  hear  those  who  are  ignorant  of 
the  Scriptures  cavilling  at  the  representation  of  Job 
as  a  man  of  eminent  patience,  but  where,  except  in 
his  biography,  shall  we  look  for  the  instance,  suffer 
ing  in  one  day  the  total  loss  of  immense  wealth,  and 
of  ten  beloved  children,  and  still  saying,  "  The  Lord 
gave,  and  the  Lord  hath  taken  away,  blessed  be  the 
name  of  the  Lord."  It  was,  110  doubt,  a  visitation 
sudden  and  alarming  as  a  stroke  of  lightning,  when 
Aaron  beheld  his  sons  consumed  by  fire  from  the 
Lord.  It  was  an  awful  sanction  to  that  rule,  "I 
will  be  sanctified  in  them  that  come  nigh  me,  and 
before  all  the  people  I  will  be  glorified."  Yet  on 
seeing  and  hearing  these  things,  the  bereaved  father, 
"  held  his  peace,"  Lev.  x.  3.  It  is  a  bitter  medicine, 
but  the  soul  which  is  convinced  of  God's  justice  and 
goodness  lays  down  every  thought  of  rebellion  and 
discontent. 

This  is  the  temper  which  sanctified  affliction 
always  begets,  so  that  the  prostrate  soul  dares  no 
longer  to  impose  terms  011  Jehovah,  but  yields  itself 
to  his  sovereign  discretion.  There  is  peace  in  such 
a  surrender,  a  peace  which  is  altogether  independent 
of  any  expected  mitigation  of  the  stroke.  Wave 
after  wave  often  goes  over  the  child  of  God,  before 
he  is  brought  to  this  state  of  self -renunciation.  Mur- 
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muring  may  for  a  time  prevail,  yet  the  Great  Physi 
cian,  who  applies  the  painful  remedy,  cannot  be 
baffled,  and  triumphs  to  his  own  glory,  and  the  un 
speakable  benefit  of  the  believer's  soul.  Chastise 
ment  is  useful,  because  it  leads  the  believer  to  look 
for  complete  happiness  in  heaven  only. 

He  is  the  happy  man  who  dwells  most  on  the 
thoughts  of  heaven.  Like  Enoch  he  walks  with 
God.  Like  Job,  he  can  say,  "  I  know  that  my  Re 
deemer  liveth,"  etc.  Like  David,  lie  glories,  "  Thou 
wilt  show  me  thy  salvation. "  Like  Paul, he  triumphs, 
"  For  I  am  now  ready  to  be  offered, "  etc.  In  every 
case  of  suffering  it  is  the  prime  wisdom  of  the 
Christian  to  fix  his  eyes  upon  the  heavenly  crown. 
In  every  other  hope  you  may  be  disappointed, 
in  this  you  cannot.  Try  as  you  may  .all  other 
fountains  for  your  solace,  there  is  a  time  coming 
when  you  must  be  driven  to  this.  Become  familiar 
with  the  meditation  of  heavenly  glory  !  Daily  con 
template  that  joyful  deliverance  from  evil,  that  in 
dissoluble  and  ecstatic  union  with  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ !  Then,  when  death  lays  upon  you  his  cold 
hand,  you  can  say,  "lam  prepared  for  this  hour. 
I  have  longed  for  this  deliverance  to  meet  my  Lord 
in  His  temple.  I  have  lived  in  communion  with  the 
blessed  Lord  of  heaven."  "  Lo,  this  is  my  God,  I 
have  waited  for  Him,  and  He  will  save  me;  this  is  the 
Lord,  I  have  waited  for  Him;  I  will  rejoice  and  be 
glad  in  His  salvation." 
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THE  NECESSITY  OF  AFFLICTIONS. 

EEV.  JOHN  R.  MACDUFF,  D.D. 

•HAT  a  blessed  motto  and  superscription  over 
the  dark  lintels  of  sorrow  ! — "  IF  NEED  BE  ! " 
Every  arrow  from  the  quiver  of  God  is 
feathered  with  it !  Write  it,  child  of  affliction,  over 
every  trial  thy  God  sees  meet  to  send  !  If  he  calls 
thee  down  from  the  juiiny  mountain -heights  to  the 
darksome  glades,  hear  Him  saying,  "  There  is  a  need 
be."  If  he  have  dashed  the  cup  of  earthly  pros 
perity  from  thy  lips,  curtailed  thy  creature  comforts, 
diminished  thy  "basket  and  store,"  hear  Him 
saying,  "  There  is  a  need  be."  If  He  has  ploughed 
and  furrowed  thy  soul  with  severe  bereavement — 
extinguished  light  after  light  in  thy  dwelling — hear 
Him  thus  stilling  the  tumult  of  thy  grief — "  Tliere 
is  a  need  be. ' ' 

Yes  !  believe  it,  there  is  some  profound  reason  for 
thy  trial,  which  at  present  may  be  undiscernible. 
No  furnace  will  be  hotter  than  He  sees  to  be  needed. 
Sometimes,  indeed,  His  teachings  are  mysterious. 
We  can  with  difficulty  spell  out  the  letters,  God  is 
love ! — we  can  see  no  "  bright  light  " — no  luminous 
Bow  in  "  our  Cloud."  It  is  all  mystery;  not  one 
break  is  there  in  the  sky  !  Nay  !  "  Hear  what  God 
the  Lord  doth  speak  "  — "  If  need  be."  He  does  iiol 
long  leave  His  people  alone,  if  He  sees  the  chariot- 
wheels  dragging  heavily.  He  will  take  His  own 
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means  to  sever  them  from  an  absorbing  love  of  the 
world — to  pursue  them  out  of  self  and  dislodge 
usurping  clay- idols  that  may  have  vaulted  on  the 
throne  which  He  alone  may  occupy.  Before  thy 
present  tiial  He  may  have  seen  thy  love  waxing  cold 
—thy  influence  for  good  lessening.  As  the  sun  puts 
out  the  fire,  the  sun  of  earthly  prosperity  may  have 
been  extinguishing  the  fires  of  thy  soul.  Thou  mayest 
have  been  shining  less  brightly  for  Christ,  effecting 
some  guilty  compromise  with  an  insinuating  and 
seductive  world.  He  has  appointed  the  very  disci 
pline  and  dealing  needful;— nothing  else — nothing 
less  could  have  done  ! 

Be  still,  and  know  that  He  is  God  !  That  "  need 
be,"  remember,  is  in  the  hands  of  Infinite  Love,  in 
finite  Wisdom,  infinite  Power.  Trust  Him  in  little 
things  as  well  as  in  f/rcat  things — in  trifles  as  well  as 
in  emergencies.  Seek  to  have  an  unquestioning  faith. 
Though  other  paths,  doubtless,  would  have  been  se 
lected  by  thee  had  the  choice  been  in  thy  hands,  be 
it  thine  to  listen  to  His  voice  at  every  turn  of  the 
road,  saying,  "  THIS  is  the  way,  walk  ye  in  zY." 

We  may  not  be  able  to  understand  it  now  — but 
one  day  we  shall  come  to  find  that  AFFLICTION  is  one 
of  God's  most  blessed  angels;— a  ministering  spirit, 
4 '  sent  forth  to  minister  to  them  who  are  heirs  of 
salvation."  There  would  be  no  Bow  in  the  material 
heaven  but  for  the  Cloud !  Lovelier,  indeed,  to  the 
eye  is  the  azure  blue — the  fleecy  summer  vapor— 
or  the  gold  and  vermilion  of  western  sunsets.  But 
what  would  become  of  the  earth  if  no  dark  clouds 
from  time  to  time  hung  over  it;  distilling  their 
treasures — reviving  and  refreshing  its  drooping  veg 
etable  tribes  ? 
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Is  it  otherwise  with  the  soul  ?  Nay.  The  cloud 
of  sorrow  is  needed.  Its  every  rain-drop  has  an  in 
ner  meaning  of  LOVE  !  If,  even  now,  afflicted  one, 
these  clouds  are  gathering,  and  the  tempest  sighing, 
lift  up  thine  eye  to  the  divine  scroll  gleaming  in  the 
darkened  heavens,  and  remember  that  He  who  has 
put  the  Bow  of  promise  there,  saw  also  a  "  need  be  " 
for  the  cloud  on  which  it  rests  ! 

There  is  therefore  reason  for  this  chastisement,  for 
"Whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  chasteneth."  Heb. 
xii.  6. 

What !  God  loveth  me  when  He  is  discharging 
His  quiver  upon  me  ! — emptying  me  from  vessel  to 
vessel ! — causing  the  sun  of  my  earthly  joys  to  set 
in  clouds  ?  Yes  !  0  afflicted,  tossed  with  tempest 
—He  chastens  thee  BECAUSE  He  loves  thee  !  This 
trial  comes  from  His  own  tender,  loving  hand— His 
own  tender,  unchanging  heart ! 

Art  thou  laid  on  a  sick  bed — are  sorrowful  months 
and  wearisome  nights  appointed  unto  thee  ?  Let 
this  l)e  the  pillow  on  which  thine  aching  head  re 
clines,  It  is  because  he  loves  me ! 

Is  it  bereavement  that  has  swept  thy  heart  and 
desolated  thy  dwelling  ?  He  appointed  that  cham 
ber  of  death — He  opened  that  tomb  because  he  loves 
thee!  As  it  is  the  suffering  child  of  the  family 
which  claims  a  mother's  deepest  affections  and  most 
tender  solicitude,  so  hast  thou  at  this  moment  em 
barked  on  thy  side  the  teiiderest  love  and  solicitude 
of  a  chastening  Heavenly  Father.  He  loved  thee 
into  this  sorrow,  and  He  will  love  thee  through  it. 
There  is  nothing  capricious  in  His  dealings.  LOVE 
is  the  reason  of  all  He  does.  There  is  no  drop  of 
wrath  in  that  cup  thou  art  called  upon  to  drink. 


INTRODUCTORY.  59 

"I  do  believe,"  says  Lady  Powerscourt,  "  He  has 
purchased  these  afflictions  for  us  as  well  as  every 
thing  else.  Blessed  be  His  name,  it  is  a  part  of  His 
covenant  to  visit  us  with  the  rod."  What  says  our 
adorable  Lord  himself?  The  words  were  spoken, 
not  when  He  was  on  earth,  a  sojourner  in  a  sorrow 
ing  world,  but  when  enthroned  amid  the  glories  of 
heaven,  "As  many  as  I  LOVE,  I  rebuke  and  chasten." 
Eev.  hi.  19. 

Believer  !  rejoice  in  the  thought  that  the  rod,  the 
chastening  rod,  is  in  the  hands  of  the  living,  loving 
Saviour  who  died  for  thee !  Tribulation  is  the 
King's  Highway,  and  yet  that  highway  is  paved 
with  love.  As  some  flowers  before  shedding  their 
fragrance  require  to  be  pressed,  so  does  thy  God  see 
meet  to  bruise  thee.  As  some  birds  are  said  to  sing 
their  sweetest  notes  when  the  thorn  pierces  their 
bosom,  so  does  He  appoint  affliction  to  lacerate,  that 
thou  mayest  be  driven  to  the  wing,  singing,  in  thy 
upward  soaring,  "My  heart  is  fixed,  ()  God,  my 
heart  is  fixed ! "  ' '  Those, ' '  says  the  heavenly  Leigh- 
ton,  "  He  means  to  make  the  most  resplendent,  He 
hath  oftenest  His  tools  upon."  "  Our  troubles," 
says  another,  "  seem  in  His  Word  to  be  ever  in  His 
mind.  Perhaps  half  the  commands  and  half  the 
promises  He  gives  us  there,  are  given  us  as  troubled 
men." 

Be  it  ours  to  say,  "Lord,  I  will  love  Thee,  not 
only  despite  of  Thy  rod,  but  because  of  Thy  rod." 
I  will  rush  into  the  very  arms  that  are  chastising 
me  !  When  Thy  voice  calls,  as  to  Abraham  of  old, 
to  prepare  for  bitter  trial,  be  it  mine  to  respond  with 
bounding  heart,  "  Here  am  I!  "—and  to  read  in  the 
Bow  which  spans  my  darkest  cloud,  "He  chastens 
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BECAUSE  He  loves!"  And  He  pities  because  He 
loves.  A  father  bending  over  the  sick  bed  of  his 
weak  or  dying  child,  a  mother  pressing,  in  tender 
solicitude,  an  infant  sufferer  to  her  bosom, — these 
are  the  earthly  pictures  of  God.  "  Like  as  a  father 
pitieth."  "As  one  whom  his  mother  comforteth,  so 
ivill  I  comfort  you ! " 

When  tempted  in  our  season  of  overwhelming 
sorrow  to  say,  "Never  has  there  been  so  dark  a 
cloud,  never  a  heart  so  stript  and  desolate  as  mine," 
let  this  thought  hush  every  murmur,  "It  is  your 
Father's  good  pleasure  !  "  The  love  and  pity  of  the 
tenderest  earthly  parent  is  but  a  dim  shadow  com 
pared  to  the  pitying  love  of  God.  If  your  heavenly 
Father's  smile  has  for  the  moment  been  exchanged 
for  the  chastening  rod;  be  assured  there  is  some  deep 
necessity  for  the  altered  discipline.  If  there  be  un 
utterable  yearnings  in  the  soul  of  the  earthly  parent 
as  the  lancet  is  applied  to  the  body  of  his  child — in 
finitely  more  is  it  so  with  your  covenant  God  as  He 
subjects  you  to  these  deep  woundings  of  heart ! 
Finite  wisdom  has  no  place  in  His  ordinations.  An 
earthly  father  may  err— is  ever  erring;  but,  "  as  for 
God  His  way  is  perfect."  This  is  the  explanation 
of  His  every  dealing — ' '  Your  heavenly  Father  know- 
eth  ye  have  need  of  all  these  things ! " 

Trust  Him  when  you  cannot  trace  Him.  Do  not 
try  to  penetrate  the  cloud  which  He  "  brings  over 
the  earth,"  and  to  look  through  it.  Keep  your  eye 
steadily  fixed  on  the  Bow.  The  mystery  is  God's, 
the  promise  is  yours.  Seek  that  the  end  of  all  His 
dispensations  may  be  to  make  you  more  confiding. 
Without  one  misgiving  commit  your  way  to  Him. 
He  says,  regarding  each  child  of  His  covenant  family, 
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what  He  said  of  Ephraim  of  old  (and  never  more  so 
than  in  a  season  of  suffering),  "  /  do  earnestly  re 
member  him  still."  Whilst  now  bending  your  head 
like  a  bulrush — your  heart  breaking  with  sorrow- 
remember  His  pitying  eye  is  upon  you.  Be  it  yours, 
even  through  blinding  tears,  to  say,  ''Even  so, 
FATHER  ! "  For  he  doth  not  afflict  willingly. 

In  our  seasons  of  trial,  when  under  some  inscruta 
ble  dispensation,  how  apt  is  the  murmuring  thought 
to  rise  in  our  hearts — "All  things  are  against  me." 

Might  not  this  overwhelming  blow  have  been 
spared  ?  Might  not  this  dark  cloud,  which  has  shad 
owed  my  heart  and  my  home  with  sadness,  have 
been  averted  ?  Might  not  the  accompaniments  of 
my  trial  have  been  less  severe — "Surely  the  Lord 
hath  forgotten  to  be  gracious  ?  " 

Nay,  these  afflictions  are  errands  of  mercy  in  dis 
guise  ! — "  He  afflicteth  not  willingly." 

There  is  nothing  capricious  or  arbitrary  about 
thy  God's  dealings.  Unutterable  tenderness  is  the 
character  of  all  His  allotments !  The  world  may 
wound  by  unkindness; — trusted  friends  may  become 
treacherous; — a  brother  may  speak  with  unneces 
sary  harshness  and  severity;  but  the  Lord  is  "  abun 
dant  in  goodness  and  in  truth."  He  appoints  no 
needless  pang.  When  he  appears,  like  Joseph,  to 
"speak  roughly,"  there  are  gentle  undertones  of 
love.  The  stern  accents  are  assumed,  because  He 
has  precious  lessons  that  could  not  otherwise  have 
been  taught ! 

Ah  !  be  assured  there  is  some  deep  necessity  in  all 
He  does.  In  our  calendars  of  sorrow  we  may  put 
this  luminous  mark  against  every  trying  hour,  "  It 
was  needed ! "  Some  redundant  branch  in  the  tree 
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required  pruning.  Some  wheat  required  to  be  cast 
overboard  to  lighten  the  ship  and  avert  further  dis 
aster.  Mourning  one  !— He  might  have  dealt  far 
otherwise  with  thee  !  He  might  have  cut  thee  down 
as  a  fruitless,  worthless  cumberer  !  He  might  have 
abandoned  thee  to  drift,  disowned  and  unpiloted  on 
the  rocks  of  destruction; — joined  to  thine  idols,  He 
might  have  left  thee  "  alone  "  to  settle  on  thy  lees, 
and  forfeit  thine  eternal  bliss  !  But  he  loved  thee 
better.  It  was  kindness,  infinite  kindness,  which 
blighted  thy  fairest  blossoms,  and  hedged  up  thy 
way  with  thorns. 

"Without  this  hedge  of  thorns,"  says  Eichard 
Baxter,  "on  the  right  hand  and  on  the  left,  we 
should  hardly  be  able  to  keep  the  way  to  heaven." 


CALAMITY  EESULTING  IN  VICTORY. — I  honestly  be 
lieve  that  many  a  sick  bed  has  delivered  the  suffer 
er  from  a  bed  in  perdition.  Pain  often  drives  to 
prayer.  The  door  that  shuts  a  man  out  from  the 
world  shuts  him  into  reflection,  and,  finally,  into  the 
ark  of  safety.  "  There  it  is,"  said  a  young  man,  as 
he  pointed  to  a  diseased  limb,  which  was  eating 
away  his  life;  "  and  a  precious  limb  it  has  been  to 
me.  It  took  me  away  from  a  career  of  folly.  It 
brought  me  to  myself,  and  to  this  room  of  trial, 
where  I  have  found  Christ.  I  think  it  has  brought 
me  a  great  way  on  the  road  to  heaven. "  It  was  the 
testimony  of  a  Christian  who  had  lost  his  eyesight, 
after  a  long  confinement  to  a  dark  room,  "  I  could 
never  see  Jesus  until  I  became  blind." 

THEODORE  L.  CUYLER,  D.D. 
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GOD'S   POWER  TO  COMFORT. 

REV.  T.  DE  WITT  TALMAQE,  D.D. 

T~~(T  I  TEX  a  man  has  trouble,  the  world  comes  in 
\f\l  «'in<l  says:  "  Now  get  your  mind  off  this;  go 
Ml  out  and  breathe  the  fresh  air;  plunge  deeper 
into  business.'1  What  poor  advice!  Get  your 
mind  off  of  it !  when  everything  is  upturned  with 
the  bereavement,  and  everything  reminds  you  of 
what  you  have  lost.  Get  your  mind  off  of  it !  They 
might  as  well  advise  you  to  stop  thinking.  And  you 
cannot  stop  thinking  in  that  direction.  Take  a  walk 
in  the  fresh  air !  Why,  along  that  very  street,  or 
that  very  road,  she  once  accompanied  you.  Out  of 
that  grass-plot  she  plucked  flowers  or  into  that  show- 
window  she  looked,  fascinated,  saying,  "  Come,  see 
the  pictures. "  Go  deeper  into  .business  !  Why,  she 
was  associated  with  all  your  business  ambition,  and 
since  she  has  gone  you  have  no  ambition  left. 

Oh,  this  is  a  clumsy  world  when  it  tries  to  com 
fort  a  broken  heart !  I  can  build  a  Corliss  engine,  I 
can  paint  a  Raphael's  "Madonna,"  I  can  play  a 
Beethoven's  "  Symphony"  as  easily  as  this  world 
can  comfort  a  broken  heart.  And  yet  you  have  been 
comforted.  How  was  it  done  ?  Did  Christ  come 
to  you  and  say,  "  Get  your  mind  off  this;  go  out  and 
breathe  the  fresh  air;  plunge  deeper  into  business  ? " 
No:  There  was  a  minute  when  He  came  to  you— 
perhaps  in  the  watches  of  the  night,  perhaps  in 
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your  place  of  business,  perhaps  along  the  street — and 
He  breathed  something  into  your  soul  that  gave 
peace,  rest,  infinite  quiet,  so  that  you  could  take  out 
the  photograph  of  the  departed  one,  and  look  into 
the  eyes  and  the  face  of  the  dear  one,  and  say:  ''It 
is  all  right;  she  is  better  off;  I  would  not  call  her 
back.  Lord,  I  thank  Thee  that  Thou  hast  comforted 
my  poor  heart." 

There  are  Christian  parents  here  who  are  willing 
to  testify  to  the  power  of  this  Gospel  to  comfort. 
Your  son  had  just  graduated  from  school  or  college 
and  was  going  into  business,  and  the  Lord  took  him. 
Or  your  daughter  had  just  graduated  from  the  young 
ladies'  seminary,  and  you  thought  she  was  going  to 
be  a  useful  woman,  and  of  long  life;  but  the  Lord 
took  her,  and  you  were  tempted  to  say,  All  this  cul 
ture  of  twenty  years  for  nothing  !  "  Or  the  little 
child  came  home  from  school  with  the  hot  fever  that 
stopped  not  for  the  agonized  prayer  or  for  the  skill 
ful  physician,  and  the  little  child  was  taken.  Or  the 
babe  was  lifted  out  of  your  arms  by  some  quick  epi 
demic,  and  you  stood  wondering  why  God  ever  gave 
you  that  child  at  all,  if  so  soon  He  was  to  take  it 
away.  And  yet  you  are  not  repining,  you  are  not 
fretful,  you  are  not  fighting  against  God. 

What  enabled  you  to  stand  all  the  trial?  "  Oh," 
you  say,  ' '  I  took  the  medicine  that  God  gave  my 
sick  soul.  In  my  distress  I  threw  myself  at  the  feet 
of  a  sympathizing  God;  and  when  I  was  too  weak 
to  pray,  or  to  look  up,  He  breathed  into  me  a  peace 
that  I  think  must  be  the  foretaste  of  that  heaven 
where  there  is  neither  a  tear  nor  a  farewell  nor  a 
grave."  Come,  all  ye  who  have  been  out  to  the 
grave  to  weep  there — come,  all  ye  comforted  souls, 
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get  up  off  your  knees.  Is  there  no  power  in  this 
Gospel  to  soothe  the  heart  ?  Is  there  no  power  in 
this  religion  to  quiet  the  worst  paroxysm  of  grief  • 
There  comes  up  an  answer  from  comforted  widow 
hood,  and  orphanage,  and  childlessness,  saying, 
uAy,  ay,  we  are  witnesses  ! 


CONSOLATION   SOUGHT   AND  FOUND. 

JOHN  BOWRING. 

rr^rT|HEN  the  clouds  of  desolation 
:'•  \/\l      Gather  o'er  my  naked  head, 
rijtt     And  my  spirit's  agitation 
Knows  not  where  to  turn  or  tread; 
When  life's  gathering  storms  compel  me 
To  submit  to  wants  and  woes. 
Who  shall  teach  me,  who  shall  tell  me 
Where  my  heart  may  find  repose  ? 

To  the  stars  I  fain  would  reach  me; 
There  the  God  of  light  must  dwell; 
Sacred  teachers  !  will  ye  teach  me  ? 
Blest  instructors  !  will  ye  tell  ? 
How  my  voice  may  reach  that  portal 
Where  the  seraphs  crowd  in  throngs; 
How  the  lispings  of  a  mortal 
May  be  heard  'midst  angel  songs  ! 

God  and  Father  !    Thou  didst  give  me 
Sorrow  for  my  portion  here; 
But  thy  mercy  will  not  leave  me 
Helpless,  struggling  with  despair; 
For  to  Thee,  when  sad  and  lonely, 
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Unto  Thee,  alone,  I  turn; 
And  to  thee,  my  Father  !  only 
Look  for  comfort  when  I  mourn. 

Nor  in  vain— for  light  is  breaking 
'Midst  the  sorrows,  'midst  the  storms; 
And  methinks  I  see  awaking 
Heavenly  hopes  and  angel  forms; 
And  my  spirit  waxes  stronger, 
And  my  trembling  heart  is  still; 
And  my  bosom  doubts  110  longer 
Thine  inexplicable  will. 


iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiimiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuu 


PRAYER  FOR  SANCTIFICATION  OF  SORROW. 

ARCHBISHOP  FENELON. 

T  is  but  a  poor  consolation  to  tell  you  that  I  have 
a  deep  sense  of  your  calamity.  It  is,  neverthe 
less,  all  that  human  weakness  can  do,  and  to 
do  any  thing  more  we  must  have  recourse  to 
God.  It  is  to  Him,  then,  that  I  address  myself; 
to  that  comforter  of  the  afflicted  and  protector  of 
the  weak.  I  beg  of  Him  not  to  deliver  you  from 
your  trouble,  but  that  He  may  make  it  profitable  to 
you,  that  He  would  give  you  strength  to  bear  it. 
The  sovereign  remedy  against  the  great  evils  of  our 
nature,  is  sharp  affliction;  it  is  in  the  midst  of  sor 
rows  that  we  accomplish  the  great  mystery  of  Chris 
tianity,  that  is  to  say,  the  inward  crucifixion  of  the 
old  man.  It  is  here  the  virtue  of  grace  unfolds 
itself,  and  operates  most  intimately,  which  is  to 
teach  us  not  to  have  a  dependence  on  ourselves. 
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We  must  come  out  of  ourselves  to  be  able  to  resign 
ourselves  to  God.  Thus,  our  heart  wounded  in  the 
most  tender  part,  troubled  in  its  sweetest,  most  just, 
and  innocent  attachments,  perceives  it  can  no  longer 
keep  possession  of  itself,  and  is  drawn  from  itself, 
that  it  may  advance  towards  God.  This  is  the  great 
remedy  against  the  evils  sin  has  oppressed  us  with; 
the  remedy  is  severe,  but  the  evil  also  is  very  deep. 
God  often  inflicts  upon  two  friends  endeared  to  each 
other  a  stroke  which  proves  an  unspeakable  good  to 
each:  He  takes  one  to  heaven,  and  renders  this  af 
flictive  stroke  salutary  to  the  other,  who  remains 
on  earth.  This  is  what  God  has  done  for  you.  May 
He,  by  His  Holy  Spirit,  awaken  your  faith,  so  that 
you  may  be  penetrated  with  these  truths  ! 


WHEN  we  are  under  any  affliction  we  are  gener 
ally  troubled  with  a  malicious  kind  of  melancholy; 
we  only  dwell  and  pore  upon  the  sad  and  dark  oc 
currences  of  Providence;  but  never  take  notice  of 
the  more  benign  and  bright  ones. 

BISHOP  HOPKINS. 


AFFLICTIONS  show  us  the  darkness  of  the  world 
and  the  brightness  of  heaven,  and  they  stimulate  to 
perse verance  to  death,  in  order  to  receive  the  radiant 
crown  of  everlasting  life;  they  are  designed  to 
brighten  the  graces  of  God's  people — to  strengthen 
their  faith  and  patience. 

REV.  W.  NICHOLSON. 
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BENEFITS  OF  AFFLICTIONS. 

RICHARD  BAXTER. 
FFLICTIONS  are  God's  most  effectual  means 


/ra'y 

t/t)l  to  keeP  us  ^rom  l°smg  our  way  to  our 
heavenly  rest,  Without  this  hedge  of  thorns 
on  the  right  hand  and  on  the  left,  we  should 
scarcely  keep  in  the  way  to  heaven.  If  there 
be  but  one  gap  open,  how  ready  are  we  to  find 
it,  and  turn  out  at  it  !  When  we  grow  wanton,  or 
worldly,  or  proud,  how  doth  sickness,  or  other  afflic 
tion,  reduce  us  !  Every  Christian,  as  well  as  Luther, 
may  call  affliction  one  of  his  best  schoolmasters,  and 
with  David  may  say,  "  Before  I  was  afflicted,  I  went 
astray;  but  now  have  I  kept  thy  word."  Many 
thousand  recovered  sinners  may  cry,  "0  healthful 
sickness  !  0  comfortable  sorrows  !  0  gainful  losses  ! 
0  enriching  poverty  !  0  blessed  day  that  ever  I  was 
afflicted!"  Not  only  the  green  pastures  and  still 
waters,  but  the  rod  and  staff,  they  comfort  us. 
Though  the  Word  and  Spirit  do  the  main  work,  yet 
suffering  so  unbolts  the  door  of  the  heart  that  the 
W^ord  hath  easier  entrance. 


SANCTIFIED  afflictions  are  an  evidence  of  our  adop 
tion;  we  do  not  prune  dead  trees  to  make  them 
fruitful,  nor  those  which  are  planted  in  a  desert; 
but  such  only  as  belong  to  the  garden,  and  possess  life. 

REV.  J.  ARROWSMITH. 
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CALLING   HIS  CHILDREN   HOME. 

REV.  T.  L.  CUYLKR,  D.D. 

OP  often  calls  these  children  home.  This  is 
the  hitter  cup  lie  gives  us  to  drink.  He  knows 
our  soul's  disease.  He  is  the  wisest  and  hest 
of  physicians,  never  selects  the  "  wrong  bottle, "  and 
never  gives  one  drop  too  much  of  the  correct  medi 
cine.  He  does  all  things  well.  His  children  must 
trust  their  Father.  He  chastens  for  our  profit  that 
we  may  be  partakers  of  his  holiness. 

God  sees  that  some  one  in  the  family  has  need  of 
his  spiritual  skill — from  indulged  sin,  from  weaken 
ing  of  the  graces,  and  he  gives  a  cup  of  bitter  disap 
pointment—the  gourd  that  was  so  grateful  and  re 
freshing  withers.  Patient  submission,  humble  ac 
quiescence,  and  unfaltering  trust  and  hope  are  the 
lessons  God  would  teach  and  what  the  soul's  disease 
requires.  If  the  cup  had  not  been  drunk  the  bless 
ings  would  have  been  lost:  if  the  child  had  not  died, 
the  idol  would  have  been  enthroned. 

God's  cups  may  be  bitter,  and  you  may  be  long  in 
draining  them;  at  the  bottom  lies  a  precious  blessing. 
Rich  graces  lie  there.  For  this  reason  the  "trial" 
of  faith  is  precious.  So  Abraham  and  Job  and  all 
God's  children  have  found  it. 

Be  not  surprised  when  God  mixes  such  a  bitter 
cup  for  you  as  the  death  of  a  child.  You  need  that 
medicine.  The  best  tonic  medicines  are  bitter. 
They  have  a  merciful  purpose.  It  is  your  Father's 
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cup.  Drink  it,  unhesitatingly,  uncomplainingly, 
and  with  the  spirit  of  that  Beloved  Son,  who  said, 
"  Not  my  will  but  thine  be  done." 


WE  ARE  GOING   ONE   BY  ONE. 

MRS.  M.  E.  CARMICHAEL. 

by  one  we  all  are  going, 
Where  the  stream  of  death  is  flowing; 
One  by  one  we  ford  that  river, 
That  once  crossed  is  crossed  forever. 

One  by  one  our  friends  are  falling, 
As  the  voice  of  God  is  calling; 
One  by  one  is  illness  wasting 
Those  who  to  the  grave  are  hasting. 

One  by  one  earth's  joys  are  waning, 
And  decay  o'er  all  is  reigning; 
One  by  one  is  death  still  slaying 
In  each  land  with  no  delaying. 

One  by  one  the  hours  are  flying, 
Filled  with  anguish  and  with  sighing; 
One  by  one  they  leave  us  weeping, 
While  God's  Spirit  watch  is  keeping. 

One  by  one  we  feel  deep  sorrow, 
And  for  grief  there's  no  to-morrow; 
One  by  one  afflictions  chasten, 
As  through  life's  dark  shades  we  hasten. 

One  by  one  are  angels  bringing 
Christians  to  the  land  of  singing; 
One  by  one  their  burdens  fall, 
And  Christ  their  Lord  is  all  in  all. 
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THE  MINISTRY   OF   TROUBLE. 

REV.  T.  DK  WITT  TALMAOE,  D.D. 

T  is  easy  enough  to  explain  a  smile,  or  a  success, 
or  a  congratulation;  but,  come  now,  and  bring 
~  all  your  dictionaries  and  all  your  pbilosopbies 
and  all  your  religions,  and  help  me  to  explain  a 
tear.  A  chemist  will  tell  you  that  it  is  made  up  of 
salt  and  lime,  and  other  component  parts,  but  he 
misses  the  chief  ingredients— the  acid  of  a  soured 
life,  the  viperan  sting  of  a  bitter  memory,  the  frag 
ments  of  a  broken  heart.  I  will  tell  you  what  a  tear 
is;  it  is  agony  in  solution. 

If  it  were  not  for  trouble,  this  world  would  be  a 
good  enough  heaven  for  me.  You  and  I  would  be 
willing  to  take  a  lease  of  this  life  for  a  hundred  mil 
lion  years,  if  there  were  no  trouble. 

The  earth  cushioned  and  upholstered  and  pillared 
and  chandeliered  with  such  expense,  no  story  of 
other  worlds  could  enchant  us.  We  would  say: 
"  Let  well  enough  alone.  If  you  want  to  die  and 
have  your  body  disintegrated  in  the  dust,  and  your 
soul  go  out  on  a  celestial  adventure,  then  you  can 
go;  but  this  world  is  good  enough  for  me."  You 
might  as  well  go  to  a  man  who  has  just  entered  the 
Louvre  at  Paris,  and  tell  him  to  hasten  off  to  tho 
picture  galleries  of  Venice  or  Florence.  "Why," 
he  would  say,  "  what  is  the  use  of  my  going  there  ? 
There  are  Rembrandts  and  Rubens  and  Raphaels 
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here  that  I  haven't  looked  at  yet."  No  man  wants 
to  go  out  of  this  world,  or  out  of  any  house  until  he 
has  a  better  house. 

After  a  man  has  had  a  good  deal  of  trouble,  he 
says,  "  Well,  I  am  ready  to  go.  If  there  is  a  house 
somewhere  whose  roof  doesn't  leak,  I  would  like  to 
live  there.  If  there  is  an  atmosphere  somewhere 
that  does  not  distress  the  lungs,  I  would  like  to 
breathe  it.  If  there  is  a  society  somewhere  where 
there  is  no  tittle-tattle,  I  would  like  to  live  there.  If 
there  is  a  home -circle  somewhere  where  I  can  find 
my  lost  friends,  I  would  like  to  go  there."  He  used 
to  read  the  first  part  of  the  Bible  chiefly,  now  he 
reads  the  last  part  of  the  Bible  chiefly.  Why  has  he 
changed  Genesis  for  Revelation?  Ah!  he  used  to  be 
anxious  chiefly  to  know  how  this  world  was  made, 
and  all  about  its  geological  construction.  Now  he 
is  chiefly  anxious  to  know  how  the  next  world  was 
made,  and  how  it  looks,  and  who  live  there,  and 
how  they  dress.  He  reads  Revelation  ten  times 
now  where  he  reads  Genesis  once.  The  old  story, 
"  In  the  beginning  God  created  the  heavens  and  the 
earth,"  does  not  thrill  him  half  as  much  as  the  other 
story,  ' '  I  saw  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth. "  The 
old  man's  hand  trembles  as  he  turns  over  this 
apocalyptic  leaf,  and  he  has  to  take  out  his  hand 
kerchief  to  wipe  his  spectacles.  That  book  of  Rev 
elation  is  a  prospectus  now  of  the  country  into  which 
he  is  to  soon  immigrate;  the  country  in  which  he 
has  lots  already  laid  out,  and  avenues  opened,  and 
trees  planted,  and  mansions  built.  The  thought  of 
that  blessed  place  comes  over  me  mightily,  and  I 
declare  that  if  this  house  were  a  great  ship,  and  you 
all  were  passengers  on  board  it,  and  one  hand  could 
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launch  that  ship  into  the  glories  of  heaven,  I  should 
be  tempted  to  take  the  responsibility,  and  launch 
you  all  into  glory  with  one  stroke,  holding  on  to  the 
side  of  the  boat  until  I  could  get  in  myself  !  And 
yet  there  are  people  to  whom  this  world  is  brighter 
than  heaven.  Well,  dear  souls,  I  do  not  blame  you. 
It  is  natural.  But,  after  a  while,  you  will  be  ready 
to  go.  It  was  not  until  Job  had  been  worn  out  with 
bereavements  and  carbuncles  and  a  pest  of  a  wife 
that  he  wanted  to  see  God,  It  was  not  until  the 
prodigal  got  tired  of  living  among  the  hogs  that  he 
wanted  to  go  to  his  father's  house.  It  is  the  min 
istry  of  trouble  to  make  this  world  worth  less,  and 
heaven  worth  more. 


USE  OF  AFFLICTIONS. — "Extraordinary  afflictions 
are  not  always  the  punishment  of  extraordinary 
sins,  but  sometimes  the  trial  of  extraordinary 
graces."  Job's  friends,  such  as  they  were,  insisted 
that  his  extraordinary  afflictions  were  a  just  punish 
ment  of  sins.  But  God  vindicated  Job  against  this 
charge,  and  demonstrated  to  all  the  world,  that  the 
4 'trial  of  our  faith  worketh  patience,"  and  all  the 
other  Christian  graces.  Some  one  has  said,  "  Afflic 
tions  are  God's  polishing  brushes,"  which  brighten 
us  for  this  world  and  the  world  to  come. 

Let  us  ever  remember,  that  when  the  founder  has 
cast  his  bell,  he  does  not  at  once  place  it  in  the 
steeple,  but,  before  doing  so,  he  tries  it  with  his 
hammer,  beating  it  on  every  side,  to  see  if  there  is 
any  flaw  in  it.  Afflictions  drive  us  more  closely 

under  the  wing  of  our  Divine  protector, 

R.  MACDUFF,  D.D. 
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"JESUS   WEPT." 

REV.  JOHN  EADIE,  D.D. 


fjAEVELLOUS  spectacle  !    Jesus  wept,  as  the 


™,u  mourners  about  him  wept !  The  sight  of 
such  sorrow  overpowered  Him,  and  He 
could  not  refrain.  That  was  a  true  manhood, 
which  felt  this  touch  of  nature,  and  burst  into 
tears.  There  was  no  Stoicism  in  His  constitution. 
There  was  no  attempt  to  train  down  His  sympa 
thies,  and  educate  Himself  to  a  hard  and  inhuman 
indifference.  Neither  was  He  ashamed  of  His  pos 
session  of  our  ordinary  sensibilities.  He  felt  it  no 
weakness  to  weep  in  public  with  them  that  wept. 
So  sinful  did  sin  appear  in  its  penalty  of  death — so 
saddening  was  the  desolation  which  death  had 
brought  into  that  happy  home— so  humbling  was 
the  picture  of  Lazarus,  alive  and  active  but  a  few 
days  before,  but  now  laid  in  the  narrow  vault,  and 
carefully  concealed  from  view,  that  the  Saviour 
bowed  to  the  stroke,  and,  under  the  impulse  of 
genuine  sympathy,  "Jesus  wept."  Perhaps  the 
prospect  of  His  own  death  and  entombment  rose  up 
suddenly  before  Him, — the  thought  that  He  should 
soon  be  as  Lazarus  now  was,  a  cold  and  inanimate 
corpse,  with  weeping  mourners  making  a  similar 
procession  to  His  tomb.  And  though  He  had  but 
to  take  a  few  steps  more,  and  the  greatest  of  His 
miracles  should  be  achieved,  and  he  that  was  dead 
should  be  raised— so  powerful  and  tender  were  His 
mingled  sensations  that  "  Jesus  wept." 

Shall  we  use  the  common  term,  and  say  that  He 
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was  "unmanned?"  No.  Such  an  epithet  origi 
nates  in  a  grievous  misinterpretation  of  our  nature. 
Is  man  to  be  denied  the  relief  of  tears,  and  woman 
only  to  be  so  privileged  ?  Is  it  beneath  his  mascu 
line  robustness  to  show  a  moistened  eye  ?  Is  he  to 
be  a  traitor  to  deepest  and  purest  emotion,  and  to 
attempt  to  cauterize  the  fountain  of  tears  ?  No. 
Christ,  the  model  of  manhood,  the  mirror  of  all 
that  was  noble  and  dignified,  did  not  deny  Himself 
the  relief;  and  shall  men  be  looked  upon  as  effemi 
nate,  as  falling  from  the  dignity  of  their  sex,  if, 
with  emotions  like  Christ's,  they  shed  tears  like 
Him  ?  No.  Perish  that  dignity  which  would  aspire 
to  a  transcendental  apathy  that  man  was  not  made 
for,  and  which  Jesus  despised  !  The  tear  is  as 
genuine  as  the  smile.  He  who  would  do  such  vio 
lence  to  his  nature  insults  its  Creator,  and  would 
foolishly  set  himself  above  the  example  of  the  Re 
deemer.  Instead  of  raising  himself  above  humanity, 
he  sinks  beneath  its  level.  The  bro\v  that  never 
wore  a  smile  is  not  more  unnatural  than  the  eye 
that  never  glistened  with  a  tear. 

Therefore  do  we  vindicate  for  the  afflicted  mourner 
the  privilege  of  tears.  You  are  not  giving  way  to 
sin  when  you  are  giving  way  to  tears.  Man  is  not 
disgracing  his  manhood,  nor  woman  showing  her 
self  to  be  but  a  woman,  when  they  weep  under  be 
reavement.  Try  not  to  be  above  the  Saviour.  It  is 
not  sin  to  mourn,  but  the  sin  is  to  murmur,— to  fall 
into  querulous  repining  as  if  God  had  wronged  you, 
and  it  needed  an  effort  on  your  part  to  forgive  Him. 
We  are  sure  that  Jesus  harbored  no  grudge  of  this 
nature  against  His  Father  in  heaven;  and  yet  He 
wept.  To  forbid  tears  is  to  impose  a  cruel  penance, 
3 


76  THE   BOW   IN   THE   CLOUD. 

—is  to  deny  a  luxury  to  the  mourner  in  which  his 
Lord  indulged.  0  thou  of  the  bruised  heart !  when 
thou  goest  to  the  sepulchre  where  the  beloved  dust 
is  garnered,  weep,  but  not  in .  dejection, — weep,  but 
repine  not;  disturb  not  the  unbidden  tear,  as  thou 
art  in  the  place  of  burials.  The  dust  thou  sorrowest 
over  cannot  indeed  respond;  but  the  time  is  coming 
when  thy  tears  shall  be  wiped  away  by  the  very 
hand  that  inflicted  the  stroke.  .  .  . 

Whichever  form  of  bereavement  oppresses  you, 
oh,  be  comforted  by  the  thought  that  "  Jesus  wept;  " 
that  He  who  so  wept  is  still  unchanged  in  nature; 
that  the  heart  which  was  so  troubled  is  as  suscepti 
ble  now  as  then,  and  beats  in  unison  and  sympathy 
with  you  under  such  trials  and  sorrows.  What  a 
comforter  is  the  Elder  Brother,  who  knows  what  it 
is  to  be  bereaved,  and  will,  out  of  such  experience, 
soothe  and  solace  His  people !  Nay,  more:  for 
eighteen  years  the  Man  Jesus  has  been  employed  in 
binding  up  the  bleeding  in  heart  and  healing  all 
their  wounds.  Every  variety  of  grief  He  has  dealt 
with,  and  with  every  element  and  form  of  it  He  is 
perfectly  familiar.  If  there  be  power  in  human 
sympathy  to  lighten  the  load  of  woe,  0  how  much 
more  in  the  sympathy  of  Him  who  ' '  bore  our  griefs 
and  carried  our  sorrows  "  —whose  words  of  comfort 
reach  the  heart— who  gives  Himself  to  be  loved  in 
room  of  the  object  taken  away — and  gathers  the  de 
parted  into  a  blessed  company  before  the  throne, 
with  the  prospect  of  a  happy  and  unclouded  re 
union  !  Let  the  mourner  never  forget  the  image  of 
the  weeping  Saviour.  0  how  it  will  re-assure  him, 
and  fill  him  with  unspeakable  consolation  !  Thou 
weepest — but  "  JESUS  WEPT  !  " 
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THE  SEXTON  AND   HIS  LITTLE  GRAVES. 

DAVID  RAF,,  EDINBURGH. 

N  the  churchyard,  and  in  matters  connected  with 
it,  John  Brown  seemed  quite  a  different  man 
from  what  he  was  anywhere  else.  Genial,  free, 
and  hearty  in  his  own  house  and  the  village, 
he  was  grave  and  taciturn  in  the  discharge  of 
his  funereal  duties,  and  watched  over  the  place  of 
tomhs  with  a  jealous  care.  This  part  of  his  charac 
ter  no  one  could  read  but  the  parish  minister;  he 
alone  had  the  key  to  it.  The  secret,  however,  was 
this.  The  deepest  affections  of  his  soul  centred  on 
"the  enclosed  two  acres,  which  he  had  tended  for 
twenty  years.  He  regarded  it  with  a  pride  and  even 
a  love  as  great  as,  and  very  similar  to,  that  with 
which  an  enthusiastic  gardener  looks  upon  his 
domain,  and  cherishes  its  floral  treasures.  Every 
new-made  grave  was  to  John  like  a  flower  which 
he  had  planted,  and  it  was  added  in  his  memory  to 
the  many  hundreds  which  covered  the  surface  of  the 
enclosure;  to  he  thought  of  and  cherished  according 
to  the  degree  of  respect  and  reverence  which  the 
sexton  had  for  its  inmate.  As  a  gardener  has  his 
favorite  flowers,  so  John  had  his  favorite  graves, 
and  spent  additional  time  on  their  adornment. 
Hence  one  grave  might  he  seen  with  a  smooth  vel 
vet  turf,  and  a  flower  or  two  blooming  upon  it,  while 
those  surrounding  it  were  covered  with  rank  masses 
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of  grass;  thus,  by  looking  at  any  one  grave,  it  could 
be  known  what  was  the  state  of  John's  feelings 
toward  the  mouldering  dust  beneath.  His  profes 
sional  love  was  particularly  lavished  on  the  little 
one's.  For  the  children's  graves  he  had  a  peculiar 
affection  and  reverence.  Not  one  of  them  was  suf 
fered  to  go  to  waste;  and  long  after  the  little  mound 
had  disappeared,  the  small  %level  spot  was  easily 
found  by  patches  of  white  clover,—  for  John  invari 
ably  sowed  this  on  the  little  graves,  and  on  none 
other.  Mr.  Gray  had  not  been  long  minister  of  the 
parish  till  he  noticed  the  odd  practice  of  his  grave- 
digger;  and  one  day  when  he  came  upon  John 
smoothing  and  trimming  the  lowly  bed  of  a  child 
which  had  been  buried  a  few  days  before,  he  asked 
him  why  he  was  so  particular  in  dressing  and  keep 
ing  the  graves  of  the  children.  John  paused  for  a 
moment  at  his  work,  and  looking  up,  not  at  the 
minister,  but  at  the  sky,  said,  "  Of  such  is  the  king 
dom  of  heaven." 

"And  on  this  account  you  tend  and  adorn  them 
with  so  much  care,"  remarked  the  minister,  who 
was  greatly  struck  with  the  reply. 

"Surely,  sir,"  answered  John;  "I  canna  make 
ower  braw  and  fine  the  bed-coverin'  o'  a  little  inno 
cent  sleeper  that  is  waitin'  there  till  it  is  God's  time 
to  wauken  it  and  cover  it  with  the  white  robe,  and 
waft  it  away  to  glory.  When  sic  grandeur  is 
awaitin'  it  yonder,  it's  fit  it  should  be  decked  oot 
here.  I  think  the  Saviour  that  counts  its  dust  sae 
precious  will  like  to  see  the  white  clover  sheet  spread 
abuntft;  dae  ye  no  think  sae  tae,  sir  ?  " 

"  But  why  not  thus  cover  larger  graves  ?  "  asked 
the  minister,  hardly  able  to  suppress  his  emotion. 
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"The  dust  of  all  His  saints  is  precious  in.  the  Sa 
viour's  sight." 

"Very  true,  sir,"  responded  John,  with  great  so 
lemnity,  "  but  I  canna  he  sure  wha  are  His  saints  and 
wha  are  no.  I  hope  there  are  mony  o'  them  lyin' 
in  this  kirkyard;  hut  it  wad  be  great  presumption 
in  me  to  mark  them  oot.  There  are  some  that  I'm 
gey  sure  aboot,  and  I  keep  their  graves  as  nate  and 
snod  as  I  can,  and  plant  a  bit  floure  here  and  there 
as  a  sign  o'  my  hope;  but  I  daurna  gie  them  the 
white  sheet.  It's  clean  different,  tho, '  wi'  the  bairns. 
We  hae  His  ain  word  for  their  up-going,  and  sae  I 
canna  mak'  an  error  there.  Some  folks,  I  believe, 
are  bauld  enough  to  say  that  it's  only  the  infants  of 
the  guid  that  will  be  saved." 

"And  do  you  adhere  to  that  doctrine  ?  "  inquired 
Mr.  Gray. 

John  answered  by  pointing  to  a  little  patch  a  few 
paces  off,  which  was  thickly  covered  with  clover. 

"That  ane,"  he  said,  "is  the  bairn  o'  Tain  Lut- 
ton,  the  collier.  Ye  ken  Tain,  sir  ? " 

Mr.  Gray  did,  indeed,  know  Tarn,  for  he  was  the 
most  notorious  swearer,  liar,  and  drunkard  in  the 
parish;  and  John  did  not  require  to  say  any  more  to 
show  that  he  disbelieved  the  doctrine  of  the  con 
demnation  of  infants. 

"It's  no  only  cruel  and  blasphemous,"  he  con 
tinued,  in  a  dry,  sarcastic  way,  "but  it's  quite  ab 
surd.  Jist  tak'  that  bairn  o'  Tarn's  as  an  example. 
According  to  their  belief  it's  lost;  because  we  may, 
without  ony  breach  o'  charity,  say  that  Tarn  is  at 
present  a  reprobate.  But  he  is  still  in  the  place  of 
hope,  sir;  and  it  is  quite  possible  that  he  may  be 
converted.  What  comes  o'  the  bairn  then?  Na, 
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na,"  he  added,  looking  reverently  upward,  "  God  is 
merciful,  and  Jesus  died;  and  it  was  He  that  said, 
'  Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. ' ' 

Mr.  Gray  was  much  struck  by  the  deep  feeling 
and  fervent  piety  manifested  by  the  grave-digger, 
and  thought  he  would  extract  more  of  his  ideas  re 
garding  the  subject  on  which  they  had  been  speak 
ing.  For  this  purpose  he  pointed  to  the  little  grave 
which  John  was  trimming  so  neatly,  and,  knowing 
it  to  be  that  of  a  still-born  child,  he  observed, 

"  Is  it  not  mysterious,  John,  that  the  little  human 
form  lying  there  should  not  have  been  permitted  to 
cross  the  porch  of  existence  ?  I  saw  it  as  it  lay  so 
still  and  beautiful  in  its  snowy  robe,  and  as  I  noticed 
its  perfect  form,  with  every  organ  and  every  limb 
complete,  I  was  almost  tempted  to  ask  why  God  had 
made  such  a  beautiful  temple  in  vain." 

"  'In  vain  ! '  say  ye,"  returned  John.  "Na,  no 
in  vain.  God  mak's  naething  in  vain,  far  less  a 
form  like  that  in  His  am  image.  Omnipotent  as  He 
is,  and  infinite  in  His  perfections,  He  caiina  afford 
tae  fashun  sic  a  glorious  object  only  that  worms 
might  prey  on  it.  The  little  marble  image  lying 
below  this  sod  is  as  great  a  thing  as  ever  God  made 
on  this  earth.  Adam,  when  he  rose  up  frae  the  green 
sward  o'  Eden,  wasna  mair  physically  perfect.  He 
was  bigger,  nae  doot,  but  nae  better  formed;  and 
was  the  ane  made  in  vain  any  mair  than  the  ither  ? 
Na,  na,  iia !  The  bairnie,  puir  lammie,  '11  ken 
naething  o'  the  joys  and  sorrows,  the  sunshine  and 
shadow  o'  this  life;  but  he'll  be  a  pure,  unsullied 
sharer  o'  the  life  that  is  ayont  this,  and  higher  than 
this;  for  I  aye  cast  anchor  on  the  blessed  words 
spoken  by  the  Eedeemer  o'  men  and  infants,  '  Of 
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such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven; '  and  when  I  think 
o'  a  still  bom  wean,  I  think  o'  a  human  being,  made, 
no'  for  time  but  for  immortality." 

The  minister  took  John's  hand,  and  silently  pressed 
it.  He  had  got  the  key  to  his  deeper  nature,  and 
was  thrilled  by  its  unexpected  richness. 


OUR  COMING   LIFE. 

JOHN  G.  WHITTIKII. 

T  K  shape  ourselves  the  joy  or  fear 

Of  which  the  coming  life  is  made, 
—  -—.  And  fill  our  future's  atmosphere 
With  sunshine  or  with  shade. 

The  tissue  of  the  life  to  be 

We  weave  with  colors  all  our  own, 

And  in  the  field  of  destiny 
We  reap  as  we  have  sown. 

Still  shall  the  soul  around  it  call 
The  shadows  which  it  gathered  here, 

And,  painted  on  the  eternal  wall, 
The  past  shall  reappear. 

Think  ye  the  notes  of  holy  song 
On  Milton's  tuneful  ear  have  died  ? 

Think  ye  that  Raphael's  angel  throng 
Has  vanished  from  his  side  ? 

Oh,  no!  we  live  our  life  again; 

Or  warmly  touched,  or  coldly  dim, 

The  pictures  of  the  past  remain- 
Man's  works  shall  follow  him. 

e 
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WOULD  YOU  CALL  THEM  BACK  TO  EARTH 
AGAIN? 

REV.  G.  WHYTE. 

[OULD  yon  be  so  selfish,  and  so  cruel  ?  Could 
you  wish  them  back — back  from  the  presence 
of  the  Lamb, — back,  from  the  sweets  of  glory 
to  the  bitterness  of  time, — back  from  those  rivers  of 
pure  pleasure  which  flow  full  and  large  at  God's 
right  hand,  to  the  streams  of  mingled  enjoyment  in 
this  vale  of  sorrow  ?  After  they  have  reached  the 
haven  of  rest,  would  you  recall  them  to  struggle 
again  with  the  storm  ?  Is  there  anything  in  the 
state  or  employments  of  those  who  surround  the 
throne  which  yon  are  called  upon  to  contemplate 
with  sadness,  or  to  deplore  in  the  language  of  de 
spair  ?  Is  it  any  subject  of  regret  to  them  that  their 
sun  went  down  while  it  was  yet  day  ? 


BESURRECTION  THOUGHT.— u  Whether  buried  in 
the  earth,  or  floating  in  the  sea,  or  consumed  by  the 
flames,  or  enriching  the  battle-field,  or  evaporated  in 
the  atmosphere,— all,  from  Adam  to  the  latest-born, 
shall  wend  their  way  to  the  great  arena  of  the  judg 
ment.  Every  perished  bone  and  every  secret  parti 
cle  of  dust  shall  obey  the  summons  and  come  forth. 
If  one  could  then  look  upon  the  earth,  he  would  see 
it  as  one  mighty  excavated  globe,  and  wonder  how 
such  countless  generations  could  have  found  a  dwell 
ing  beneath  its  surface." 

REV.  GARDINER  SPRING,  D.D. 
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WHAT   MAKES   HEAVEN   FOU  US? 

D.  L.  MOODY. 

riT  won't  be  the  pearly  gates;  it  won't  ho  the  jas 
per  walls,  and  the  streets  paved  with  transpa 
^?  rent  gold,  that  shall  make  it  heaven  for  us. 
These  would  not  satisfy  us.  If  these  were  all,  we 
would  not  want  to  stay  there  forever.  I  heard  the 
other  day  of  a  child  whose  mother  was  very  sick; 
and  while  she  lay  very  low,  one  of  the  neighbors 
took  the  child  away  to  stay  with  her  until  the 
mother  should  be  well  again.  But  instead  of  get 
ting  better,  the  mother  died;  and  they  thought  they 
would  not  take  the  child  home  until  the  funeral  was 
all  over;  and  would  never  tell  her  about  her  mother 
being  dead.  So  a  while  afterward  they  brought  the 
little  girl  home.  First  she  went  into  the  sitting- 
room  to  find  her  mother;  then  she  went  into  the 
parlor,  to  find  her  mother  there;  and  she  went  from 
one  end  of  the  house  to  the  other,  and  could  not  find 
her.  At  last  she  said,  "Where  is  my  mamma?" 
And  when  they  told  her  her  mamma  was  gone,  the 
little  thing  wanted  to  go  back  to  the  neighbor's 
house  again.  Home  had  lost  its  attractions  to  her, 
since  her  mother  was  not  there  any  longer.  No;  it 
is  not  the  jasper  walls  and  the  poarly  gates  that  are 
going  to  make  heaven  attractive.  It  is  the  being 
with  God.  We  shall  be  in  the  presence  of  the  Ee- 
deemer;  we  shah!  be  forever  with  the  Lord. 
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WHAT   TAKES    PLACE   AT   DEATH. 

REV.  FERGUS  FERGUSON,  D.D. 

reason  why  our  grief  at  the  loss  cf  dear 
friends  is  often  so  excessive  as  to  verge  upon 
the  borders  of  siiifulness,  is,  that  we  do  not 
realize  sufficiently  the  joy  and  the  blessedness  of  the 
heavenly  world.  If  Christian  people  would  only 
take  the  full  advantage,  in  a  time  of  bereavement, 
of  what  they  profess  to  believe,  "we  would  have 
far  more  white  than  black  at  the  funeral — far  more 
of  the  bridal  blended  with  the  burial. ' '  Let  us  try  to 
picture  out  what  takes  place  at  death,  that  the  dying 
who  read  these  lines  may  be  cheered,  and  that 
mourners  may  be  comforted.  The  Lord  will  not  be 
offended  at  some  little  play  of  the  imagination, 
when  the  intimations  of  Scripture,  and  the  infer 
ences  of  analogy,  are  made  the  basis  of  our  some 
what  conjectural  representation. 

In  the  first  place,  it  is  highly  probable  that,  in 
many  instances,  our  dying  friends  do  not  suffer  so 
much  as  they  may  seem  to  do.  The  moorings  are 
being  loosed — the  immortal  spirit  is  being  freed  from 
its  confining  cage  of  clay.  It  is  being  deadened  to 
pain,  as  well  as  to  the  world.  A  dear  young  lady, 
over  whom  her  mother  bent,  about  a  year  ago,  in 
sympathizing  sorrow,  as  she  lay  on  what  appeared 
to  be  her  difficult  death-bed,  expressed  the  feelings 
of  multitudes  who  depart,  when  she  said  in  broken 
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whispers,  "  Mamma,  don't  grieve  so  much  for  me— 
I  don't  suffer  much — I'm  only  weary,  weary  in  my 
body — but  my  soul  is  happy,  happy,  happy  !  " 

We  will  not  enter  on  that  debated  point,  ' i  How 
does  the  soul  leave  the  body  !  "  On  such  points  we 
cannot  decide,  speculate  as  we  may.  But  let  us  con 
template  "  the  better  part,1' when  just  being  re 
leased  from  the  crumbling  prison-house.  It  is  prob 
able  that  some  little  time  may  elapse  before  it  is 
completely  detached  from  its  old  companion.  Im 
mediately  after  all  seems  over,  and  even  when  we 
have  reverently  closed  the  lips  and  eyes,  a  life-like 
expression  still  lingers  upon  the  countenance— 
which,  however,  in  a  short  time,  disappears,  and 
is  followed  by  the  unmistakable  impress  of  dissolu 
tion.  But  see  now  how  beauteous  a  being  has  risen 
from  that  abandoned,  prostrate  form,  fair  as  an 
Aphrodite  emerging  from  the  wave  !  It  is  probable 
that  heavenly  glory  forthwith  invests  and  gilds  the 
newly  liberated  spirits  of  all  little  children  and  of  all 
the  righteous.  This  is  the  first  instalment  of  "  the 
building  of  God,  the  house  not  made  with  hands, 
eternal  in  the  heavens."  And,  O  !  what  an  express 
ion  of  holy  happiness  will  now  sit  upon  the  counte 
nance  of  the  spirit  thus  set  free  !  That  look,  if  in 
terpreted,  would  speak  in  some  such  words  as  these: 
"  If  we  had  but  known  to  what  liberty,  and  peace, 
and  blessedness  we  were  being  led  through  that  dark 
valley  from  which  we  have  just  escaped,  we  would 
never  have  murmured  once,  or  sought  to  prolong 
our  stay  on  the  earth  at  all  And  if  the  friends 
whom  we  have  left  only  knew  how  happy  we  are, 
they  would  not  be  lamenting  over  our  clay,  as  we 
fear  they  may  be  doing.  Surely  they  could  not  be 
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so  selfish  as  to  wish  us  back  from  this  superior  state 
to  our  former  confinement  and  many  imperfections." 
Disembodied  spirits  cannot  see  this  material  world 
which  they  have  just  left,  even  as  we,  still  shut  up 
within  walls  of  flesh,  cannot  see  them.  But  if  we 
could  see  them,  we  would  be  able  to  recognize  them. 
The  old  look  will  be  there,  in  the  midst  of  all  the 
glory  and  bliss.  For  when  we  gaze  into  the  face  of 
a  friend  on  earth,  that  which  pleases  and  thrills  us 
is  not  a  mere  material  picture,  but  the  glowing 
outcome  of  a  loving,  valuable  soul  behind.  Now, 
the  spirit  will  wear,  when  set  free  from  flesh,  its  own 
characteristic  look  of  kindness  and  purity.  And  the 
kinder  and  holier  we  have  been  in  heart  before  we 
die,  the  kinder  and  holier  shall  be  the  expression  of 
our  several  countenances  whenever  we  have  been 
disembodied.  Without  doubt,  we  shall  know  one 
another  in  the  world  to  come  Whenever  our  dear 
ones  leave  us,  they  are  made  conscious  of  the  pres 
ence  and  companionship  of  guardian  angels.  When 
human  nurses  can  do  no  more,  the  seraphic  and 
celestial  conductors  strike  in  and  gladly  perform 
their  part.  If  they  are  ' '  all  ministering  spirits,  sent 
forth  to  minister  for  them  who  shall  be  heirs  of  sal 
vation  "  (Hebrews  i.  11),  we  would  expect  them  to  be 
at  hand,  when  urgently  needed,  at  Jordan's  swollen 
flood.  If  all  Christ's  "little  ones"  have  angels 
(Matthew  xviii.  10),  who  "  behold  the  face  of  His 
Father  in  heaven,"  in  all  likelihood  these  bright 
messengers  will  be  commissioned  to  conduct  both 
infants  and  believers  to  that  glorious  presence,  when 
their  own  countenances  have  been  changed  and 
darkened.  If  the  beggar  Lazarus  was  carried  up  by 
" angels"  to  Abraham's  bosom,  will  they  not  wait 
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on  all  humble  mendicant- like  suppliants  who  "  enter 
heaven  by  prayer?"  Some  dying  people  seem  to 
get  a  glimpse  of  these  expectant  attendants  through 
the  chinks  of  the  prison  walls  before  dissolution  has 
taken  place;  but  assuredly  they  will  be  made  mani 
fest  to  all  the  heirs  of  heaven  when  completely 
emancipated.  It  is  possible,  too,  that  the  spirits  of 
dear  friends,  "  not  lost  but  gone  before,"  may  hover 
near.  A  mother  or  a  father  may  be  there  ready  to 
meet  a  departed  child.  0,  how  joyous  a  meeting 
that  shall  be  !  Just  as  there  are  affectionate  salu 
tations  here  when  friends  see  one  another  again  who 
have  been  long  separated,  marked  demonstrations 
of  joy  and  welcome  shall  be  made  shortly  after  the 
weary  pilgrim  has  breathed  his  last,  both  on  his  part 
and  on  that  of  the  heavenly  convoy  that  have  come 
to  guide  him  home. 

Our  departed  friends  pass  quickly  from  earth  to 
heaven.  " Absent  from  the  body,"  they  are  im 
mediately  made  "  present  with  the  Lord."  Angels 
"fly  swiftly."  Spirits  move  "quick  as  thought  " 
The  bright  squadrons  we  have  pictured  out  shall 
"climb  the  ether"  with  the  rapidity  of  the  light 
ning.  The  soul  of  the  penitent  thief  went  "that 
day  "  with  Christ  to  Paradise.  The  good  old  man  in 
Ayr,  long  ago,  was  quite  right  who  asked  that  his 
fingers  might  be  put  on  Eom.  viii.  38,  39,  as  he  felt 
the  blindness  of  death  coming  over  him,  and  ex 
claimed,  "Children.  I  have  breakfasted  with  you 
this  morning:  I  shall  sup  to-night  with  my  Lord 
Jesus." 

What  comfort  there  is  to  the  bereaved  in  these 
simple  considerations  !  When  the  evening  shades 
darken  down  for  the  first  time  on  the  cold  clay,  so 
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strangely  silent  and  so  sadly  shrouded,  let  them  only 
remember  that  already  the  departed  has  passed  the 
pearly  gate;  has  trodden  the  golden  streets;  sees 
"face  to  face;  "  and  "  knows  as  he  is  known."  In 
stead  of  seeming  to  chide  the  Lord  by  the  vehemence 
of  their  grief,  and  to  wish  to  draw  back  the  departed 
from  "  an  exceeding  weight  of  glory, ' '  let  them  seek 
from  the  ever-present  Paraclete  the  spiritual  bene 
fit  which  the  chastisement  is  intended  to  impart,  and 
go  through  the  world  with  their  hearts  more  than 
ever  in  heaven,  because  their  precious  treasures  have 
gone  there  before  them. 


nfant  Valuation. 


OF   SUCH    IS  THK   KlKfiltOM    OF    HEAVEN.—  Mill,  '.fi.i;:  14. 
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INFANT  SALVATION. 

WILLIAM  ANDERSON,  D.D. 

who  die  in  infancy  form  by  far  the 
greatest  proportion  of  Redeemed  Spirits. 
And  when  the  heart  of  the  Christian  is  ready 
to  fail  within  him  for  grief,  when  among  adult  men 
and  women  he  can  discover  so  little  which  will 
reward  the  Redeemer  for  the  travail  of  His  soul, 
how  reviving  it  is  to  look  upward,  and  contemplate 
the  innumerable  multitude  of  those  who  were  res 
cued  in  infancy  from  the  corrupting  power  of  the 
world,  and  safely  secured  for  Himself  in  His 
heavenly  pavilion  !  It  is  astonishing,  on  the  one 
hand,  that  there  should  be  found  so  many  who  have 
dark  misgivings  of  heart  on  the  subject  of  the  sal 
vation  of  these  infants;  and,  on  the  other,  that 
among  those  who  do  not  question  it,  so  little  account 
should  be  taken  of  them  in  estimating  the  glory  of 
the  kingdom  —  despising  these  little  ones,  and 
scarcely  reckoning  them  in  the  number  of  the  Saved: 
whereas  it  would  be  a  less  improper  way  of  calcula 
tion  to  say,  that  the  kingdom  belongs  to  children, 
and  that  the  adults  who  are  saved  are  a  few  who 
are  admitted  to  a  share  of  their  inheritance. 

Therefore,  with  regard  to  the  deceased  infant 
children  of  believers,  their  salvation,  at  least,  is  as 
sure  as  the  salvation  of  the  parents  themselves. 
What  was  the  promise  worth,  yea,  what  did  it 
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mean,  if  it  contained  nothing  for  the  spirits  of  his 
infant  offspring,  when  the  Lord  said  to  Abraham, 
the  type  of  all  believing  parents,  "  I  will  establish 
my  covenant  between  me  and  thee,  to  be  a  God 
unto  thee,  and  to  thy  seed  after  thee,"  and  com 
manded  that  they  should  be  circumcised,  as  well  as 
himself,  as  a  token  of  their  interest  in  the  promised 
salvation  ?  Are  not  the  blessings  of  God  especially 
blessings  for  eternity?  "  Wherefore  God  is  not 
ashamed  to  be  called  their  God,  for  He  hath  prepared 
for  them  a  city."  And  can  infants  renounce  the 
God  of  their  parents,  as  those  may  do  who  have 
grown  up  to  years  of  personal  responsibility  ?  Oh, 
happy  children,  ye  who  were  laid  hold  of  by  the 
Eedeemer  and  appropriated  to  Himself,  before  ye 
could  apostatize  like  your  wretched  brothers  and 
unhappy  sisters,  who  have  broken  the  household 
covenant  and  abjured  the  family's  Saviour  !  Then, 
said  I  to  the  father  and  mother,  as  they  wept,  Your 
children  who  have  died  are  a  better  portion  to  you 
than  those  who  live:  weep  for  the  living  and  not  for 
the  dead:  it  is  the  living  you  have  lost;  the  dead  are 
safely  reserved  for  you.  Again:  when  believing 
parents  made  their  way  so  earnestly  through  the 
obstructing  disciples,  to  place  their  children  before 
the  Eedeemer  that  He  might  bless  them,  what 
otherwise  was  His  reception  of  them  worth,  yea, 
what  did  it  mean,  when  "  He  was  much  displeased  " 
with  his  disciples,  "  and  said  unto  them,  Suffer  the 
little  children  to  come  unto  Me,  and  forbid  them 
not:  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  God,"  and  then, 
"took. them  up  in  His  arms,  put  His  hands  upon 
them,  and  blessed  them  ? "  If  any  of  these  children 
had  presently  died — and  there  can  be  little  doubt 
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that  some  of  them  did  die  in  childhood — how  vain  it 
had  heen  for  them  to  be  blessed  by  the  Redeemer, 
if  there  be  no  heavenly  inheritance  for  those  who 
die  in  early  years  ? 

It  is  most  injurious,  however,  to  the  cause  of  in 
fants,  to  plead  it  on  ground  so  low  as  this.     Instead 
of  merely  vindicating   their  admission,  and    some 
consideration    for  them,  I  regard    them    as  being 
generally  the  best  welcomed  spirits  which  pass  into 
the  eternal  world.     The  whole  of  our  Lord's  treat 
ment  of  them  is  calculated  to  produce  this  impres 
sion.    Besides,  contemplating  the  subject  in  the  light 
of  reason— Is  not  the  intellectual  and  moral  struc 
ture,  I  ask,  of  an  infant's  spirit  the  same  as  that  of 
a  full-grown  man  ?    And  who  shall  dispute,  that 
some  of  the  brightest  geniuses  and   most  amiable 
hearts  of  our  race  may  have  been  withdrawn— in 
the  love  and  valuation  of  them  withdrawn— after  a 
short  time's  breathing  of  the  pestilential  air  of  this 
earth,  yea,  before  a  breath  of  it  was  inhaled,  to  be 
secured  and  nursed  in  the  Paradise  of  God  ?    As  I 
think  of  it,  I  become  the  more  persuaded,  that  this 
securing  of  many  of  the  best  by  early  death  may  be 
a  principle  of  the  divine  administration.     It  is  true, 
they  passed  away  without  having  acquired  any  of 
this  world's  learning;  but   irrespectively  of    God's 
standard  of  measurement  being  a  moral  one,  how 
insignificant,   I  appeal,    will    not    even    Newton's 
science  appear  in  yonder  Temple  of  Light !    Will 
the    infant    spirit    have    any    sense    of  inferiority 
from  the  want  of  it  ?    Will  it  appear  disrespectable 
for  the  want  of  it  in  the  estimation  of  the  Eternal 
One  ?    It  is  true,  again,  that  they  passed  away  with 
out  any  prayers  in  which  their  infant  knees  had 
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bowed;  and  without  any  psalms  of  praise  which 
their  infant  lips  had  sung;  hut  what,  brethren,  I,  a 
second  time,  appeal,  is  the  chief  characteristic  of  a 
religious  life  in  this  world  ?  Is  it  not  to  have  our 
hearts  brought  back  to  their  infant  state  ?  To  have 
them  cleansed  of  those  pollutions,  and  divested  of 
those  perverse  habits  which  we  have  contracted 
since  we  were  like  these  children,  who  were  early 
withdrawn  from  the  corrupting  influences  to  which 
we  have  been  exposed  ?  Accordingly,  Christ's  great 
lesson  for  us  is,  Learn  to  be  like  a  child.  And,  a 
third  time,  if  there  are  a  few  deeds  of  charity,  of 
the  performance  of  which  we  can  speak  for  our 
selves,  oh,  is  it  not  all  more  than  counterbalanced 
when  these  infants  can  plead  in  reply,  that  they 
were  guilty  of  no  envious  thoughts,  no  bitter  or 
slanderous  speeches,  no  impure  imaginations  or 
devices,  no  fretfulness  against  the  Providence  of 
God, — of  nothing  at  all  which  can  be  charged  against 
them  as  either  a  dereliction  or  transgression  of 
duty  !  Who  of  us  shall  presume  to  compare  himself 
with  an  infant,  or  forbid  that  its  spirit  go  to  the 
Saviour  of  its  pious  father,  or  the  Saviour  of  its 
pious  mother  ? 

And  further,  in  regard  to  those  children  dying  in 
infancy  who  are  the  offspring  of  ungodly  parents — 
equally  of  such  do  I  believe  fchat  they  shall  all  be 
saved;  though  not  with  a  salvation  so  glorious  as 
that  of  the  offspring  of  the  saints.  It  is  not  by  any 
means  for  the  relief  of  the  anxiety  of  those  wicked 
parents  that  I  express  myself  thus  confidently  about 
the  salvation  of  their  children;  but  for  magnifying 
the  grace  of  God,  and  rejoicing  the  hearts  of  the 
saints  on  the  subject  of  the  magnificence  of  the 


INFANT    SALVATION.  95 

Redeemer's  kingdom,  and  the  splendor  of  His  re 
ward We  claim  them  for  the  kingdom. 

When  the  Son  of  God  was  incarnated,  He  became 
these  infants'  Brother;  and  when  they  have  not  re 
jected  Him,  will  He  disown  them  ? 


INFINITE  wisdom  has  determined  that  trouble,  of 
one  description  or  another,  shall  constitute  part  of 
the  discipline  to  which  every  human  being  must  be 
subjected. 

In  the  present  provisional  state  of  tilings,  afflictive 
dispensations  "  must  needs  bo." 

We  do  not  at  present  inquire  why  it  is  that  this 
element  of  suffering  interpenetrates  to  so  large  an 
extent  the  fabric  of  human  society.  We  take  our 
position  upon  the  undisputed  and  indisputable  fact 
that  trouble,  in  one  form  or  another,  is  universal; 
and  withdrawing  our  attention  from  all  other  de 
velopments  of  this  ubiquitous  ingredient  in  human 
life,  we  fix  it  upon  one  of  the  most  painful  forms  in 
which  it  is  found,  and  over  the  bier  of  the  departed 
infant  we  would  ask,  "  Is  it  well  with  the  child  ? " 

Tender  as  are  the  ties  that  bind  the  parental 
heart  to  those  little  undeveloped  but  ever-develop 
ing  Living  Objects  which  enable  parents  to  realize 
that  they  are  parents,  these  very  ties  are  destined  to 
be  often  agonizingly  ruptured.  Comparatively  few 
are  the  households  in  which  there  have  not  been 
"mourning  and  bitterness"  for  some  child  that 
was,  and  is  not.  Many  are  the  Rachels  who  have 
been  bowed  down  under  bereaving  affliction,  and 
have  wept,  and  "  refused  to  be  comforted,"  because 
their  sons  or  their  daughters  "are  not."  The 
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' ' places  that  once  knew"  multitudes  of  dear  little 
Miniatures  of  fathers  and  mothers,  now  c '  know 
them  no  more. ' '  And  fathers  and  mothers  go  about 
the  streets  mourning;  or,  refusing  consolation,  they 
languish  in  retirement. 

But  is  there  no  balm  for  the  wounds  of  bereaved 
parents  ?  Is  there  no  physician  to  heal  their  broken 
spirit  ?  There  is  a  physician,  all-skillful  to  cure. 
He  has  a  balm  which  is  the  very  essence  and  elixir 
of  consolation:  "It  is  well  with  the  child."  The 
child  is  not  lost,  but  gone  before.  Its  "death  is 
gain."  Though  it  is  "  absent  from  the  body,  "  it  is 
"present  with  the  Lord,"  which  is  "far  better." 
It  is  in  "  Abraham's  bosom."  And  what  is  grander 
still,  it  is  in  the  bosom  of  Infinite  Love.  Its  voice 
to  its  parents,  if  that  voice  could  be  heard  by  earthly 
ears,  would  be,  "Weep  not  for  me."  Such  is  our 
deliberate  opinion  concerning  departed  little  ones. 

There  is  a  positive  foundation  on  which  the 
doctrine  of  the  everlasting  bliss  of  all  who  die  in 
infancy  may  be  securely  built  up. 

(1)  It  may  be  proved  from  the  fact  that,  in  con 
sequence  of  the  interposition  of  the  work  of  Christ, 
there  is  to  be  a  universal  resurrection  of  the  bodies 
of  men.  It  will  be  admitted  that  there  was  no  pro 
vision  made  for  the  resurrection  of  the  bodies  of 
men  except  in  the  restorative  dispensation  of  mercy 
through  Christ.  As  it  is  "  in  Adam  "  that  all  die, 
so  is  it  "in  Christ"  alone  that  all  shall  be  made 
alive  again.  It  is  the  "  second  Adam  "  who  is  the 
Cause,  or  Occasion,  of  the  universal  resurrection. 

But  in  the  resurrection  of  the  body  and  its  re 
union  to  the  soul,  there  will  be  to  the  glorified  a  vast 
addition  to  their  means  of  bliss;  and  there  will  be 
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to  the  lost  a  vast  addition  to  their  woe.  The  bodily 
organism  must,  according  to  the  condition  in  which 
it  is  placed,  minister  largely  to  the  happiness  or  to 
the  misery  of  the  soul.  Can  we  suppose,  then,  that 
any  of  those  who  die  in  infancy,  and  who  have 
never  had  the  opportunity  of  rejecting  the  propitia 
tion  of  Christ,  will  be  subjected,  on  account  of  that 
gracious  work,  to  greater  woes  than  they  would 
have  been  called  to  endure  had  there  been  no  Saviour 
at  all  ?  Can  we  suppose  that  Christ  will  be  an  un 
mitigated  and  inevitable  curse  to  any  of  mankind  ? 
Surely  we  cannot  cherish  such  a  supposition,  when 
we  remember  that  He  came  into  the  world  not  to 
condemn  it,  but  to  save  and  to  bless  it.  But  if  we 
cannot  cherish  such  a  supposition,  we  cannot  sup 
pose  that  any  infants  dying  in  infancy  will  be  lost. 

(2)  This  reasoning  is  fortified  by  the  express  teach- 
in(j  of  our  Lord  himself.  We  learn  from  the  Gos 
pels,  as  for  example  from  Matt.  xix.  13,  that  on  a 
certain  occasion  there  were  brought  to  Him  ' '  little 
children,"  that  He  might  put  his  hands  on  them 
and  bless  them.  His  disciples  rebuked  the  parents. 
But  Jesus  said,  "  Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto 
me,  and  forbid  them  not,  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom 
of  heaven."  This  does  not  seem  to  mean,  "for  of 
persons  resembling  little  children  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven."  The  term  rendered  "  of  such  "  has  natur 
ally  a  demonstrative  import.  Our  Saviour  elsewhere 
employs  it  when  He  says, "The  hour  cometh,  and 
now  is,  when  the  true  worshipper  shall  worship  the 
Father  in  spirit  and  in  truth;  for  the  Father  seeketh 
such  to  worship  Him;"  that  is,  t%  seeketh  these  to 
worship  Him."  It  occurs  in  many  other  portions  of 
the  New  Testament  with  the  same  demonstrative  im- 
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port,  as  for  example  in  Acts  xxii.  22,  in  which  passage 
we  learn  that  the  Jews  in  Jerusalem  cried  out  on  a 
certain  occasion,  in  reference  to  Paul,  "away  with 
such  a  fellow  from  the  earth;  "  that  is  "  away  with 
this  fellow  from  the   earth."     Jesus  then  means 
"for  of   these  is  the  kingdom    of  heaven."     The 
kingdom  of  heaven  belongs  to    "little  children." 
This  interpretation  is  confirmed  by  the  considera 
tion  that  we  should  otherwise  be  at  a  loss  to  discover 
any  peculiar  propriety  in  our  Saviour's  action,  when 
He  took  up  the  little  ones  in  His  arms  and  blessed 
them.     If  the  reason  of  His  procedure  resolved  itself 
simply  into  the  fact  that  the  adult  subjects  of  the 
kingdom  of  heaven  are  childlike,  —the  same  reason 
might  have  led  Him  to  take  up  lambs  in  His  arms 
and  bless  them,  inasmuch  as  the  adult  subjects  of 
His  kingdom  are  lamb-like  as  well  as  child-like. 

It  is  true  that  it  is  added,  in  Mark  x.  15,  that  our 
Saviour  said,  after  blessing  the  little  children, 
'  Verily  I  say  unto  you,  whosoever  shall  not  receive 
the  kingdom  of  God  as  a  little  child,  he  shall  not 
enter  therein."  But  still  even  here,  it  is  supposed 
that  the  kingdom  of  heaven  belongs  to  little  chil 
dren;  for  when  it  is  said  "whosoever  shall  not  re 
ceive  the  Kingdom  of  God  as  a  little  child,"  the 
meaning  surely  must  be,  "  as  a  little  child  receives 
it."  WJiosoever  shall  not  receive  the  kingdom  of 
God  without  seeking  to  present  anything  of  the 
nature  of  personal  merit  oriousness,  shall  in  no  wise 
enter  therein. 

If  it  should  be  said  that  "the  kingdom  of 
heaven"  spoken  of  by  our  Lord  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven  upon  earth,  we  would  reply,  that  the  king 
dom  of  heaven  is  not  entirely  upon  earth.  It  is 
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partly  and  principally  in  heaven.  And  moreover,  if 
there  be  no  obstacles  to  the  infant's  admission  into 
the  earthly  province  of  the  heavenly  empire,  there 
can  be  none  to  its  admission  into  that  larger  and 
more  glorious  province  above,  which,  from  its 
vastitude  and  vast  pre-eminence,  gives  the  denomi- 
ation  to  the  whole  domain. 

(3)  We  might  add  to  these  considerations  the  fact 
that  throughout  the  Scriptures  God  is  frequently  re 
presented  as  cherishing  a  special  regard  for  little 
children.  We  see  this  in  the  rebuke  administered 
to  Jonah, — "  And  should  I  not  spare  Nineveh,  that 
great  city,  wherein  are  more  than  six  score  thousand 
persons  that  cannot  discern  between  their  right  hand 
and  their  left  hand."  We  see  it  in  the  words  of 
Jeremiah  xix.  4,  "  They  have  filled  this  place  with 
the  blood  of  innocents."  And  again,  in  the  words 
of  Joel  ii.  10,  "  Gather  the  people,  sanctify  the  con 
gregation,  assemble  the  elders,  gather  the  children 
and  those  that  suck  the  breast,  etc.,  then  will  tho 
Lord  be  jealous  for  the  land,  and  pity  his  people. " 
And  in  Ezekiel  xvi.  21,  God  calls  the  little  children 
of  the  Israelite  His  children,  and  pours  terrible  de 
nunciations  upon  the  people  for  causing  them  to 
pass  through  the  fire  to  Moloch: — "  Thou  hast  slain 
my  children,  and  delivered  them  to  cause  them  to 
pass  through  the  fire." 

On  the  whole,  then,  every  line  of  Scripture-truth, 
when  we  follow  it  out  undeviatingly,  leads  us  up 
to  the  conclusion,  that  "it  is  well"  with  all  the 
"  little  children  "  \vho  have  been  earned  away  from 
the  unfolding  arms,  though  not  from  the  infolding 
hearts  and  memories,  of  bereaved  parents.  They 
have  been  taken  up  "higher."  They  have  been 
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committed  to  wiser  and  more  tender  keeping. 
"  Their  angels  "  have  got  them;  and  in  the  immedi 
ate  vicinity  of  the  throne,  they  are  undergoing  a 
training,  which  is  absolutely  free  from  all  those  ele 
ments  of  imperfection  which  might  have  resulted 
in  moral  deviation,  defilement,  and  death,  had  they 
remained  on  the  earth.  "  It  is  well." 

JAMES  MORISON,  D.D. 


WE  arrive  at  the  conclusion,  so  delightful  in  itself 
and  so  consolatory  to  parents  in  the  hour  of  bereave 
ment,  that  their  precious  children  whom,  in  the 
sweetness  of  their  infantile  innocence,  the  cold  hand 
of  death  ha,s  rifled  from  their  bosoms,  are  translated 
to  the  regions  of  the  blest.  Those  delicate  flowers, 
which  the  rude  storms  of  our  inclement  atmosphere 
have  blighted,  unfold  in  eternal  fragrancy  beneath 
the  pleasant  beams  of  the  sun's  celestial  glory. 
Those  bright,  but  little  stars,  which  to  us  seem  pre- 
ihaturely  quenched,  do  but  sink  beneath  the  horizon 
till,  with  new  lustre  and  augmented  magnitude, 
they  repair  their  drooping  radiance,  and  "  Flame  in 
the  forehead  of  the  morning  sky."  Those  gems, 
more  precious  than  pearls  or  rubies,  of  which  the 
anguished  mother  has  been  despoiled,  are  set  in 
deeper  brilliance  in  that  glorious  mediatorial  diadem 
which  encircles  the  Redeemer's  brow.  Those  infan 
tile  voices,  which  had  scarce  learnt  to  lisp  His  name, 
now  sing  in  lofty  descants,  "  Salvation  to  him  that 
sitteth  upon  the  throne,  and  to  the  Lamb. "  Then 
let  the  stricken  hearts  of  parents,  whom  death  has 
made  childless,  no  longer  indulge  an  immoderate 
grief.  Your  beloved  and  lamented  offspring,  looking 
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down  from  their  heavenly  spheres,  would  chide 
your  sorrow.  Among  the  ransomed  they  have  taken 
their  immortal  stations. 

EDWARD  STEANE,  D.D. 


ONE  of  the  most  beautiful  incidents  of  the  Re 
deemer's  life  affords  to  the  question  of  infant  sal 
vation  a  most  decisive  and  satisfactory  solution. 
There  stands  the  Incarnate  God !  Truth  beams 
from  His  lips,  and  healing  power  radiates  from  His 
omnipotent  touch.  Mothers  in  Israel  gather  around 
Him,  and  anxiously  present  their  children  for  His 
benediction.  The  disciples,  ignorant  of  the  depth 
and  tenderness  of  His  sympathies,  and  knowing  as 
yet  but  little  of  the  benign  purpose  of  His  coming, 
rebuke  the  tender  women  for  their  intrusion,  and 
thrust  them  and  their  children  away  from  His  pre 
sence.  But  He,  the  messenger  of  truth,  and  the 
procurer  of  life  and  salvation  for  all,  bids  the  trem 
bling  women  draw  near  to  Him,  and  welcomes  their 
children  to  His  loving  arms,  uttering  those  memor 
able  words —"  Suffer  the  little  children  to  come 
unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not:  for  of  such  is  the 
kingdom  of  God."  (Mark  x.  14.)  Nor  can  the  word 
"such"  be  frittered  down  to  mere  likeness;  and,  if 
it  were,  the  likeness  itself  would  indicate  a  fitness 
for  the  kingdom;  and  if  a  fitness,  a  title  thereto 
through  grace.  But  another  text  gives  the  mean 
ing  of  the  word  a  direct  personal  application  to 
children  themselves  as  such:— "  Take  heed  that  ye 
despise  not  one  of  these  little  ones  [little  children 
being  then  in  His  presence] :  for  I  say  unto  you  that 
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in  heaven  their  angels  do  always  behold  the  face  of 
my  Father  which  is  in  heaven."  (Matt,  xviii.  10.) 
These  plain  and  striking  words  settle  for  ever  the 
question  of  infant  salvation.  In  heaven  the  little 
ones  are  angels,  blessed  spirits,  dwelling  in  God's 
immediate  presence,  beholding  His  face,  and  rejoic 
ing  in  the  light  of  His  countenance. 

Parents,  wipe  away  your  tears:  your  little  ones 
are  safe.  Though  severed  from  your  embrace,  they 
are  received  into  the  embraces  of  Him  who  died  for 
them  and  rose  again.  Lift  up  your  eyes  then  from 
the  gloomy  sepulchre  to  the  radiant  throne,  and 
there  behold  them  resplendent  in  robes  of  purity, 
and  exultant  in  the  bliss  of  the  Divine  presence. 
Prepare  to  meet  them  in  that  bright  world,  where 
the  parting  tear  shall  never  be  shed,  and  the  sad 
farewell  shall  never  be  heard.  Meanwhile,  be  un 
ceasingly  careful  to  train  your  surviving  offspring  to 
a  meetness  for  that  blessed  inheritance,  that  at  the 
last  day,  when  standing  in  His  glorious  presence, 
you  may  say  respecting  both  them  and  yourselves, 
"  Here,  Lord,  are  we,  and  the  children  Thou  hast 


given  us." 


WILLIAM  COQKE,  D.D. 


IF  infants  are  raised  from  the  dead  through  the 
mediation  of  Christ,  and  if,  as  we  have  seen,  they 
cannot  be  raised  to  misery,  they  are,  of  course,  de 
livered  from  the  penal  sentence  pronounced  on  them 
on  the  ground  of  Adam's  transgression;  and  if  so, 
they  are  also  delivered  from  that  spiritual  death  into 
which  they  fell  through  the  loss  of  those  holy  princi- 
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pies  which  were  enjoyed  by  Him  as  their  head  and 
representative:  for,  were  it  otherwise,  the  blessing 
of  the  resurrection  would  be  rendered  worse  than 
nugatory.  As  they  have  not  been  accountable 
agents,  their  deliverance  from  the  one  result  of  the 
sin  of  Adam,  must  be  connected  with  deliverance 
from  the  other,  and  this  again  with  eternal  life  in 
the  heavenly  paradise.  It  was  in  consequence  of 
the  sin  of  Adam,  that  special  holy  influence  was 
withdrawn;  and  it  is  in  consequence  of  the  perfect 
righteousness  of  Jesus  as  the  second  Adam,  that 
this  hallowed  gift  is  restored.  And  if  it  was  as  the 
descendants  of  Adam,  our  public  head,  that  we  were 
involved  in  this  loss,  so  it  is  as  connected  with 
Christ  as  our  Head  that  we  came  to  partake  of  the 
sacred  influence  of  His  Spirit.  If,  then,  this  gift  bo 
bestowed  on  deceased  infants,  it  must  be  given  them 
as  members  of  His  spiritual  body,  and,  of  course, 
must  be  given  to  make  them  meet  for  the  special 
privileges  and  blessings  of  His  kingdom.  The  re 
surrection  of  infants,  then,  including,  of  course,  the 
recall  of  their  spirits  from  the  separate  state,  is  con 
nected  with  their  previous  deliverance,  at  least  at 
the  time  of  their  death,  from  the  power  of  original 
sin,  and,  consequently,  with  their  final  enjoyment 

of  the  celestial  inheritance 

These  reflections  appear  decidedly  to  show  that 
the  question  respecting  the  salvation  of  infants 
ought  not  to  be  shunned  as  an  intrusion  into 
those  "  secret  things"  which  belong  only  to  God. 
It  seems  to  be  an  evident  conclusion,  from  every  view 
which  the  Scriptures  exhibit  of  the  will  of  the  Al 
mighty,  that  all  of  them  dying  in  infancy  are  saved. 

DAVID  RUSSELL,  D.D. 
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*4  While  the  child  was  yet  alive,  I  fasted  and  wept ;  for  I  said, 
Who  can  tell  whether  God  will  be  gracious  to  me,  that  the  child 
may  live?  But  now  he  is  dead,  wherefore  should  I  fast?  can  I 
bring1  him  back  again?  I  shall  go  to  him,  but  he  shall  not  return 
to  me."  II.  Samuel,  xii.,  22,  23. 

LET  not  this  be  interpreted  as  the  language  of  in 
sensibility.  The  general  character  of  David,  and 
his  previous  behavior  on  the  same  occasion,  ought 
to  save  him  from  every  imputation  of  this  kind. 
No.  His  heart  was  full  of  paternal  and  conjugal 
tenderness.  Fain  would  he  have  brought  back  his 
babe  to  his  own  fond  embrace,  and  to  the  breast  of 
its  disconsolate  mother.  But  the  thought  was  vain. 
All  was  now  over.  The  last  sigh  with  which  the 
infant  spirit  escaped  to  wing  its  way  to  the  world  of 
light,  had  settled  the  case  with  regard  to  the  child. 
David  had  found  his  consolation  in  God,  and  he  had 
the  richest  and  sweetest  of  all  comforts  respecting 
his  infant.  The  language,  "  I  shall  go  to  him,"  is 
evidently  the  language  of  comfort,  by  which  he  was 
supported  under  the  anguish  that  would  otherwise 
have  been  intolerable  in  the  thought  of  what  follows: 
"  but  he  shall  not  return  to  me."  It  does  not,  then, 
it  cannot  refer  to  the  grave. "  The  child  was  not  in 
the  grave  when  the  words  were  uttered;  nor  do  I 
believe  there  was  any  thought  of  the  grave  in  the 
bereaved  parent's  mind  .  What  consolation  could 
there  have  been  in  that,  that  he,  too,  should  lie 
down  a  cold,  inanimate  corpse  ?  This  was  not  going 
to  him  in  any  sense  that  could  impart  the  slightest 
satisfaction  to  the  afflicted  spirit.  The  words  clearly 
imply  firm  conviction  of  his  child's  existence  and 
happiness.  "  I  shall  go  to  him,"  means,  I  shall  go 
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whither  he  has  now  gone.  And  if  his  afterwards 
joining  him  there  was  an  ohject  of  hope,  there  is 
necessarily  implied  the  persuasion  of  his  having  gone 
to  a  place  of  happiness.  How  s  \veetly  soothing, 
how  inestimably  precious  is  the  same  thought  still 
to  the  agonized  bosom  of  parental  love  !  How  de 
lightfully  tranquillizing,  when  the  first  burst  of 
nature's  agony  has  a  little  subsided,  the  reflection 
that  your  child  has  been  taken  away  from  the  evil 
to  come — taken,  to  spend  those  years  in  heaven, 
which  he  must  otherwise  have  spent  amidst  sin,  and 
temptation,  and  sorrow,  in  the  valley  of  tears:  that 
he  has  been  spared  all  the  perils,  and  fatigues,  and 
fightings  of  the  wilderness,  and  has  been  received  at 
the  better  country,  even  the  heavenly;  that  the 
tender  and  lovely  plant  which  you  had  begun  to 
cherish  with  so  much  care  has  been  happily  removed 
from  all  the  chilling  frosts  and  withering  blasts  of 
this  inferior  clime,  and  has  found  its  place  in  the 
garden  of  God  above,  there  to  drink  the  dews  of 
paradise,  and  to  flourish  in  unfading  beauty  !  It  is 
a  settled,  undoubting,  delightful  serenity  which  the 
soul  enjoys  in  contemplating  the  departure  of  little 
children.  Think  of  what  the  kind  and  gracious 
Redeemer  said  of  them  when,  with  a  frown  on  those 
who  would  have  forbidden  their  being  brought  to 
him,  and  a  smile  of  ineffable  benignity  on  the  little 
immortals  themselves,  He  said:  "Suffer  the  little 
children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not:  for 
of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  God;"  and,  taking  them 
up  in  His  arms,  He  blessed  them.  Think,  then,  of 
their  blessedness,  and  that  will  soothe  your  grief. 

RALPH  WARDLAW,  D.D. 
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"  Your  little  ones,  which  ye  said  would  be  a  prey,  and  your  chil 
dren,  which  in  that  day  had  no  knowledge  between  good  and  evil, 
they  shall  go  in  thither.'"1 — Deut.  i.  39. 

You  are  in  circumstances  to  welcome  light  from 
whatever  quarter  on  the  destiny  of  children  dying 
in  infancy. 

I  have  lying  before  me  the  analysis  of  an  argu 
ment  from  analogy  on  this  subject,  which  made  a 
great  impression  on  me  at  the  time  I  first  saw  it,  and 
may  be  of  use  to  you  at  present.  The  argument  is 
based  upon  the  admission  of  children  into  the 
mised  land. 

I  need  not  remind  you  that  there  is  an  analogy 
between  the  land  which  was-  once  the  land  of  pro 
mise  to  the  Jews  and  our  heavenly  home.  From 
that  land,  for  their  sins,  the  fathers  were  excluded 
—Caleb  and  Joshua  alone  excepted.  But  of  the 
children  it  is  said— "  They  shall  go  in  thither."  If 
this  was  so  in  the  case  of  the  earthly  Canaan;  if 
the  children  of  parents,  who  themselves  were  ex 
cluded,  were  favored  in  this  way;  if  they  were  the 
subjects  of  mercy,  while  their  fathers  were  the  objects 
of  punitive  justice,  how  much  more  may  we  expect 
it  to  take  place  in  respect  to  the  heavenly  Canaan  ? 
The  point  here  is,  that  the  exclusion  of  children  does 
not  follow  the  exclusion  of  parents.  If  it  did,  all 
w^ould  have  been  excluded  except  the  children  of 
Caleb  and  Joshua. 

The  reason  assigned  by  God  for  this  procedure  is 
one  which  will  be  applicable  at  the  day  of  judgment. 
"  Your  children,  which  in  that  day  had  no  know 
ledge  between  good  and  evil,  they  shall  go  in. "     It  is 
true  they  were  living  when  their  fathers  rebelled 
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against  God;  but  they  were  not  partakers  in  the 
rebellion.  In  the  day  of  provocation  they  were 
gambolling  about  the  green  fields  in  innocent  igno 
rance  of  what  was  taking  place:  they  were  not  yet 
capable  of  distinguishing  between  good  and  evil, 
and,  therefore,  they  were  not  excluded.  But  since 
we  are  speaking  of  the  dealings  of  the  unchangeable 
God,  we  may  safely  conclude  that  He  will  acknow 
ledge  the  force  of  the  same  reasons  in  the  final  judg 
ment.  The  infants  who  die,  carry  with  them 
towards  the  judgment  throne  no  knowledge  of  good 
or  evil,  110  experience  of  the  bitterness  of  offending 
God.  And  they  will  not  be  involved  in  the  condem 
nation  of  the  wicked. 

If  you  next  consider  the  purposes  for  which  chil 
dren  were  admitted  into  Canaan,  you  will  see  that 
similar  purposes  require  fulfillment  in  their  admis 
sion  into  heaven.  One  of  these  purposes  is  re 
ferred  to  in  the  verse  quoted  at  the  top :  ' '  Your  little 
ones,  which  ye  said  should  be  a  prey."  If  you  read 
carefully  the  fourteenth  chapter  of  Numbers,  verses 
1-  3>  You  will  undei-stand  the  force  of  the  rebuke. 
Sin  had  blotted  out  their  faith  in  God.  "Their 
children  were  sure  to  perish  !"  They  themselves, 
too,  would  perish.  So  they  thought.  And  they 
were  indeed  to  perish.  But  the  helpless  ones,  the 
innocent,  the  unpartaking,  were  to  go  free.  Now 
the  admission  of  the  children  into  Canaan,  after  the 
expression  of  unbelief  on  the  part  of  the  parents,  was 
a  vindication  of  God's  ways,  an  answer  to  the  un 
belief  of  the  parents,  and  a  perpetual  token  that  God 
deals  with  infants  on  the  ground  of  saving  mercy. 
It  is  glorious  to  think  that  God  is  preparing  a  reply 
to  the  doubts  and  disbeliefs  of  all  who  are  far  from 
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Him,  by  a  similar  exercise  of  grace.  Sceptics,  in 
fidels,  heathens,  expect  nothing  for  their  children 
but  death,  temporal  and  eternal.  How  will  they  be 
amazed  when  they  discover,  in  another  state,  that 
God  has  been  better  than  their  thoughts;  and  al 
though  they  (because  of  their  sins)  are  excluded,  their 
children  have  been  admitted  into  His  presence. 
Still  further,  God  had  this  purpose  in  bringing  the 
children  into  Canaan,  that  they  should  advance  His 
standard  into  new  territory,  build  up  His  kingdom, 
and  be  the  organ  of  His  praise.  Has  He  not  the 
same  purpose  in  respect  of  heaven  ?  He  chooses  not 
to  be  alone  throughout  eternity.  And  (blessed  pros 
pect  !)  from  the  mouth  of  babes  and  sucklings  He 
ordains  the  strength  of  His  eternal  hallelujahs.  He 
who  could  raise  up  children  to  Abraham  from  the 
stones,  will  not  want  the  power  to  fill  heaven  with 

their  loving  and  delightful  songs. 

ALEX.  MACLEOD,  D.D. 


I  MUST  embrace  this  renewed  opportunity  of  ex 
pressing  my  firm  conviction,  founded,  I  think,  on 
the  testimony  of  the  divine  record,  that  all  infants, 
ivithout  exception,  will,  when  they  die,  be  intro 
duced  by  the  compassionate  and  Almighty  Redeemer 
into  that  place  where,  "  out  of  the  mouth  of  babes 
and  sucklings,"  He  will  then  and  to  all  eternity 
perfect  His  own  praise;  showing  in  them  and  by 
them  the  infinite  value  and  efficacy  of  His  own  aton 
ing  blood.  He  who  shed  that  blood  for  them  on 
Calvary,  and  who,  while  yet  in  deep  humiliation, 
said,  "  Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  me,"  has 
now  brought  them  near  the  exalted  throne  which 
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He  occupies  and  adorns.  There  they  are  trans 
formed  into  His  likeness,  because  they  now  "see 
Him  as  he  is ."  Their  powers  will  thus  be  per 
fected,  and  their  capacity  for  enjoyment  accord 
ingly  enlarged.  They  were  not  permitted  to  serve, 
so  as  to  enjoy  fellowship  with  God  here.  But  there 
they  shall  serve  Him  day  and  night  in  His  temple. 
And  what  a  source  of  consolation  is  this  !  Oh  !  can 
we  grieve  when  we  have  reason  to  believe  that  our 
children  are  in  heaven,  freed  for  ever  from  all  evil, 
and  from  the  possibility  of  suffering  or  sorrow  of 
any  kind;  but  on  the  contrary  rejoicing,  as  they 
shall  to  eternity  rejoice,  in  the  presence  of  God  and 
of  the  Lamb  !  Who  can  doubt  that  their  songs  will 
be  among  the  sweetest,  and  even  the  loftiest,  to  be 

heard  in  the  celestial  temple  ? 

ADAM  THOMSON,  D.D. 


I  HAVE  often  been  struck  with  the  following  pas 
sage  in  connection  with  the  subject  of  infant  salva 
tion—  "  Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes  and  sucklings 
hast  thou  ordained  strength  because  of  thine  ene 
mies,  that  thou  mightest  still  the  enemy  and  the 
avenger."  (Ps.  viii.  2.)  The  enemy  and  the  avenger 
referred  to  here  is,  I  think,  Satan,  who  would  avenge 
himself,  if  he  could,  by  destroying  the  whole  human 
race.  But  his  revengeful  desires  have  been  thwarted, 
inasmuch  as  many  helpless  babes  have  been  made 
the  subjects  of  renewing  grace.  More  than  this;  I 
suppose  the  majority  of  our  race  die  in  infancy; 
these,  I  believe,  are  all  lambs  of  the  "  Good  Shep 
herd,  ' '  and  are  taken  to  Himself— ' '  for  of  such  is  the 
kingdom  of  God."  In  this  way  the  Father  of  mercy 
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u  ordains  strength,  stills  the  enemy  and  the  aven 
ger;"  because,  in  the  salvation  of  infants,  the  num 
ber  of  the  saved  is  greater  than  the  lost.  Our 
Saviour  quoted  this  ancient  oracle,  when  the  chil 
dren  sung  His  praises  in  the  temple,  and  He  silenced 
those  who  were  instigated  by  the  "  enemy  and  the 
avenger"  to  find  fault  with  the  children  and  their 
songs.  Many  children  now  sing  the  praises  of  the 
"Good  Shepherd"  in  the  temple  above,  r,nd  your 
dear  child  is  there  too,  and  of  her  and  many  more 
are  the  ancient  words  true,  "  Out  of  the  mouth  of 
babes  and  sucklings  hast  thou  ordained  strength." 

ALEX.  WALLACE,  D.D. 


As  partakers  of  a  fallen  nature,  children  are 
subject  to  disease  and  death.  Much  and  tenderly 
as  we  love  them,  it  is  not  unfrequently  that  we  are 
called  to  follow  them  to  the  silence  and  the  solitude 
of  the  tomb.  More  than  one-third  of  the  race  die 
in  infancy  and  childhood.  What  is  their  final  con 
dition  ?  This  is  a  question  which  often  forces  itself 
upon  the  thought  of  Christian  parents,  and  which 
more  or  less  disturbs  their  inward  peace  and  quiet. 
But  how  tranquillizing  and  how  assuring  are  the 
words  of  the  Saviour— "  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven  !  "—as  if  to  intimate  that  heaven  is  their  true 
and  proper  home — their  Father's  house  in  which 
only  they  can  be  for  ever  safe  and  happy.  Of  the 
salvation  of  infants  there  can  be  110  possible  doubt; 
for,  "as  in  Adam  all  die,  so  in  Christ  shall  all  be 
made  alive. ' '  Whatever  may  be  the  effects  involved 
in  man's  transgression,  these  are  all  provided  for 
and  removed  by  the  substitution  and  the  work  of 
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Christ;  so  that  if  there  were  no  personal  sin  or  actual 
guilt,  the  Saviour's  mediation  would  result  in  the 
salvation  of  the  whole  race.  From  all  such  indivi 
dual,  actual  guilt,  infants  are  free;  and  the  atone 
ment  insures  their  introduction  into  the  family  of 
God,  with  a  full  participation  in  the  glory  of  the 
world  to  come.  But  myriads  of  children,  no  longer 
within  the  years  of  infancy,  are  permitted  to  light 
up  our  homes  with  their  smiling,  beaming  faces  for 
a  longer  or  shorter  period,  and  in  many  ways  to  add 
to  the  sum  of  our  earthly  joys,  and  yet  are  taken 
from  us  while  the  dew  of  youth  is  upon  them,  and 
sometimes  amid  the  first  and  earliest  buddings  of 
their  intellectual  development  and  intelligence. 
What  is  their  final  condition  ?  It  is  impossible  to  fix 
on  any  one  uniform  age  in  a  child  as  the  point  at 
which  responsibility  begins;  but  let  the  age  be  what 
it  may,  we  are  firm  in  the  belief  that  the  Spirit 
whom  the  Saviour  sent  to  glorify  Him;  and  whose 
office  it  is  to  take  of  the  things  which  are  Christ's 
and  show  them  to  us,  not  only  enlightens  the  minds 
of  these  little  ones  prior  to  their  removal,  but  so 
reveals  a  Saviour's  love  to  them  and  in  them  as  to 
draw  their  young  and  susceptible  hearts  into  union 
and  fellowship  with  Himself  here,  and  thus  prepare 
and  meet  them  for  the  life  and  the  bliss  of  a  higher 
state.  If  in  all  things  Christ  is  to  have  the  pre 
eminence,  then  He  will  have  the  pre-eminence  in 
numbers.  The  saved  will  far  outnumber  the  lost; 
and  among  these  redeemed  and  glorified  ones,  those 
whose  hearts  have  been  least  defiled  by  actual  sin, 
and  who  are  most  susceptible  of  receiving  the  im 
pression  of  the  Saviour's  image,  will  occupy  a  con 
spicuous  place.  Just  as  a  single  dew-drop  can  reflect 
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all  the  rays  of  the  sun.  so  the  mind  of  a  child  can 
take  011  and  reflect  the  likeness  of  God — "  of  such  is 
the  kingdom  of  God."  They  are  there  in  myriad 
throngs — pure,  perfect,  and  forever  blessed.  They 
perfect  the  family  of  God.  Their  presence  makes 
that  home  of  the  redeemed  the  brighter,  and  sunnier 
and  more  attractive. 

There  is  no  circle  into  which  they  do  not  enter, 
no  scene  in  which  they  do  not  mingle,  and  no 
service  in  which  they  do  not  perform  their  part. 

ROBERT  FERGUSON,  D.D. 


THE  argument  for  infant  salvation  rests,  not  on 
isolated  passages,  but  on  the  genius  of  the  Bible  and 
its  economy  of  grace.  We  muse  upon  the  mission 
of  Christ  to  find  one  of  its  principal  glories  in  glori 
fied  infancy.  The  inhabitants  of  Christian  and 
Pagan  land's  shall  be  judged  respectively  by  the 
Gospel  and  by  conscience,  but  to  neither  law  can  in 
fants  be  subject.  The  death  of  children  is  tracea 
ble  to  the  sin  of  Adam,  and  their  glory  to  the  right 
eousness  of  Christ.  The  only  view  which  harmon 
izes  universal  scripture  is,  that  the  redemption  by 
Christ  completely  covers  the  sin  of  Adam,  that 
adults  in  Bible  lands  are  judged  according  to  their 
faith  or  unbelief  in  the  Son  of  God,  and  that  Christ's 
covenant  with  His  Father  carries  the  salvation  of 
all  infants. 

There  is  an  intuitive  conviction  that  infants,  who 
have  not  personally  rejected  the  law  and  love  of 
God,  cannot  be  excluded  from  the  kingdom,  and 
that  they  are  as  fully  identified  with  the  second  as 
with  the  first  Adam.  There  may  be  a  higher  de-' 
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gree  of  glory  given  to  some  translated  infants  be 
cause  of  their  godly  parentage.  But  the  soul  of 
man  clings  to  the  thought  of  no  infant  being  lost  in 
the  universe  of  that  God,  whose  "  tender  mercies  are 

over  all  His  works." 

J.  LOGAN  AIRMAN,  D.D. 


THE  salvation  of  children  seems  thus  clearly  to  he 
the  doctrine  of  the  Word  of  God.  The  opposite  doc 
trine  may  become  the  worshippers  of  Moloch,  but 
should  be  driven  for  ever  from  the  creed  of  those 
who  call  upon  Him  whose  name  is  "Love,"  who 
follow  that  "  Good  Shepherd  "  who  "  gathereth  the 
lambs  in  His  arms,  and  carrieth  them  in  His  bosom, " 
and  who  put  all  their  trust  in  Him  whose  latest  in 
structions  on  earth  were  given  to  an  apostle,  in 
words  ever  memorable,  as  evidencing  His  own 
remarkable  love  for  the  young,  and  as  affording  a 
test  by  which  others  are  to  evidence  their  love  for 
Himself— FEED  MY  LAMBS. 

JOHN  MACFARLANE,  D.D. 


I  CANNOT  believe  that  the  Saviour,  who  evinced 
such  attachment  to  children  upon  earth,  who  took 
them  in  His  arms  and  blessed  them,  who  rebuked 
the  apostles  for  forbidding  their  approach  to  His 
pei*son,  who  declared  that  "of  such  is  the  kingdom 
of  heaven,"— I  cannot  believe  that  the  infant  flower, 
which  so  soon  lies  withered  upon  its  stalk,  is  not 
transplanted  into  those  unfading  bowers  where  it 
will  flourish  in  all  the  bloom  and  vigor  of  immor 
tality. 

THOMAS  CHALMERS,  D.D. 
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INFANTS,  whose  undeveloped  minds  cannot  appre 
hend  and  appreciate  the  blessings  of  salvation,  are 
saved.  We  doubt  not  their  entrance  into  the  king 
dom  of  heaven.  We  doubt  it  not  of  all,  whatever 
their  descent,  who  die  at  that  early  age— the  age 
which  precludes  moral  discernment,  and,  therefore, 
responsibility. 

R.  WINTER  HAMILTON,  D.D. 


I  HAVE  had  six  children,  and  I  bless  God  for  His 
free  grace  that  they  are  all  with  Christ,  or  in  Christ, 
and  my  mind  is  now  at  rest  concerning  them.  My 
desire  was  that  they  should  have  served  Christ  on 
earth,  but  if  God  will  choose  to  have  them  rather 
serve  Him  in  heaven,  I  have  nothing  to  object  to  it; 
His  will  be  done  ! 

CHARLES  ELLIOT,  D.D. 


ONLY  SLEEPING. — They  have  only  gone  an  hour  or 
two  sooner  to  bed,  as  children  are  used  to  do,  and 
we  are  undressing  to  follow.  And  the  more  we  put 
off  the  love  of  the  present  world,  and  all  things 
superfluous  beforehand,  we  shaU  have  the  less  to 
do  when  we  lie  down. 

ARCHBISHOP  LEIGHTON. 


(Consolation  for  ffja  rents  -Bereft 
of  (Children. 


HER  CHILD  WAS  CATGUT  UP  TO  GOD  AND  TO  His 
TIIRONK.  —  Rev.  xii.,  5. 
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THE   LIGHT  THAT   RADIATES   AROUND   THE 
INFANT'S   TOMB. 

REV.  DR.  THOMAS  CHALMERS. 

[HIS  text— Romans  iv.  9-15— affords,  \ve  think, 
something  more  than  a  dubious  glimpse  into 
the  question  that  is  often  put  by  a  distracted 
mother  when  her  babe  is  taken  away  from  her— 
when  all  the  converse  it  ever  had  with  the  world 
amounted  to  the  gaze  upon  it  of  a  few  months,  or  a 
few  opening  smiles  which  marked  the  dawn  of  felt 
enjoyment— and  ere  it  had  reached  perhaps  the  lisp 
of  infancy,  it— all  unconscious  of  death— had  to 
wrestle  through  a  period  of  sickness  with  his  power, 
and  at  length  to  be  overcome  by  him.  Oh,  it  little 
knew  what  an  interest  it  had  created  in  that  home 
where  it  was  so  passing  a  visitant— nor,  when  car 
ried  to  its  early  grave,  what  a  tide  of  emotion  it 
would  raise  among  the  few  acquaintance  it  left  be 
hind  !  On  it,  too,  baptism  was  impressed  as  a  seal, 
while  as  a  sign  it  was  never  falsified.  There  was  no 
positive  unbelief  in  its  little  bosom— no  resistance 
yet  put  forth  to  the  truth— no  love  at  all  for  the 
darkness  rather  than  the  light— nor  had  it  yet  fallen 
into  that  great  condemnation  which  will  attach  to 
aU  who  perish  because  of  unbelief,  that  their  deeds 
are  evil.  It  is  interesting  to  know  that  God  insti 
tuted  circumcision  for  the  infant  children  of  Jews, 
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and  at  least  suffered  baptism  for  the  infant  children 
of  those  who  profess  Christianity.  Should  the  child 
die  in  infancy,  the  use  of  baptism  as  a  sign  has 
never  been  thwarted  by  it;  and  may  we  not  be  per 
mitted  to  indulge  a  hope  so  pleasing  as  that  the 
use  of  baptism  as  a  seal  remains  in  all  its  entireness, 
—that  He  who  sanctioned  the  affixing  of  it  to  a  babe 
will  fulfill  upon  it  the  whole  expression  of  this  ordi 
nance  ?  And  when  we  couple  with  this  the  known 
disposition  of  our  great  Forerunner— the  love  that 
He  manifested  to  children  on  earth  —how  He  suf 
fered  them  to  approach  His  person — and  lavishing 
endearment  and  kindness  upon  them  in  the  streets 
of  Jerusalem,  told  His  disciples  that  the  presence  and 
company  of  such  as  these  in  heaven  formed  one  in 
gredient  of  the  joy  that  was  set  before  Him — tell  us  if 
Christianity  do  not  throw  a  pleasing  radiance  around 
an  infant's  tomb  ?  And  should  any  parent  feel  soft 
ened  by  the  touching  remembrance  of  a  light  that 
twinkled  a  few  short  months  under  his  roof,  and  at 
the  end  of  its  little  period  expired,  we  cannot  think 
that  we  venture  too  far  when  we  say  that  he  has 
only  to  persevere  in  the  faith,  and  in  the  following 
of  the  gospel,  and  that  very  light  will  again  shine 
upon  him  in  heaven.  The  blossom  which  withered 
Jiere  upon  its  stalk  has  been  transplanted  there  to  a 
place  of  endurance,  and  it  will  then  gladden  that 
eye  which  now  weeps  out  the  agony  of  an  affection 
that  has  been  sorely  wounded;  and  in  the  name  of 
Him,  who,  if  on  earth,  would  have  wept  along  with 
them,  do  we  bid  all  believers  to  sorrow  not  even  as 
others  which  have  no  hope,  but  to  take  comfort  in 
the  thought  of  that  country  where  there  is  no  sor 
row  and  no  separation. 
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Oh,  when  a  mother  meets  on  high 
The  babe  she  lost  in  infancy, 
Hath  she  not  then,  for  pains  and  fears — 
The  clay  of  woe,  the  watchful  night — 
For  all  her  sorrow,  all  her  tears — 
An  over-payment  of  delight? 


A   MOTHER'S   FIKST   GRIEF. 

ROBERT  SMYTH  CHILTON. 

HE  sits  beside  the  cradle, 
And  her  tears  are  streaming  fast, 
For  she  sees  the  present  only, 

While  she  thinks  of  all  the  past: 

Of  the  days  so  full  of  gladness, 

When  her  first  born's  answering  kiss 

Thrilled  her  soul  with  such  a  rapture 

That  it  knew  no  other  bliss. 

O  those  happy,  happy  moments! 

They  but  deepen  her  despair; 

For  she  bends  above  the  cradle, 

And  her  baby  is  not  there  ! 

There  are  words  of  comfort  spoken, 

And  the  leaden  clouds  of  grief 

Wear  the  smiling  bow  of  promise, 

And  she  feels  a  sad  relief; 

But  her  wavering  thoughts  will  wander, 

Till  they  settle  on  the  scene 

Of  the  dark  and  silent  chamber, 

And  of  all  that  might  have  been. 

For  a  little  vacant  garment, 

Or  a  shining  tress  of  hair, 
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Tells  her  heart,  in  tones  of  anguish, 
That  her  baby  is  not  there  ! 

She  sits  beside  the  cradle, 
But  her  tears  no  longer  flow, 
For  she  sees  a  blessed  vision, 
And  forgets  all  earthly  woe; 
Saintly  eyes  look  down  upon  her, 
And  the  voice  that  hushed  the  sea 
Stills  her  spirit  with  the  whisper, 
"  Suffer  them  to  come  to  Me." 
And,  while  her  soul  is  lifted 
On  the  soaring  wings  of  prayer, 
Heaven's  crystal  gates  swing  inward, 
And  she  sees  her  baby  there  ! 


BEREAVED   PARENTS  COMFORTED. 

REV.  W.  M.  TAYLOR,  D.D. 

PEREAVED  parents,  do  not  sorrow  murmuringly 
and  without  hope  when  your  children  are  taken 
from  you  in  death,  for  in  such  a  dispensation 
Jesus  is  only  saying  to  you  in  another  form  what 
He  said  to  His  disciples  long  ago,  "  Suffer  the  little 
children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not:  for 
of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  God."  Their  death  is  but 
their  going  to  Him,  for  I  have  no  doubt  whatever  of 
the  salvation  of  infants.  It  is  not  indeed  a  doctrine 
distinctly  revealed;  but  it  may,  I  think,  be  inferred 
from  many  passages  of  Scripture,  and  from  the 
whole  character  of  the  gospel  itself.  The  very  words 
which  I  have  quoted,  even  if  there  were  no  others, 
warrant  the  conclusion  that  infants  are  received 
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into  that  kingdom  of  God  which  stretches  into  eter 
nity;  and  if  this  be  so,  wherefore  should  you  belike 
Eachel,  "  refusing  to  be  comforted  ? " 

Consider  to  whom  they  have  gone.  They  have 
been  taken  to  the  arms  of  Jesus,  and  to  the  bright 
glory  of  the  heavenly  state.  Nothing  now  can  mar 
their  felicity,  or  dim  the  lustre  of  their  joy,  or  damp 
the  ardor  of  their  song;  and  could  they  speak  to  you 
from  their  abode  of  bliss,  they  would  say  to  you, 
Weep  not  for  us,  but  weep  for  yourselves,  that  you 
are  not  here  to  share  our  happiness. 

Consider  from  what  they  have  been  taken.  They 
have  been  removed  from  earth,  with  its  pains  and 
privations,  its  sufferings  and  sorrows.  Look  back 
upon  your  own  chequered  histories,  and  tell  me  if 
you  can  contemplate  without  a  feeling  of  grief,  the 
idea  of  your  children  passing  through  such  trials  as 
those  which  have  met  you  in  the  world  ?  Would 
you  wish  that  their  hearts  should  be  wrung  as  yours 
have  been,  by  the  harshness  of  an  unfeeling  world, 
or  by  the  ingratitude  of  those  whom  you  have  served  ? 
Nay,  in  view  of  the  agony  of  this  very  bereavement, 
would  you  wish  that  a  similar  sorrow  should  be 
theirs  ?  And  yet  does  not  their  continuance  in  the 
world  involve  in  it  the  endurance  of  all  these  things; 
and  ought  it  not,  therefore,  to  be  a  matter  of  thank 
fulness  that  they  have  reached  heaven  without  hav 
ing  passed  through  the  full  bitterness  of  earth  ? 
Above  all,  can  you  contemplate  the  spiritual  dan 
gers  with  which  the  world  is  environed,  and  not  feel 
grateful  that  your  little  ones  are  now  eternally  safe 
from  them?  Think  of  the  temptations  that  have 
beset  you,  and  of  the  dreadful  battles  which  you 
fought  with  them,  and  how  near  you  were  to  being 
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conquered  by  them,  and  let  me  ask  if  in  this  view 
you  can  feel  otherwise  than  glad  that  they  have 
gained  the  victory  without  the  perils  and  hardships 
of  the  fight  ?  Perhaps,  had  they  been  exposed  to 
these  dangers  they  would  have  fallen  before  them; 
perhaps,  had  they  lived  they  would  have  grown  up 
only  to  fill  your  hearts  with  sadness,  and  ' '  to  bring 
your  gray  hairs  with  sorrow  to  the  grav^e;  "  but  all 
this  is  now  impossible,  for  they  are  safe  with  Jesus, 
It  is  hard  to  part  with  your  children;  indeed  there 
can  be  no  severer  bereavement,  unless  it  be  the  death 
of  a  husband  or  a  wife.  But,  oh  !  remember  the 
death  of  your  child  is  not  the  heaviest  calamity  that 
could  befall  you,  for  "  a  living  cross  is  heavier  than 
a  dead  one." 

Consider  again  for  what  they  are  taken.  Perhaps 
you  have  been  wandering  away  from  Christ,  and 
He  has  taken  this  way  to  bring  you  back.  Perhaps 
you  have  been  centring  your  heart  too  much  on  the 
earthly  object,  and  He  has  taken  it  to  Himself,  that 
your  treasure  may  be  still  in  Him.  Perhaps  you 
have  never  known  Him,  and  He  has  taken  this 
means  of  introducing  Himself  to  you,  coming  to 
you  as  He  did  to  His  followers  of  old,  over  the  very 
waves  with  which  you  are  struggling,  and  saying, 
"It  is  I,  be  not  a f raid. ' '  Perhaps  some  other  mem 
ber  of  your  family  was  to  be  led  through  this  afflic 
tion  to  the  Lord,  and  thus  one  little  one  was  taken 
from  you  for  a  season,  that  another  might  abide 
with  you  forever.  And  if  this  should  be  so,  can  you 
repine  ? 

Consider,  finally,  how  this  bereavement  will  ap 
pear  when  you  come  to  lie  upon  your  death -bed.  I 
have  seen  mothers  and  fathers  not  a  few  at  that 
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solemn  hour,  but  never  one  have  I  heard  expressing 
anxiety  for  the  little  children  who  had  gone  before. 
The  great  concern,  then,  after  their  own  eternal 
safety,  has  always  been  for  those  they  were  leaving 
behind.  The  Lord,  thus,  is  afflicting  tlieo  now,  that 
thy  SOITOW  may  be  mitigated  at  the  last.  Think  of 
all  these  things,  mourning  parents,  and  then  your 
bereavement  will  seem  to  be,  as  it  in  reality  is,  a 
token  of  love  and  not  of  anger. 

"  Oh,  not  in  cruelty,  not  in  wrath, 

The  Reaper  came  that  day; 
'Twas  an  angel  visited  the  green  earth, 
And  took  the  flowers  away." 


PARENTAL  ANXIETY  REMOVED  BY  THE  EARLY 
DEATH   OF   CHILDREN. 

REV.  DR.  JOHN  MACFARLANE. 


;-i; 


-HE  ardent  love  you  have  for  your  children  is 
not  altogether  pleasurable.  It  necessarily 
carries  you  into  many  anxious  thoughts 
about  their  welfare.  In  this  sense  they  are  a  bur 
den  to  you,  and  this  burden  becomes  all  the  heavier 
the  more  you  love  them.  Your  own  experience  of 
this  world  has  not  exalted  it,  as  a  place  of  residence, 
in  your  estimation.  You  have  tested  its  promises, 
and  found  them  false  and  vain.  You  have  tasted 
its  pleasures,  and  found  that  they  "bite  like  a  ser 
pent,  and  sting  like  an  adder."  You  have  groaned 
under  its  pains  and  penalties,  and  you  have  found 
out  that  help  from  man  is  in  vain,  and  that  misera 
ble  comforters  are  all  that  crowd  around  you  in  the 
night  seasons  of  your  soul,  and  sore  disquietudes. 
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You,  therefore,  tremble  when  you  think  of  your 
darling  infants  living  to  be  cast  upon  such  revolu 
tionary  periods  in  the  troubled  life  of  man,  wherein, 
though  they  may  preserve  their  integrity,  they  must 
endure  hardships,  but  in  which,  also,  they  may  lose 
their  precious  souls  for  ever.  Their  futurity,  then, 
is  at  once  your  main  difficulty,  and  your  most  fertile 
source  of  anxious  foreboding.  Now,  has  not  their 
early  death  solved  this  difficulty  for  you,  and  ought 
it  not,  therefore,  also  to  be  your  consolation  ?  You 
will  never  have  any  more  anxiety  on  their  account. 
The  various  hiding-  places  in  your  hearts,  from  which 
these  anxieties  spring  upon  you,  have  been  searched, 
and  by  death  have  been  completely  emptied. 

THEIR  EDUCATION  is  COMPLETED. — They  "know 
as  they  are  known."  Your  utmost  wish  in  this  re 
spect  was  to  give  them,  if  not  a  learned,  at  least  a 
useful  education.  But  God  has  been  better  than 
your  wish.  They  are  now  in  knowledge  far  beyond 
the  most  splendid  scholars  and  most  profound  phil 
osophers  of  this  and  of  every  age.  Their  intellectual 
stature  is  only  to  be  accounted  small  when  compared 
with  the  wisdom  of  God  Himself.  Neither  before 
angels,  nor  the  spirits  of  the  just  made  perfect,  have 
they  to  veil  their  faces. 

THEIR  HOLINESS  is  PERFECTED. — Not  one  of  the 
infirmities  they  inherited  from  you  now  appertains 
to  them;  they  are  "  holy  as  God  is  holy."  Did  you 
tremble  at  the  thought  of  their  exposure  to  the  temp 
tations  of  Satan  and  the  flesh  ?  Be  assured  now 
that  they  are  "  more  than  conquerors  through  Him 
that  loved  them."  Exquisitely  beautiful  now  are 
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those  dear  creatures  in  all  the  graces  of  the  family 
of  God,  Their  thoughts,  their  desires,  their  actions 
are  at  this  moment  in  perfect  harmony  with  the 
mind  of  the  Holy  One  of  Israel  The  same  mind 
that  is  in  Christ  is  in  them;  they  do  the  will  of  their 
heavenly  Father,  and  He  is  pleased  with  them  every 
moment,  and  every  moment  delights  their  happy 
souls  with  His  approving  smile. 

THEIR  HAPPINESS  is  CONSUMMATED.— You  were 
not  at  ease  as  to  measures  for  their  future  provision, 
and  even  with  respect  to  the  most  likely  ones,  you 
feared  that  they  might  fail.  To  make  them  com- 
fortahle  for  life  you  were  ready  to  sacrifice  much, 
and  you  never  wearied  in  efforts  to  secure  for  them 
an  honorable  independence.  Their  futurity  was 
upon  your  minds  all  the  day,  and  oft  took  from  you 
the  sleep  of  all  the  night.  Surely,  then,  you  may 
cease  from  lamentation,  when  you  are  certified  that, 
as  they  shall  sin  no  more,  so  neither  shall  they  suffer 
any  more.  They  are  as  happy  now  as  they  can  be. 
God  has  provided  for  them  in  heaven.  They  are 
now  inheriting  the  promises.  They  are  now  in 
actual  possession  and  enjoyment  of  "that  inheri 
tance  which  is  incorruptible  and  undefiled,  and  that 
fadeth  not  away."  Within  them  is  a  "well  of 
water  springing  up  into  everlasting  life;"  without 
them  is  the  perennial  flow  of  the  river  of  life;  above 
them  is  the  unclouded  sun  of  God's  favor;  and 
around  them  are  gathered  the  inexhaustible  foun 
tains  of  celestial  bliss.  They  are  so  happy  now  that 
they  are  for  ever  singing.  And  if  ever  there  should 
be  a  "  Selah  "  to  their  song,  it  is  only  to  draw  in  a 
larger  inspiration  for  a  more  melodious  burst  of 
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praise.  They  would  not  return  to  you  now,  much 
though  they  loved  you  and  you  them.  They  do  not 
miss  you  now,  much  though  you  miss  them.  Your 
sorrows  do  not  diminish  their  joys,  and  their  joys 
ought  to  diminish  your  sorrows.  Oh,  who  would 
bring  them  back  again  here,  to  toil,  and  sweat,  and 
suffer,  and,  perhaps,  to  sin  without  penitence,  and 
to  die  without  faith  ?  You,  0  weeping  parent,  ought 
to  be  the  very  last  to  think  of  it,  and  yours  should 
ever  be  the  song  of  gratitude. 


RESTORATION   OF   CHILDREN   IN   HEAVEN. 

REV.  DR.  JOHN  BROWN. 

|ITH  what  delight  will  parents,  themselves  re 
leased  from  the  captivity  of  the  grave,  be 
hold  their  early-lost,  long-mourned  children 
coming  forth,  not  the  pale,  emaciated,  lifeless, 
ghastly  forms  they  reluctantly  committed  to  the 
grave,  but  strong  in  incorruptibility,  glorious  in 
beauty,  "  fashioned  like  unto  Christ's  glorious 
body. ' '  Then  shall  it  appear  to  the  assembled  uni 
verse  that  among  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord,  fathers 
have  not  hoped  in  vain,  nor  mothers  brought  forth 
for  trouble.  "  They  are  the  seed  of  the  blessed  of 
the  Lord,  and  their  offspring  with  them." 

But  it  will  be  long,  long  ere  they  return.  The  cap 
tivity  of  death  is  measured,  not  by  years,  but  by 
ages.  What  then  ?  It  is  but  the  few,  it  may  be  the 
very  few,  remaining  days  of  the  years  of  our  pil 
grimage,  which  prevent  our  spirits  from  embracing 
theirs;  and  in  the  resting-places  prepared  for  us, 


CONSOLATION  FOR  PARENTS.          127 

though  we  shall  not  cease  to  desire,  we  shall  never 
weary  for  "the  adoption,  the  redemption  of  the 
body. "  "  Be  patient,  brethren,  unto  the  coming  of 
the  Lord,  Behold,  the  husbandman  waiteth  for  the 
precious  fruit  of  the  earth,  and  hath  long  patience 
for  it,  until  he  receive  the  early  and  latter  rain.  Be 
ye  also  patient;  and  stablish  your  hearts."  Then 
"those  young  and  tender  plants,  which  are  now 
cut  down,  and  withering  around  us,  shall  spring  up 
in  fairer  and  more  durable  forms."  "  The  children 
of  the  resurrection  cannot  -die  any  more,  but  are 
equal  to  the  angels." 

Having  been  raised  from  the  dead,  they  shall 
"mount  up  together  in  the  clouds,"  along  with 
those  who  have  been  miraculously  changed,  "to 
meet  the  Lord  in  the  air:  and  so  shall  they  ever  be 
with  the  Lord."  Among  that  glorious  company 
shall  be  found  those  infants  and  little  children  whose 
untimely  departure  to  "the  land  of  the  enemy" 
drew  forth  such  tender  regrets  and  bitter  tears. 
They  shall  not  only  "return,"  but  "come  to  Zion, 
with  songs  and  everlasting  joy  upon  their  heads: 
they  shall  obtain  joy  and  gladness,  and  sorrow  and 
sighing  shall  flee  away."  They  shall  not  only  leave 
for  ever  the  dark  and  lonesome  abodes  of  death,  but 
they  shall  for  ever  dwell  in  the  cheerful  regions  of 
perfect  life,  and  light,  and  joy.  They  shall  not  only 
be  brought  from  the  land  of  the  enemy,  but  they 
shall  be  "  brought  in  and  be  planted  in  the  mountain 
of  Jehovah's  inheritance,  in  the  place  which  He  has 
made  for  Himself  to  dwell  in,  in  the  sanctuary  which 
His  hand  has  established."  There  "  Jehovah- Jesus 
shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever,"  and  there  "  they  shall 
reign  with  Him."  The  long  silence  of  the  grave 
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shall  be  exchanged  for  the  ceaseless  ever-new  song 
of  Moses  and  the  Lamb.  ' '  Sing  unto  the  Lord,  for 
He  hath  triumphed  gloriously." 

Who  is  like  unto  Jehovah  among  the  gods  ?  Who  is 
like  unto  Him,  glorious  in  holiness,  fearful  in  praises, 
doing  wonders  ?  He  has  ransomed  us  from  the  power 
of  the  grave.  He  has  redeemed  us  from  death.  He 
has  swallowed  up  death  in  life.  0  death,  where  is 
thy  sting  ?  O  grave,  where  is  thy  victory  ?  Thanks 
be  to  Him  who  has  given  us  the  victory.  Salvation 
to  our  God  and  to  the  Lamb,  for  ever  and  ever.  To 
Him  who  loved  us,  and  washed  us  from  our  sins  in 
His  own  blood;  to  Him  be  glory  and  honor  for  ever 
and  ever.  Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was  slain,  slain 
for  us.  "  Hallelujah  !  "  And  again  and  again  the 
great  multitude,  with  a  voice  as  of  many  waters  and 
mighty  thunderings,  shall  shout  "Hallelujah!" 
And  none  in  all  the  happy  company  will  sing  more 
sweetly  than  the  little  children. 

Then,  indeed,  shall  be  brought  to  pass  the  saying 
that  is  written,  "Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes  and 
sucklings  thou  hast  perfected  praise." 


THE  LAMBS   ALL   SAFELY  FOLDED. 

UNKNOWN. 

I  LOVED  them  so, 

That  when  the  Elder  Shepherd  of  the  fold, 
Came,  covered  with  the  storm,  and  pale  and  cold, 
And  begged  for  one  of  my  sweet  lambs  to  hold, 

I  bade  Him  go. 
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He  claimed  the  pet; 

A  little  fondling  thing,  that  to  my  breast 
Clung  always,  either  in  quiet  or  unrest; 
I  thought  of  all  my  lambs  I  loved  him  best, 

And  yet — and  yet— 

I  laid  him  down, 

In  those  white  shrouded  arms,  with  bitter  tears; 
For  some  voice  told  me  that,  in  after  years,  > 
He  should  know  nought  of  passion,  grief,  or  fears, 

As  I  had  known. 

And  yet  again 

That  Elder  Shepherd  came;  my  heart  grew  faint- 
He  claim'd  another  lamb,  with  sadder  plaint. 
Another  !    She,  who,  gentle  as  a  saint, 

Ne'er  gave  me  pain. 

Aghast  I  turned  away; 
There  sat  she,  lovely  as  an  angel's  dream, 
Her  golden  locks  with  sunlight  all  agleam, 
Her  holy  eyes  with  heaven  in  their  beam; 

I  knelt  to  pray: 

"Is  it  Thy  will? 

My  Father  !  say,  must  this  pet  lamb  be  given  ? 
O,  thou  hast  many  such,  dear  Lord,  in  heaven  !  " 
And  a  soft  voice  said,  "  Nobly  hast  thou  striven; 

But— peace,  be  still !" 

Oh,  how  I  wept 

And  clasped  her  to  my  bosom,  with  a  wild 
And  yeaming  love — my  lamb,  my  pleasant  child: 
Her,  too,  I  gave— the  little  angel  smiled, 

And  slept ! 
9 
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"Go!  go!"  I  cried: 

For,  once  again,  that  Shepherd  laid  His  hand 
Upon  the  noblest  of  our  household  band; 
Like  a  pale  spectre,  there  He  took  His  stand, 

Close  to  his  side. 

And  yet  how  wondrous  sweet 
The  look  with  which  He  heard  my  passionate  cry 
"  Touch  not  my  lamb— for  him  0  let  me  die  !  " 
"A  little  while,"  he  said,  with  smile  and  sigh, 

" Again  to  meet." 

Hopeless  I  fell; 

And  when  I  rose,  the  light  had  burned  so  low, 

So  faint,  I  could  not  see  my  darling  go. 

He  had  not  bidden  me  farewell;  but,  ah  ! 
I  felt  farewell- 
More  deeply  far 

Than  if  my  arms  had  compass' d  that  slight  frame; 

Though  could  I  but  have  heard  him  breathe  my 
name— 

"  Dear  mother  !  "—but  in  heaven  'twill  be  the  same; 
There  burns  my  star  ! 

He  will  not  take 

Another  lamb,  I  thought;  for  only  one 
Of  the  dear  fold  is  spared  to  be  my  sun, 
My  guide,  my  mourner  when  this  life  is  done; 

My  heart  would  break. 

O,  with  what  thrill 

I  heard  Him  enter;  but  I  did  not  know 
(For  it  was  dark)  that  He  had  robbed  me  so; 
The  idol  of  my  soul — he  could  not  gc 

0,  heart,  be  still ! 
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Came  morning:  can  I  tell 

How  this  poor  frame  its  sorrowful  tenant  kept  ? 
For  waking  tears  were  mine;  I,  sleeping,  wept, 
And  days,  months,  years,  that  weary  vigil  kept. 

Alas,  "Farewell," 

How  often  it  is  said  ! 

T  sit  and  think,  and  wonder,  too,  sometime, 
How  it  will  seem,  when,  in  that  happier  clime, 
It  never  will  ring  oat  like  fnneral  chime 

Over  the  dead. 

No  tears  !  no  tears  ! 

Will  there  a  day  come  that  I  shall  not  weep  ? 

For  I  bedew  my  pillow  in  my  sleep. 

Yes,  yes,  thank  God,  no  grief  that  clime  shall  keep- 
No  weary  years. 


Ay,  "  It  is  well! 
Well  with  my  lambs,  and  with  their  earthly  guide ; 
There,  pleasant  rivers  wander  they  beside, 
Or  strike  sweet  harps  upon  its  silver  tide- 
Ay,  "It  is  well!" 

Through  the  dreary  day 
They  often  come  from  glorious  light  to  me: 
I  cannot  feel  their  touch,  their  faces  see, 
Yet,  my  soul  whispers,  they  do  come  to  me; 

Heaven  is  not  far  away  ! 
—The  Christian  Witness,  DR.  JOHN  CAMPBELL,  Editor. 


AFFLICTIONS  are  the  medicine  of  the  mind;  if  they 
are  not  toothsome,  it  is  not  required  in  physic  that 

it  should  please,  but  heal. 

BISHOP  HEASHAW. 
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DIVINE   BENEFICENCE    IN   THE   DEATH   OF 
CHILDREN. 

REV.  THOMAS  BINNEY,  D.D. 

jj  AM  fond  of  children.  I  think  them  the  poetry 
of  the  world, — the  fresh  flowers  of  our  hearths 
^  and  homes,  little  conjurers,  with  their  "  natural 
magic,"  evoking  by  their  spells  the  delight  that 
enriches  all  ranks  and  equalizes  the  different  classes 
of  society.  Often  as  they  bring  with  them  anxieties 
and  cares,  and  live  to  occasion  sorrow  and  grief,  we 
should  get  on  very  badly  without  them.  Only  think 
—if  there  was  never  anything  anywhere  to  be  seen, 
but  great,  grown-up  men  and  women  !  How  we 
should  long  for  the  sight  of  a  little  child  !  Every 
infant  comes  into  the  world  like  a  delegated  prophet, 
the  harbinger  and  herald  of  good  tidings,  whose 
office  it  is,  "  to  turn  the  hearts  of  the  fathers  to  the 
children,"  and  to  draw  the  "  disobedient  to  the  wis 
dom  of  the  just."  A  child  softens  and  purifies  the 
heart,  warming  and  melting  it  by  its  gentle  pres 
ence;  it  enriches  the  soul  by  new  feelings,  and 
awakens  within  it  what  is  favorable  to  virtue.  It  is 
a  beam  of  light,  a  fountain  of  love,  a  teacher  whose 
lessons  few  can  resist.  Infants  recall  us  from  much 
that  engenders  and  encourages  selfishness,  that 
freezes  the  affections,  roughens  the  manners,  indu 
rates  the  heart; — they  brighten  the  home,  deepen 
love,  invigorate  exertion,  infuse  courage,  and  vivify 
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and  sustain  the  charities  of  life.  It  would  be  a  terri 
ble  world,  I  do  think,  if  it  was  riot  embellished  by 
little  children;  but  it  would  be  a  far  more  terrible 
one  if  little  children  did  not  die  !  Many,  I  dare  say, 
would  be  shocked  by  this  assertion.  It  may  be  true, 
however,  nevertheless. 

I  am  quite  aware  that  death  is  in  itself  a  very 
fearful  thing;  and  i\\&i  premature  death  is  thought 
to  be  "  mysterious," — something  to  be  submitted  to, 
as  incapable  of  being  reconciled  with  the  idea  of 
presiding  wisdom  and  love, — to  be  mourned  over  as 
an  unmixed  evil,  expressive  only  of  the  wrath  of 
God  and  the  misery  of  man  !  Now,  I  quite  hold  that 
death  is  punitive.  I  believe  it  to  be  the  consequence 
and  the  proof  of  the  apostasy.  I  take  it  to  be  the 
mode  of  departure  from  earth  which  iras  introduced 
by  sin, — painful,  appalling,  dark,— instead  of  that 
bright  and  glorious  translation  which  would  proba 
bly  have  awaited  successful  virtue.  You  will  please 
to  observe,  that,  as  no  world  of  limited  extent  could 
have  continued  the  fixed  dwelling-place  of  immor 
tals,  whose  numbers  were  perpetually  receiving 
augmentation, — and  as  the  primary  law  of  all  intel 
ligence  would  seem  to  be  that  of  progress  and  ad 
vancement, — the  probability  is,  that  man  was  never 
meant  for  this  world  only;  departure  from  it  would 
be  the  law  of  his  creation;  but,  on  the  alternative  of 
his  retaining  his  loyalty  to  God,  that  departure 
would  have  occurred  after  the  full  development  of 
his  nature  here  had  fitted  him  for  a  rise  in  the  scale 
of  being,  and  it  would  have  come  in  the  form  of  re 
ward  and  honor,  perhaps  with  visible  and  public 
splendor, — the  joyous  congratulations  of  those  left 
on  earth  mingling  with  the  welcome,  the  sympho- 
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nies  and  the  songs  of  those  superior  spirits,  to  whose 
higher  sphere  the  individual  ascended.  Sin,  how 
ever,  reversed  all  this.  Instead  of  it,  Humanity  had 
to  "  depart  hence  "  by  returning  to  the  dust;  to  go 
down  into  the  dark  valley,  and  to  pass  thus  towards 
the  awful  future,— the  vast  unknown  ! 

Death,  then,  simply  considered,  having  become 
the  law  by  which  man's  residence  here  was  to  ter 
minate;  and  Humanity  having  become  what  entirely 
changed  its  character  and  circumstances, — giving  a 
new  importance  to  the  relationships  of  life,  and  im 
pressing  uncertainty,  to  say  the  least,  on  the  future 
beyond  it;  this  being  the  case,  to  render  life  itself 
tolerable  to  man,  it  was  necessary  that  the  fixed  gen 
eral  law  should  be  softened  and  modified  by  two 
others.  That  is  to  say,  it  was  necessary  that  death 
should  so  occur  as  not  to  be  of  the  nature  of  a  distinct, 
positive,  and  public  revelation  of  the  precise  future 
into  which  each  individual  passed;  and,  that  men 
should  live  utterly  uncertain  as  to  when  they  were 
to  die.  The  punitive  character  of  the  original  law 
being  admitted,  anything  that  would  modify  it  in 
these  two  respects,  would  be  of  the  nature  of  benev 
olent  relief.  This  relief  is  accorded  to  us.  The  first 
is  provided  for  by  death  happening  alike  to  all;— and 
the  second  by  its  occurring  at  all  ages.  Whatever 
the  character  of  individuals  may  be,  however  possi 
ble  it  is  for  any  to  acquire  a  fitness  for  a  higher 
sphere,  (and  that,  as  we  believe,  is  pre-eminently 
possible  now  through  Christ)— still,  all  die,  and,  as 
a  general  rule,  under  the  like  circumstances  of  pain 
and  suffering,  and  very  generally,  too,  with  similar 
feelings  to  themselves  and  to  survivors  There  is  not 
such  a  difference  between  the  death-beds  of  the  relig- 
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ious  and  the  worldly,  except  in  particular  cases,  as 
some  may  suppose;  and  there  is  always  that  igno 
rance  in  relation  to  the  dead,  which  makes  it  possi 
ble  to  the  living  to  hope.  So  far,  therefore,  as  all 
the  circumstantials  of  death  are  concerned, — the 
precursors  and  attendants  and  immediate  results, 
disease,  pain,  dissolution,  corruption, — which  in  all 
ages  have  constituted  topics  of  pathetic  discourse,  or 
subjects  for  odes  and  songs  of  lamentation, — so  far 
as  these  are  concerned,  they  are  the  benevolent  pro 
ducts  of  a  modifying  law,  with  which  God  in  His 
goodness  has  softened  the  rigor  of  the  original  inflic 
tion. 

The  same  principle  applies  to  premature  death. 
All  of  you  can  see  that  a  general  law,  terminating 
life  in  all  cases  on  a  precise  day,  would  be  painful 
and  intolerable;  it  would  poison  life  from  first  to 
last,  and  it  might  provoke  and  exasperate  license 
and  lust.  It  is  important,  both  for  happiness  and 
virtue,  that  no  one  should  know  when  he  is  to  die. 
This  object,  however,  can  only  be  secured  by  death 
happening  at  every  moment  throughout  the  entire 
period  allotted  to  man — extreme  cases,  even,  such 
as  death  before  leaving  the  spring-head  and  fountain 
of  life,  and  death  being  delayed  beyond  all  known 
or  ordinary  instances, — these  are  alike  the  working 
out  of  the  same  law.  To  secure,  then,  the  proposed 
object, — to  place  humanity  under  the  most  gracious 
and  benevolent  constitution  of  things  at  all  possible 
now, — in  order  that  men  might  so  live  as  to  enjoy 
life,  because  happily  ignorant  respecting  its  termi 
nation,— on  this  account  it  is,  that  infants  and  chil 
dren  die;  that  youths  and  maidens  die;  that  the 
young  man  splendidly  endowed,  the  young  woman 
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beautiful  and  accomplished,  die;  the  hride  in  her  day 
of  tremulous  delight,  the  mother  in  the  hour  of  her 
new  joy,  the  strong  man  in  the  glory  of  his  strength, 
—  on  this  account  they  die.  They  die,  — that  all 
who  live  may  live  on  under  the  blessed  conscious 
ness  that  they  know  not  when  they  are  to  die.  The 
whole  race  reaps  the  benefit  of  premature  mortality. 
The  glow  and  brightness  of  all  life  is  connected  with 
the  graves  and  sepulchres  of  the  young.  Those  who 
die  early,  or  in  the  midst  of  their  days,  enjoy  the 
advantage  while  they  live.  But  the  law  would  be 
infringed,  and  would  be  contradictory  and  unnat 
ural  if  parents  were  to  be  sure  that  no  child  could 
possibly  die  till  it  was  a  day  old,  or  a  month,  or  a 
year,  or  two  years,  or  ten;— to  be  thoroughly  kind, 
the  law  must  be  carried  out  to  its  farthest  extent,  and 
come  into  play  from  the  very  first  moment  of  possi 
ble  vitality.  Hence  it  is  that  infants  die; — they  die 
through  the  working  of  a  most  benevolent  secondary 
law,  brought  in  to  break  the  rigor  of  the  first.  And 
they  die  for  the  benefit  of  the  race.  Their  lives  are 
taken  for  the  sake  of  securing  the  happiness  of  the 
world.  I  had  almost  said, — and  I  may  say  it  as 
speaking  in  a  figure, — that  a  babe  in  its  coffin  may 
be  supposed  to  look,  to  its  weeping  parents,  like  a 
little  "dead  Christ!"  It  has  died  vicariously — to 
secure  a  temporal  advantage  for  the  world,  even  as 
Christ  died  vicariously  to  secure  for  it  a  spiritual  re 
demption.  The  one  dies,  that  we  may  not  know 
when  we  shall  die;  the  other  died  that  we  might 
know  ' '  that  our  Eedeemer  liveth. ' '  By  the  one  fact 
we  are  enabled  to  endure  life;  by  the  other  we  are 
taught  to  die  in  hope,  and  to  look  forward  to  the 
resurrection  of  the  dead.  Let  a  halo  of  glory,  then, 
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seem  to  encircle  that  fair  brow,— the  brow  of  that 
little  babe,  lying  cold  and  dead  there,  on  the  lap  of 
its  mother  !  Poor  mother  !  thy  sorrow  is  great ! 
Weep  away;— let  the  hot  tears  gush  out;— it  is  not 
the  time  to  speak  to  thee  now.  But  very  soon  fchou 
wilt  come  to  understand  how,  all  thy  life,  thou  hast 
been  reaping  advantages  that  came  to  thee  by  flic, 
death  of  the  infants  of  others;  and  thou  wilt  learn  to 
acquiesce  in  what  is  really  the  result  of  one  of  the 
most  benevolent  of  God's  arrangements.  The  death 
of  thy  child,  as  a  human  being,  is  from  sin;  but  his 
death  as  a  child  is,  because  he  is  one  of  the  chosen 
of  the  race,  whose  lot  and  mission  are  not  to  live  to 
do  and  to  enjoy,  but  simply  to  die,—  but  to  die  for  the 
benefit  of  the  whole  species,  the  world  over  !  " 


SHE  died  in   beauty,  like  a  rose  blown    from    its 

parent  stem; 
She  died  in  beauty,  like  a  pearl  dropped  from  some 

diadem ; 
She  died  in  beauty,  like  a  lay  along  a  moon-lit 

lake; 
She  died  in  beauty,  like  the  song  of  birds  amid  the 

brake; 

She  died  in  beauty,  -like  the  snow  on  flowers,  dis 
solved  away; 
She  died  in  beauty,  like  a  star  lost  on  the  brow  of 

day. 
She  lives  in  glory,  like  night's  gems  set  round  the 

silver  moon. 

She  lives  in  glory,  like  the  sun  amid  the  blue  of  June. 

UNKNOWN. 
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"IS  IT  WELL  WITH   THE   CHILD?" 

REV.  C.  H.  SPURGEON. 
Is  it  well  with  the  child  ?     And  she  answered,  It  is  well." 

I  Am\0 W  let  every  mother  and  father  know  assuredly 
that  it  is  well  with  the  child,  if  God  hath 
taken  it  away  from  you  in  its  infant  days. 
You  never  heard  its  declaration  of  faith — it  was  not 
capable  of  such  a  thing—it  was  not  baptized  into  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  not  buried  with  him  in  baptism; 
it  was  not  capable  of  giving  that  "  answer  of  a  good 
conscience  toward  God;"  nevertheless,  you  may 
rest  assured  that  it  is  well  with  the  child,  well  in  a 
higher  and  better  sense  than  it  is  well  with  your 
selves;  well  without  limitation,  well  without  excep 
tion,  well  infinitely,  "  well"  eternally. 

I  now  come  to  make  a  PRACTICAL  USE  OF  THE  DOC 
TRINE. — First,  let  it  be  a  comfort  to  bereaved  parents. 
You  say  it  is  a  heavy  cross  that  you  have  to  carry. 
Remember,  it  is  easier  to  carry  a  dead  cross  than  a 
living  one.  To  have  a  living  cross  is  indeed  a  trib 
ulation, — to  have  a  child  who  is  rebellious  in  his 
childhood,  vicious  in  his  youth,  debauched  in  his 
manhood  !  AJi,  would  God  that  he  had  died  from 
the  birth;  would  God  that  he  had  never  seen  the 
light !  Many  a  father's  hairs  have  been  brought 
with  sorrow  to  the  grave  through  his  living  children, 
but  I  think  never  through  his  dead  babes;  certainly 
not  if  he  were  a  Christian,  and  were  able  to  take  the 
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comfort  of  the  apostle's  words — "  We  sorrow  not  as 
they  that  are  without  hope."  So  you  would  have 
your  child  live  ?  Ah,  if  you  could  have  drawn  aside 
the  veil  of  destiny,  and  have  seen  to  what  he  might 
have  lived  !  Would  you  have  had  him  live  to  ripen 
for  the  gallows  ?  Would  you  have  him  live  to  curse 
his  father's  God  ?  Would  you  have  him  live  to 
make  your  home  wretched,  to  make  you  wet  your 
pillow  with  teai-s,  and  send  you  to  your  daily  work 
with  your  hands  upon  your  loins  because  of  sorrow  ? 
Such  might  have  been  the  case;  it  is  not  so  now,  for 
your  little  one  sings  before  the  throne  of  God.  Do 
you  know  from  what  sorrows  your  little  one  has  es 
caped?  You  have  had  enough  yourself.  It  was 
born  of  woman,  it  would  have  been  of  few  days  and 
full  of  trouble  as  you  are.  It  has  escaped  those  sor 
rows;  do  you  lament  that?  Bemember,  too,  your 
own  sins,  and  the  deep  sorrow  of  repentance.  Had 
that  child  lived,  it  would  have  been  a  sinner,  and  it 
must  have  known  the  bitterness  of  conviction  of  sin. 
It  has  escaped  that;  it  rejoices  now  in  the  glory  of 
God,  Then  would  you  have  it  back  again  ? 

Bereaved  parents,  could  you  for  a  moment  see 
your  own  offspring  above,  I  think  you  would  very 
speedily  wipe  away  your  tears.  There  among  the 
sweet  voices  which  sing  the  perpetual  carol  may  be 
heard  the  voice  of  your  own  child— an  angel  now, 
and  you  the  mother  of  a  songster  before  the  throne 
of  God.  You  might  not  have  murmured  had  you 
received  the  promise  that  your  child  should  have 
been  elevated  to  the  peerage;  it  has  been  elevated 
higher  than  that— to  the  peerage  of  heaven.  It  has 
received  the  dignity  of  the  immortals;  it  is  robed  in 
better  than  royal  garments;  it  is  more  rich  and  more 
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blessed  than  it  could  have  been  if  all  the  crowns  of 
earth  could  have  been  put  upon  its  head.  Where 
fore,  then,  could  you  complain  ?  An  old  poet  has 
penned  a  verse  well-fitted  for  an  infant's  epitaph:— 

Short  was  my  life,  the  longer  is  my  rest; 

God  takes  those  soonest  whom  he  loveth  best; 

Who's  born  to-day,  and  dies  to-morrow, 

Loses  some  hours  of  joy,  but  months  of  sorrow; 

Other  diseases  often  come  to  grieve  us, 

Death  strikes  but  once,  and  that  stroke  doth  relieve  us." 

Your  child  has  had  that  one  stroke  and  has  been 
relieved  from  all  these  pains,  and  you  may  say  of  it, 
This  much  we  know,  he  is  supremely  blessed,  has 
escaped  from  sin,  and  care,  and  woe,  and  with  the 
Saviour  rests.  " Happy  the  babe,"  says  Hervey, 
"who, 

Privileged  by  faith,  a  shorter  labor  and  a  lighter  weight, 
Received  but  yesterday  the  gift  of  breath, 
Ordered  to-morrow  to  return  to  death." 

While  another  soys,  looking  upward  to  the  skies,— 

"  O  blest  exchange,  O  envied  lot, 
Without  a  conflict  crowned, 
Stranger  to  pain,  in  pleasure  bless'd, 
And,  without  fame,  renowned." 

So  is  it.  It  is  well  to  fight  and  win,  but  to  win 
as  fairly  without  the  fight !  It  is  well  to  sing  the 
song  of  triumph  after  we  have  passed  the  Eed  Sea 
with  all  its  terrors;  but  to  sing  the  song  without  the 
sea  is  more  glorious  still !  I  do  not  know  that  I 
would  prefer  the  lot  of  a  child  in  heaven  myself.  I 
think  it  is  nobler  to  have  borne  the  storm,  and  to 
have  struggled  against  the  wind  and  the  rain.  I 
think  it  will  be  a  subject  of  congratulation  through 
eternity,  for  you  and  me,  that  we  did  not  come  so 
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easy  a  way  to  heaven,  for  it  is  only  a  pin's  prick 
after  all,  this  mortal  life;  then  there  is  exceeding 
great  glory  hereafter.  But  yet  I  think  we  may 
still  thank  God  for  those  little  ones,  that  they  have 
heeii  spared  our  sins,  and  spared  our  infirmities,  and 
spared  our  pains,  and  are  entered  into  the  rest  above. 
Thus  saith  the  "Lord  unto  thee,  0  Rachel,  if  thou 
weepest  for  thy  children,  and  refusest  to  be  com 
forted  because  they  are  not:  "Refrain  thy  voice 
from  weeping,  and  thine  eyes  from  tears:  for  thy 
work  shall  be  rewarded,  saith  the  Lord;  and  they 
shall  come  again  from  the  land  of  the  enemy." 

The  next  and  perhaps  more  useful  and  profitable 
inference  to  be  drawn  from  the  text  is  this:  many 
of  you  are  parents  who  have  children  in  heaven. 
Is  it  not  a  desirable  thing  that  you  should  go  there 
too  ?  And  yet  have  I  not  in  these  galleries  and  in 
this  area,  some,  perhaps  many,  who  have  no  hope 
for  hereafter  ?  In  fact,  you  have  left  that  which  is 
beyond  the  grave  to  be  thought  of  another  day,  you 
have  given  all  your  time  and  thoughts  to  the  short, 
brief,  and  unsatisfactory  pursuits  of  mortal  life. 
Mother,  unconverted  mother,  from  the  battlements 
of  heaven  your  child  beckons  you  to  Paradise. 
Father,  ungodly,  impenitent  father,  the  little  eyes 
that  once  looked  joyously  on  you  look  down  upon 
you  now,  and  the  lips  which  had  scarcely  learned  to 
call  you  father,  ere  they  were  sealed  by  the  silence 
of  death,  may  be  heard  as  with  a  still  small  voice, 
saying  to  you  this  morning,  "  Father,  must  we  be 
for  ever  divided  by  the  great  gulf  which  no  man  can 
pass?"  Doth  not  nature  itself  put  a  kind  of  long 
ing  in  your  soul  that  you  may  be  bound  in  the  bun 
dle  of  life  with  your  own  children  ?  Then  stop  and 
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think.  As  you  are  at  present,  you  cannot  hope  for 
that;  for  your  way  is  sinful,  you  have  forgotten 
Christ,  you  have  not  repented  of  sin,  you  have  loved 
the  wages  of  iniquity.  I  pray  thee  go  to  thy  cham 
ber  this  morning,  and  think  of  thyself  as  being 
driven  from  thy  little  ones,  banished  for  ever  from 
the  presence  of  God,  "cast"  where  " their  worm 
dieth  not,  and  the  fire  is  not  quenched."  If  thou 
wilt  think  of  these  matters,  perhaps  the  heart  will 
begin  to  move,  and  the  eyes  may  begin  to  flow,  and 
then  may  the  Holy  Spirit  put  before  thine  eyes  the 
cross  of  the  Saviour,  the  holy  child  Jesus  !  And  re 
member,  if  thou  wilt  turn  thine  eye  to  Him  thou 
shalt  live;  if  thou  belie  vest  on  Him  with  all  thy 
heart  thou  shalt  be  with  him  where  He  is, — with 
all  those  whom  the  Father  gave  Him  who  have  gone 
before.  Thou  needest  not  to  be  shut  out.  Wilt 
thou  sign  thine  own  doom,  and  write  thine  own 
death  warrant  ?  Neglect  not  this  great  salvation, 
but  may  the  grace  of  God  work  with  thee  to  make 
thee  seek,  for  thou  shalt  find — to  make  thee  knock, 
for  the  door  shall  be  opened — to  make  thee  ask,  for 
he  that  asketh  shall  receive  !  Oh,  might  I  take  you 
by  the  hand, — perhaps  you  have  come  from  a 
newly -made  grave,  or  left  the  child  at  home  dead, 
and  God  has  made  me  a  messenger  to  you  this 
morning, — oh,  might  I  take  you  by  the  hand  and 
say,  "  We  cannot  bring  him  back  again,  the  spirit 
is  gone  beyond  recall,  but  you  may  follow  !  "  Be 
hold  the  ladder  of  light  before  you  !  The  first  step 
upon  it  is  repentance,  out  of  thyself;  the  next  step 
is  faith,  into  Christ,  and  when  thou  art  there,  thou 
art  fairly  and  safely  on  thy  way,  and  ere  long  thou 
shalt  be  received  at  heaven's  gates  by  those  very  lit- 
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tie  ones  who  have  gone  before,  that  they  may  come 
to  welcome  thee  when  thou  shouldst  land  upon  the 
eternal  shores. 


HAPPY   EVA. 

JOHN  G.  WHITTIKR. 

thy  tears  for  holy  Eva  ! 
With  the  blessed  angels  leave  her; 
Of  the  form  so  soft  and  fair 
Give  to  earth  the  tender  care. 

In  the  better  home  of  Eva 
Let  the  shining  ones  receive  her, 
With  the  welcome  voiced  psalm, 
Harp  of  gold  and  waving  palm  ! 

All  is  light  and  peace  with  Eva; 
There  the  darkness  conieth  never; 
Tears  are  wiped  and  fetters  fall, 
And  the  Lord  is  all  in  all. 

Weep  no  more  for  happy  Eva, 
Wrong  and  sin  no  more  shall  grieve  her; 
Care,  and  pain,  and  weariness 
Lost  in  love  so  measureless. 

Gentle  Eva,  loving  Eva, 
Child  confessor,  true  believer, 
Listen  at  the  Master's  knee, 
44  Suffer  such  to  come  to  me  !  " 

O  for  faith  like  thee,  sweet  Eva, 
Lighting  all  the  solemn  river, 
And  the  blessings  of  the  poor 
Wafting  to  the  heavenly  shore  ! 
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THE   FADED  FLOWER. 

KEY.  JOHN  JAMESON. 

0  quickly,  so  lightly,  and  so  placidly  passed  she, 
that  ere  we  had  the  courage  to  think  she  was 
going,  already  she  was  not.  With  all  the 
simplicity  of  an  infant,  she  had  said  to  her  mother,  the 
day  before  she  fell  ill,  that  she  was  going  to  die.  Just 
as  she  was  departing,  she  revived  for  a  moment, 
gathered  strength,  and  throwing  one  full  look  of 
kindness  on  her  trembling  parent,  breathed  her  last. 
li  That  look,"  said  her  mother  to  me,  "  I  can  never 
forget;  that  look  was  all  the  portion  she  had  to  be 
queath;  and  that  look  now  lifts  me  up."  There 
was  something  very  fine  in  the  scene.  Little  John 
nie,  heedless  of  his  own  grief, — and  he,  too,  had  been 
crying  bitterly, — when  he  beheld  his  mother  weep 
ing,  sprung  to  her,  clasped  her  in  his  arms,  clapped 
her  with  all  his  gentleness,  and  kissed  the  tears  from 
her  cheeks. 

This  world  of  ours,  my  dear  Mary,  is  just  a  green 
house,  where  there  are  flowers  of  every  standing. 
Those,  generally,  of  a  commoner  and  lowlier  sort 
hang  long,  and  from  month  to  month,  unfading  still, 
deal  out,  with  unchanging  hue,  their  daily  meed  of 
fragrance, — it  may  be.  little  felt  and  little  noticed, 
but  still  they  are  there.  Those,  again,  of  grander 
flowering,  with  their  bright  and  delicate  and  spark 
ling  beauty,  which  rivets  our  gaze,  soon,  right  soon, 
alas  !  fade  away.  There  is  a  flower,  they  tell  us, 
the  most  exquisite  of  all  that  blossoms,  which  blooms 
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during  night,  as  if  day  were  too  strong  for  the  deli 
cacy  of  its  sweetness  In  such  haste  is  it  to  be 
gone,  that  in  the  self-same  hour  in  which  it  opens 
and  spreads  its  loveliness,  it  sheds  it,  and  its  leaf 
falls  off.  The  gardener  alone,  curious  and  deeply 
interested,  who  has  sat  up  and  watched  to  see,  has 
catched  and  felt  the  pleasure  of  the  passing  sight. 
Your  little  Maggie  was  such  a  flower.  Why  should 
we  think  it  strange  when  the  flower  is  faded  >— 
"the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  hloweth  upon  it."  The 
flower  has  lived  its  own,  its  appointed  time;  and 
could  tarry  no  longer,  by  no  means.  A  child  may 
cry  when  its  lovely  flower  is  gone;  far  otherwise  the 
gardener  himself,— he  is  satisfied,  nay,  is  quite  de 
lighted,  that  ever  such  a  flower  was  his. 


THE   MOTHER'S   BLIGHTED   HOPES. 

REV.  JOHN  KITTO,  D.D. 

N  [referring  to  the  death  of  the  widow  of 
Zarephath's  only  son]   we  behold  that  a 
-      child  so  dear— 

.     "  Like  a  flower  crusht  with  a  blast  is  dead, 
And  ere  full  time  hangs  down  his  smiling  head," 

how  many  sweet  interests  in  life,  how  many  hopes 
for  the  time  to  come,  go  down  to  the  dust  with  him  ! 
The  purest  and  most  heart -felt  enjoyment  which 
life  offers  to  a  mother  in  the  society  of  her  little 
child,  is  cut  off  for  ever.  The  hope— the  mother's 
hope,  of  great  and  good  things  to  come  from  this 
her  son,  is  lost  for  her.  "The  live  coal  that  was 
left,"  and  which  she  had  reckoned  that  time  would 
raise  to  a  cheerful  flame,  to  warm  her  home,  and  to 
10 


146  THE   BOW  IN  THE   CLOUD. 

preserve  and  illustrate  the  name  and  memory  of  his 
dead  father,  is  gone  out— is  quenched  in  darkness. 
The  arms  which  so  often  clung  caressingly  around 
her,  and  whose  future  strength  promised  to  be  as  a 
staff  to  her  old  age,  are  stiff  in  death ,  The  eyes  which 
glistened  so  lovingly  when  she  came  near,  now  know 
her  not.  The  little  tongue,  whose  guileless  prattle 
had  made  the  long  days  of  her  bereavement  short,  is 
now  silent  as  that  of  the  "  mute  dove. "  Alas  !  alas  ! 
that  it  should  ever  be  a  mother's  lot  to  close  in  death 
the  eyes  of  one  whose  pious  duty,  if  spared,  should 
be  in  future  years  to  press  down  her  own  eyelids. 
This  is  one  of  the  great  mysteries  of  life,  to  be  solved 
only  thoroughly,  only  fully  to  our  satisfaction,  in 
that  day,  when  passing  ourselves  the  gates  of  light, 
we  behold  all  our  lost  ones  gathered  around  our  feet. 


"A   LITTLE   CHILD   SHALL   LEAD   THEM. 

REV.  WILLIAM  BLAIR,  M.A. 

|f  HE  house  is  dark,  the  house  is  sad, 

The  house  is  hushed  to  rest; 
In  every  heart  sits  grief,  the  guest 
Unbidden  and  unblest. 

One  leaf  is  lost,  one  bud  is  shed, 

One  flower  less  sees  the  sun; 
A  pulse  has  paused,  a  soul  has  fled, 

A  little  life  has  run. 

We  miss  the  music  of  a  voice 

That  warbled  once  so  sweet; 
The  sparkle  of  two  laughing  eyes, 

The  patter  of  two  feet. 
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The  trifles  of  the  passing  hour, 

The  toys  that  pleased  the  while, 
The  lingering  words  at  parting  said, 

The  dimpling,  welcome  smile. 

Such  garnered  things  of  memory 

We  keep  a  sacred  trust; 
The  relics  of  our  vanished  joy, 

The  rose-leaves  turned  to  dust. 

We  grieve  not  for  thy  early  bliss, 

Thy  sudden  glory  given; 
The  chill  of  earth  escaped,  to  wear 

The  shining  robe  in  heaven. 

No  more  the  stress  of  pain  or  grief 

Shall  press  thee— happy  now; 
The  strife  is  waged,  the  victory  won, 

The  laurel  on  thy  brow. 

The  flower  that  faded  here  below 

Now  blooms  a  flower  above; 
The  star  that  set  at  early  dawn 

Now  shines  in  realms  of  love. 

An  Eastern  star  to  Bethlehem's  babe 

Did  wondering  sages  bring; 
The  star  that  leads  our  steps  beams  o'er 

The  place  where  Christ  is  King. 


THE  child  is  dead;  it  lived  a  little  while  in  a  world 
of  which  it  knew  nothing;  and  is  gone  to  another 
in  which  it  is  already  become  wiser  than  the  wisest 

it  has  left  behind. 

WILLIAM  COWPER. 
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THE   CHARM   OF   CHILDHOOD. 

REV.  GEO.  GILFILLAN. 

'HE  charm  of  childhood, — who  has  not  felt  it  ?— 
although  it  may  not  always  be  easy  to  ana 
lyze  its  elements.  Some  of  them,  however, 
are  obvious  enough,  and  are  found  in  the  young  of 
all  animals,  and  in  all  youthful  things.  The  full- 
groAvn  tree  has  much  beauty,  but  more  still  belongs 
to  the  tender  sapling,  which  the  snow  almost  breaks 
as  it  descends  upon  it,  and  which  seems  so  helpless, 
yet  interesting,  in  its  infancy.  The  full-blown  rose 
is  a  gorgeous  object,  but  sweeter  still  the  rosebud, 
peering  out  timidly  through  its  half -opened  eye  into 
the  strange  atmosphere  of  earth,  and  making  you 
cry  with  the  poet, 

"  Sweet  flower,  thou'rt  opening  on  a  world 

Of  sin  and  misery; 
But  this  at  least  consoles  my  mind, 
They  cannot  injure  thee." 

The  river,  mature  in  age,  swelled  by  a  hundred 
tributaries,  arisen  in  flood,  and  raging  in  wrath  from 
bank  to  brae,  may  be  a  sublime  sight;  but  surely  it 
is  more  attractive  in  its  youth,  when  a  narrow  strip 
of  green,  amidst  barren  moors,  is  its  only  boundary, 
and  one  star  reflected  on  it  from  the  proud  heavens, 
is  its  sole  companion.  You  tremble  at  the  eagle, 
swooping  and  screaming  through  the  upper  ether, 
with  the  lightning  in  his  eye,  and  the  lamb  in  his 
talons;  but  you  love  to  look  at  the  young  eaglet. 
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lying  secure  in  its  lofty  eyrie,  and  expecting  the  ar 
rival  of  its  food-bearing  father.  The  old  sparrow  is 
a  thief — and,  as  such,  detested — hut  the  young  spar  • 
row  is  the  favorite  and  pet  of  the  child — herself  a 
pet  and  a  favorite.  The  sheep  seems  silly  enough, 
while  bleating  in  her  pastures,  and  running  away 
when  no  one  pursueth;  but  how  lovely  and  dear  the 
lamb,  suddenly  appearing  by  her  mother's  side,  as 
if  dropped  from  one  of  the  white  spring  clouds,  or 
meekly  following  in  her  train,  even  though  it  be  to 
slaughter  and  death  !  And  FK>  with  the  children  of 
the  human  family.  Coming  out  of  the  awful  cloud 
of  darkness  which  enshrouds  birth,  they  come  out 
as  stars.  Taken  out  of  earth's  lowest  parts,  they 
shine  forth  as  gems  of  the  purest  water,  and  the 
brightest  colors.  Bursting  up,  as  it  were,  from  the 
bowels  of  the  world,  they  burst  up  as  flowers  of  the 
sweetest  fragrance  and  the  most  variegated  hues. 
Purity,  simplicity,  instinct,  and  unconsciousness, 
compose  at  first  the  elements  of  a  child's  existence. 
There  it  lies — like  a  thing  of  heaven  and  eternity, 
amidst  the  bustle,  and  care,  and  evil,  of  the  world- 
nourished  on  smiles,  turning,  sweet  satellite  !  round 
the  orb  of  its  mother's  face — sending  up  aimless, 
but  beautiful  smiles  of  its  own — both  when  awake 
and  when  asleep — and  dreaming  that  "  strangest  of 
all  things,  an  infant's  dream."  In  what  innocence 
it  is  wrapped — as  if  in  swaddling-bands  of  snow ! 
No  envy  wrinkles  that  smooth  brow — no  lust  and 
no  hatred  lurk  in  that  heart— no  fury  burns  in  that 
clear,  mild  eye— its  only  food  is  milk,  and  its  only 
sin  is  tears.  In  what  blessed  ignorance  it  dwells  ? 
It  knows  not  of  God — but  neither  does  it  know  of 
His  many  foes  and  rebellious  creatures.  It  knows 
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not  of  good — but  neither  does  it  know  of  evil,  The 
alarm  of  war  it  never  heard— the  blood-spotted  and 
tear-stained  records  of  the  sad  history  of  humanity 
it  never  read — of  the  folly,  falsehood,  cruelty,  im 
piety,  and  madness  which  dwell  in  the  heart  and 
blacken  the  life  of  man,  it  is  altogether  unaware; 
and  yonder  spring  rosebud,  first  meeting  the  smile 
of  the  light,  is  not  more  unconscious  of  the  rude 
realities  of  the  world  than  that  newly-budded  babe. 
Beautiful  all  this;  but  there  is  a  period  a  little  farther 
on  when  the  child  becomes  more  interesting  far; 
that  is,  when  the  soul  awakes  within  it— and  the 
coming  forth  of  the  evening  star  from  a  mass  of 
clouds  is  not  so  beautiful  as  the  first  awaking  of  im 
mortal  mind  in  a  child's  eye;  and  when  the  heart 
awakes  within  it,  and  its  smiles  are  no  longer  undis- 
tinguishing  and  no  longer  aimless,  but  become 
deeper  in  their  significance,  while  equally  sincere; 
and  the  understanding  awakes  within  it,  and  pro 
ceeds  to  ask  questions  which  no  philosophy  and  no 
theology  have  yet  been  able  to  resolve;  and  the 
power  of  speech  awakes  within  it,  and  its  tongue 
overflows  with  that  artless  but  piercing  prattle 
which  is  more  delightful  than  the  murmur  of 
streams,  than  the  bleat  of  lambs,  or  than  the  stir  of 
wind-swept  flowers;  because,  while  equally  uncon 
scious  and  equally  musical,  it  is  full  of  articulation, 
of  meaning,  and  of  love. 
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"  BE  worthy  of  death ;  and  so  learn  to  live 
That  every  incarnation  of  thy  soul 
In  other  realms,  and  worlds,  and  firmaments 
Shall  be  more  pure  and  high." 
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ADDRESS  OX  THE  DEATH  OF  A   CHILD. 

REV.  JOSEPH  P.  CHOWN. 

:T"TTE  must  all  sympathize  with  the  grief  of  be- 
:  \/\J';  reaved  parents.  I  do  not  know  that  I  have 
^r-I  ever  felt  more  of  it  than  during  the  past 
week,  over  the  sights  I  have  witnessed  in  the  ceme 
tery  on  the  hill-side.  I  have  seen  the  coffins  of  two 
little  ones  placed  side  by  side  in  the  chapel,  and  an 
other  coffin  by  their  side,  containing  the  remains  of 
a  mother,  and  the  motherless  children  and  the  child 
less  mother  were  sorrowing  together.  And  I  have 
seen  another  dear  one  lowered  into  its  last  resting- 
place,  and  the  parents  almost  dragged  from  the  spot, 
as  though  they  could  not  leave  it  there.  And  I  have 
seen  another  laid  side  by  side  with  its  grandsire,  as 
old  age  and  infancy  slept  together  in  their  cold 
chamber.  And  yet  another  laid  in  its  narrow  rest 
ing-place,  and  then  the  little  ones  that  were  left 
dropping  their  white  roses, — the  parents'  tears,  pre 
cious  dew-drops,  falling  with  them, — upon  the  dear 
babe  whose  spirit  had  gone  to  glory,  and  whose  body 
was  left  to  moulder  to  its  native  dust,  There  is  gen 
erally,  however,  in  such  a  case,  much  to  console  us 
in  our  sorrow,  if  it  may  never  be  entirely  taken 
away. 

Sometimes  the  child  is  taken,  when  God  sees  if  it 
were  spared  it  would  engross  too  much  of  the 
parents7  affections,  it  would  be  idolized  instead  of 
loved — would  be  in  the  place  of  the  Saviour  and 
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heaven  to  the  parents,  and  that  would  not  be  well 
either  for  them  or  the  child.  Sometimes  the  child 
is  taken  instead  of  the  parent.  Justice  does  not  say, 
"  Thou  fool,  this  night  thy  soul  shall  be  required  of 
thee,"  but  Mercy  says,  instead,  "I  will  call  the 
child,  and  that  may  arrest  him  in  his  course,  and 
the  shock  may  break  the  ties  that  bind  him  to  sin. ' ' 
And  so  the  child,  who  is  ready  for  heaven,  is  taken 
—the  parent,  who  must  have  been  cast  down  to 
hell,  is  spared.  Sometimes  God  sees  that  our  af 
fections  are  becoming  too  closely  entwined  around 
earthly  objects,  and  He  takes  the  child,  that  those 
affections  may  be  drawn  up  to  heaven  with  it;  it 
needs  a  painful  wrench  to  tear  them  away,  and  it  is 
thus  He  snatches  from  us  a  present  treasure,  to  lead 
us  to  seek  after  future  and  everlasting  joys.  And 
then  we  know  they  are  not  lost — these  dear  departed 
children.  The  flower  was  given,  and  had  just  be 
gun  to  bloom  in  its  beauty  and  breathe  its  fragrance 
through  your  dwelling,  and  now  it  is  gone;  but  it  is 
not  withered,  it  is  not  stolen,  it  is  not  destroyed; 
the  Lord  of  the  garden  has  sent  His  messenger,  and 
he  has  plucked  it,  and  borne  it  up  from  the  desert 
world,  whose  rude  blasts  chilled  it,  to  the  Paradise 
where  it  shall  bud  and  bloom  in  the  sunlight  of 
heaven  for  ever  Kemember,  too,  how  many  parents 
would  have  rejoiced  if  their  flowers  had  been  taken 
to  Paradise,  instead  of  being  spared  to  be  the  poor 
wretched,  withered,  down-trodden  things  they  are 
now,  —  rather  weeds,  indeed,  than  flowers,  —  or 
crushed,  it  may  be,  almost  out  of  existence  alto 
gether.  And  think,  also,  that  if  our  little  ones  were 
taken  from  heaven  to  earth,  or  even  if  it  were  from 
earth  to  an  unknown  place,  or  to  a  worse  place,  then 
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we  might  grieve  over  it;  but  it  is  not  so;  if  we  have 
them  not  here  we  have  them  in  heaven.  About 
whomsoever  we  may  have  doubts  over  their  depar 
ture,  there  is  no  room  for  doubt  here;  the  Saviour 
who  gathered  them  around  Him  upon  earth,  and 
blessed  them,  is  gathering  them  around  Him  in 
heaven,  and  blessing  them  in  a  manner  of  which  we 
can  form  no  conception;  and  so  they  are  there, 
dwelling  in  His  presence,  blessed  in  His  smile,  rich 
in  His  glory,  and  waiting  to  welcome  those  who 
shall  follow  them,  to  their  portion  of  everlasting 
peace  and  joy. 


GOD'S   RELATIONSHIP  TO   CHILDREN. 

REV.  JOHN  GUTHRIE,  D.D. 

Father  in  Heaven,  the  infinite  Parent  of  us 
all,  and  the  Saviour,  who  did  what  110  parent 
has  done, — shed  His  blood  to  redeem  them,— 
have  a  closer  relation  to  our  children,  and  a  better 
right  to  them,  than  we.  Be  it  the  endeavor,  then, 
of  mourning  parents  to  exclaim  with  the  bereft 
patriarch,  and  as  much  as  possible  in  that  patriarch's 
spirit  and  power,  "The  Lord  gave,  and  the  Lord 
hath  taken  away;  blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord  !  " 
Yea,  let  them  overflow  with  hallelujahs,  that,  in  the 
Atonement  of  Jesus,  they  have  such  an  impregnable 
ground  of  hope  in  respect  to  their  deceased  children. 
The  fact  that  these  children  are  in  heaven,  among 
the  shining  throng,  white-robed,  and  vocal  with  the 
praises  of  redeeming  love,  should  endear  Jesus  to 
them  the  more,  through  the  ransom  of  whose  pre 
cious  blood  their  darlings  are  now  in  an  infinitely 
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happier  than  the  parental  home.  This  will  help  you, 
desolate  parent,  better  to  appreciate  and  realize  the 
claims  of  that  bright  world  to  which  they  have  been 
summoned.  You  know  not  what  use  God  may  have 
for  them  there.  Who  knows  to  what  glorious  ac 
count  Jesus,  even  now  while  you  weep,  may  there 
be  turning  their  little  radiant  spirits  ?  He  has  the 
ripened  spirits  there  of  "just  men  made  perfect;" 
and  with  these  He  gems  and  jewels  His  crown  of 
many  stars.  But  He  has  also  use  there  for  the  in 
fant  spirit  in  its  loveliness,  If  the  ripened  saints 
are  the  stars  that  grace  His  crown,  He  whose  de 
light  is  to  take  the  lambs  into  His  arms  may  well 
cull  also  the  buds  and  flowerets  of  childhood  to  clus 
ter  as  a  garland  round  His  bosom  of  love.  Your 
children's  precious  dust  is  at  present  in  the  hands 
of  the  enemy;  but  that  enemy, — "  the  last  enemy," 
— shall  be  destroyed,  and  you  and  the  tender  ob 
jects  of  your  regret,  if  you  are  only  faithful  to  that 
Saviour  whose  blood  has  saved  them,  and  persevere 
in  the  faith  and  love  of  Him  to  the  end,  will  meet 
again  ere  long,  triumphant  over  death,  the  grim  foe 
that  has  despoiled  you,  and  spend  a  long  and  happy 
Forever  in  the  presence  of  your  Lord, 

We  would  say,  in  conclusion,  to  the  bereft  parent, 
through  whose  heart  grief  has  driven  its  rude 
ploughshare,  and  whose  wounds,  it  may  be,  are  yet 
green.  "  Mourn  not  as  those  who  have  110  hope,"  for, 
as  respects  your  children,  "  there  is  hope  in  their 
end."  In  their  material  part  only,  they  are,  like 
Kachel's  of  old,  "  in  the  land  of  the  enemy:  "  their 
nobler  part  is  in  the  land,  and  in  the  embrace,  of  the 
Infinite  Friend.  Nor  is  that  Friend  forgetful  of 
their  sleeping  dust.  It  is  precious  in  his  sight. 
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"  The  redemption  of  the  body  "  is  as  sure  as  the  re 
demption  of  the  soul."  That  enemy,  "  the  last 
enemy,"  shall  one  day  be  destroyed;  and  on  that 
eventful  day,  "your  children  shall  come  again." 
Only  see  to  it,  now,  like  David,  that  you  will,  by 
faith,  "go  to  them,"  and  Jesus  will  see  to  it  then 
that  they  shall  "come  to  you."  "Thus  saith  the 
Lord;  refrain  thy  voice  from  weeping  and  thine 
eyes  from  tears;  for  thy  work  shall  be  rewarded, 
saith  the  Lord;  and  they  shall  come  again  from  the 
land  of  the  enemy. ' '  What  a  rapturous  prospect  for 
the  Christian  parent  ? 


THE  CHILDREN   SAFELY   FOLDED. 

REV.  JOSEPH  BROWN,  D.D. 

jjf  HAVE  a  full  persuasion  in  my  own  mind  that  "  it 
is  well  with  the  child  "  that  dies  in  infancy;  and  I 
^  have  often  felt  thankful  that  I  had  satisfied  my 
self  on  that  head  before  I  wras  led  to  secure  the  posses 
sion  of  a  burying  place  for  my  owrn  infant  children; 
but  my  faith  rests  less  on  any  particular  passage  than 
on  the  genius  of  the  gospel  scheme.  Just  as  I  find 
that  the  divinity  of  our  Lord  is  the  key  to  the  inter 
pretation  of  the  current  representation  of  Scripture, 
so  I  think  that  the  salvation  of  infant  children  is  in 
best  accordance  with  many  portions  of  the  holy  ora 
cles. 

I  had  occasion  to  glance  at  the  subject  of  infant 
salvation  recently,  when  speaking  of  Christ's  being 
"glorified  in"  the  number  of  "His  saints  in  that 
day,"  and  in  endeavoring  to  establish  the  position 
that  the  redeemed  will  greatly  outnumber  those 
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that  perish.  I  believe  that  even  in  past  times  the 
number  of  the  saints  may  have  been  greater  than  a 
contracted  charity  has  supposed,  than  the  spirit  of 
bigotry  has  allowed.  I  believe  that,  in  the  long 
ages  of  rest  and  triumph  in  store  for  the  Church, 
"  the  nations  of  the  saved  "  will  soon  counterbalance 
the  deficiencies  of  many  generations.  And  even  in 
reference  to  those  periods  in  which  sin  and  Satan 
have  most  prevailed,  I  comfort  myself  with  the 
thought  that  death  has  been  employed  by  Him  who 
has  the  power  of  the  keys,  in  securing  a  great  in 
gathering  into  the  kingdom  of  heaven  from  those 
who  have  died  in  fancy. 

I  remember  conversing,  many  years  ago,  on  this 
subject,  with  the  late  Ebenezer  Brown,  of  Inver- 
keithing,  and  of  marking  the  delight  he  seemed  to 
gather  from  the  thought  that  the  multitudes  of 
children  who  die  in  heathen  countries,  and  in  the 
heathen  parts  of  our  own  country,  ay,  and  even 
those  that  are  violently  taken  away  by  the  cruel 
hands  of  superstition  and  idolatry,  are  "caught  up 
to  God  and  to  His  throne,"  to  swell  the  numbers  of 
the  ransomed,  and  to  enlarge  the  honors  of  the  Re 
deemer. 


SAFE  WITH   CHRIST. 

REV.  CHARLES  GARRETT. 

weeping,  trembling  mother,  the  Good  Shep 
herd  who  carries  the  lambs  in  His  bosom,  looks 
pityingly  upon  you,  and  says  in  loving  tones, 
Can  you  not  trust  your  child  with  Me  f  "     Surely 
your  heart,  in  the  midst  of  its  agony,  will  reply, 
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"Yes,  Lord,  I  can."  You  have  often  said  to  an 
earthly  friend,  "I  have  no  fear  nor  anxiety  about 
my  child  when  it  is  with  you."  And  if  this  be  true, 
for  it  to  be  with  Christ  must  be  far  better.  Think 
of  His  unerring  wisdom,  His  almighty  power,  His 
boundless  resources,  His  unutterable  tenderness, 
and,  above  all,  His  infinite  love,  and  your  faith  will 
be  strengthened  and  steadied.  Remember  that  He 
loves  your  sainted  child  as  tenderly  as  if  there  were 
not  another  child  in  the  universe,  and,  oh,  how  safe, 
how  happy  it  must  be  with  Him !  Bear  in  mind 
also  that  the  separation  is  only  for  a  "  little  while," 
as  little  as  is  consistent  with  your  eternal  welfare. 
Your  heavenly  Father  is  far  more  anxious  to  have 
you  in  heaven  than  you  are  to  get  there.  All  the 
events  of  your  life  are  working  together  for  this  end. 
You  may  not  be  able  to  see  how  this  can  be.  but 
His  eyes  are  clearer  than  yours.  He  sees  the  end 
from  the  beginning.  If,  therefore  you  cannot  praise 
Him  for  this  "  fiery  trial,"  don't  murmur—  be  dumb, 
and  open  not  your  mouth,  because  He  has  done  it. 
He  will  understand  your  silence.  "He  knoweth 
our  frame;  He  remembereth  that  we  are  dust." 
His  purposes  will  soon  be  accomplished,  and  then 
amidst  the  glories  of  heaven  you  will  meet  again; 
so  shall  you  "obtain  joy  and  gladness,  and  sorrow 
and  sighing  shall  flee  away." 


"  A  PATH  that  must  be  trod, 
If  man  would  ever  pass  to  God." 

THOMAS  PARNELL. 
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AN  APPEAL  TO  PARENTS. 

REV.  WILLIAM  BATHGATE. 

[[HKISTIAN  parent,  bereaved  of  an  infant- 
child,  one  word  of  appeal  to  you.  Sore  was 
your  heart  in  the  sad  hour  which  struck  the 
departure,  to  another  home  and  bosom,  of  your  dar 
ling  child.  Though  seasons  may  have  come  and 
gone,  though  years  of  vicissitude  may  have  fled 
since  you  kissed  for  the  last  time  the  infant-clay  in 
its  snow-white  dress,  or  heard  the  first  clod  fall  re 
lentlessly  on  the  coffin  which  contained  the  pride  of 
your  heart,  the  tear  still  starts,  and  the  lip  still 
quivers,  over  the  name  and  image  of  your  beloved 
infant.  Sorrow  not  for  him.  He  stands  on  the 
other  bank  of  the  Jordan,  ready  to  hail  you  as  you 
rise  from  the  troubled  river.  He  tunes  his  infantine 
harp  to  give  you  a  gladsome  welcome  to  the  man 
sions  above.  Wish  him  not  "  back  again,'1'  for  the 
wish  is  unkind  as  well  as  vain.  Comfort  yourself 
with  the  assurance  that  you  "shall  go  to  him." 
Your  child  is  not  among  strangers.  The  angels 
wait  on  him.  The  Saviour  carries  him  in  His  bosom. 
Never  was  he  so  much  at  home.  He  has  the  blessed 
fortune  to  advance  beneath  the  care  and  education 
of  heaven.  He  is  in  the  train  of  the  blessed  Saviour, 
for  whose  glorious  appearing  you  daily  look.  0  let 
your  affections  be  fixed  on  the  heavenly  world.  The 
G  reat  Spirit  will  not  charge  you  with  idolatry  should 
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you  quicken  your  pace  to  glory  because  your  de 
parted  child  wearies  for  your  coming.  God  smilingly 
looks  on  the  reunion  of  sire  and  son. 

CHRISTLESS  PARENT,  bereaved  of  an  infant-child, 
what  shall  we  say  to  you  ?  It  is  well  even  with  the 
spirit  of  your  little  one.  This  is  a  gratifying,  glad 
dening  truth,  even  to  a  parent  bound  for  a  dread 
futurity.  But.  then,  though  you  are  welcome  to  all 
the  consolation  which  such  a  truth  is  fitted  to  im 
part,  does  not  the  truth  flash  across  your  benighted 
soul  a  terrible  suggestion  ?  0,  see  you  not  that  if 
you  die  Christless  as  you  are  living  Christless,  your 
little  one  and  you  shall  never  meet.  Should  it  often 
watch  for  its  mother's  spirit  emerging  with  a  song 
of  victory  from  the  billows  of  the  Jordan,  it  shall 
watch  in  vain.  Should  it  on  the  morning  of  judg 
ment  recognize  its  mother's  face  and  hold  aloft  its 
tiny  hands,  it  shall  hold  them  up  in  vain.  All !  be 
reaved  mother,  you  have  drunk  the  bitterest  of 
earth's  cups.  Death  tore  from  you  the  idol  of  your 
heart.  But,  continue  Christless,  remain  unsaved, 
and  you  will  see  your  child  rising  in  glory,  while 
you  yourself  are  sinking  into  hell.  Can  you  stand 
that  prospect  f  Take  your  infant's  Saviour  as  your 
Saviour.  Eend  not  the  heart  of  the  soul-loving  and 
soul-saving  Jesus  by  continuing  unsaved,  and  con 
straining  Him  to  bid  you  depart  far  from  your  child, 
and  far  from  Himself, 


MOURN  for  those  who  are  left;  mourn  not  for  the 
one  taken  by  God  from  earth;  he  has  entered  into 

eternal  rest;  while  we  are  bowed  with  sorrow. 

TALMUD. 
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A  TRANSPLANTED  FLOWER. 
WM.  A.  BRADBURY,  MUSICAL  COMPOSER,  NEW  YORK. 

1 ATIE  is  gone.  Where?  To  heaven.  An  angel 
came  and  took  her  away.  She  was  a  lovely 
child — gentle  as  a  lamb;  the  pet  of  the  whole 
family;  the  youngest  of  them  all.  But  she  could 
not  stay  with  us  any  longer;  she  had  an  angel  sister 
in  heaven,  who  was  waiting  for  her.  The  angel  sis 
ter  was  with  us  only  a  few  months,  but  she  has  been 
in  heaven  many  years,  and  she  must  have  loved 
Katie,  for  everybody  loved  her.  The  loveliest  flow 
ers  are  often  soonest  plucked.  If  a  little  voice 
sweeter  and  more  musical  than  others  was  heard,  I 
knew  Katie  was  near.  If  my  study-door  opened  so 
gently  and  slyly  that  110  sound  could  be  heard,  I 
knew  that  Katie  was  coming.  If,  after  an  hour's 
quiet  play,  a  little  shadow  passed  me,  and  the  door 
opened  and  shut  as  no  one  else  could  open  and  shut 
it,  "so  as  not  to  disturb  papa,"  I  knew  Katie  was 
going.  When,  in  the  midst  of  my  composing,  I 
heard  a  gentle  voice  saying.  "  Papa,  may  I  stay  with 
you  a  little  while?  I  will  be  very  still,"  I  did  not 
need  to  look  off  my  work,  to  assure  me  that  it  was 
my  little  lamb.  You  stayed  with  me  too  long,  Katie, 
dear,  to  leave  me  so  suddenly;  and  you  are  too  still 
now.  You  became  my  little  assistant — my  home 
angel — my  youngest  and  sweetest  singing-bird,  and 
I  miss  the  little  voice  that  I  have  heard  in  the  ad 
joining  room,  catching  up  and  echoing  little  snatches 
of  melody  as  they  were  being  composed,  I  miss 
those  soft  and  sweet  kisses.  I  miss  the  little  hand 
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that  was  always  first  to  be  placed  upon  my  forehead, 
to  "drive  away  the  pain."  I  miss  the  sound  of 
those  little  feet  upon  the  stairs.  I  miss  the  little 
knock  at  my  bedroom  door  in  the  morning,  and  the 
triple  good-night  kiss  in  the  evening.  I  miss  the 
sweet  smiles  from  the  sunniest  of  faces.  I  miss— 
oh  !  how  I  miss  the  foremost  in  the  little  group  who 
came  out  to  meet  me  at  the  gate  for  the  first  kiss. 
I  do  not  stoop  so  low  now,  Katie,  to  give  that  first 
kiss.  I  miss  you  at  the  table  and  at  family  worship. 
I  miss  your  voice  in  "  I  want  to  be  (in  ctiiyel,"  for 
nobody  could  sing  it  like  you.  I  miss  you  in  my 
rides  and  walks.  I  miss  you  in  the  garden.  I  miss 
you  everywhere;  but  I  will  try  not  to  miss  you  in 
heaven.  "  Papa,  if  we  are  good,  will  an  angel  truly 
come  and  take  us  to  heaven  when  we  die  ? "  When, 
the  question  was  asked,  how  little  did  I  think  the 
angel  was  so  near  !  But  he  did  "  truly  "  come,  and 
the  sweet  flower  is  translated  to  a  more  genial  clime. 
"  I  do  wish  papa  would  come."  Wait  a  little  while, 
Katie,  and  papa  will  come.  The  journey  is  not  long. 
He  will  soon  be  "  Home." 


A  FLOWER  TRANSPLANTED, 

HERE  lies  a  rose,  a  budding  rose, 

Blasted  before  its  bloom; 
Whose  innocence  did  sweets  disclose 

Beyond  that  flower's  perfume. 

To  those  who  for  her  loss  are  griev'd 

This  consolation's  given- 
She's  from  a  world  of  woe  receiv'd 

And  blooms  a  rose  in  Heaven. 

ROBERT  BURNS. 
11 
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PURPOSES  OF  DIVINE  MERCY  IN  EARLY  DEATH. 

REV.  JOHN  KER,  D.D. 

fHE  death  of  the  child  Abijah,  recorded  in  the 
14th  chapter  of  the  first  book  of  Kings,  oc- 
ry  curred  in  a  time  and  place  in  which  hopeless 
degeneracy  reigned  among  the  more  mature.  God 
wished  to  show  how  He  could  still  make  up  the 
jewels  for  His  crown— gathering  them  out  of  the 
darkest  pits  of  this  earth  and  showing  us  their  glit 
ter,  before  He  gave  them  their  heavenly  setting.  It 
is  a  ground  of  great  comfort  and  hope,  when  our  eye 
and  heart  are  wearied  with  sights  and  histories  of 
full-developed  wickedness  among  heathen  at  home 
and  abroad.  Where  the  death  of  the  young  is  most 
sadly  abundant,  may  we  not  reverently  trust,  that 
behind  the  physical  causes  which  are  working  there, 
a  purpose  of  mercy  lies  hidden  ? — as  if  the  gleaming 
form  of  the  angel  of  life  could  be  discerned  hasten 
ing  to  bind  up  the  sheaves  which  the  death-reaper 
is  cutting  down.  There  are  other  methods  of  deliv 
ering  from  the  Sodoms  and  Gomorrahs  of  the  world 
than  flight  by  the  way  of  the  plain;  and  God  has 
higher  mountains  to  carry  His  elect  to  than  that 
which  was  a  refuge  for  righteous  Lot. 

The  notice  of  this  life  is  very  brief.  Little  could 
be  said  of  it  on  this  world's  side;  it  was  so  colorless 
and  unsensational.  How  far  it  had  passed  from  in- 
fancy  into  childhood  we  cannot  say  —probably  only 
a  few  short  steps.  But  the  great  end  of  life  had 
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been  gained,  even  in  regard  to  character;  .not  its 
maturity  indeed,  but  its  direction.  This  is  the  main 
thing  in  our  present  life.  "  Even  a  child  is  known 
by  his  doings,  whether  his  work  be  pure  and 
whether  it  be  right."  The  first  step  has  been  taken 
in  the  path  which  le*ads  to  everlasting  life,  and  if 
death  comes,  it  is  God's  acceptance  of  the  traveller's 
aim — the  seal  of  perpetuity  set  upon  that  Zionward 
look.  The  Hosanna  passes  at  once  into  a  Hallelujah. 
The  way  in  which  this  tendency  of  character  is  de 
scribed,  is  very  tender  and  very  comforting  to  those 
who  have  lost  little  children.  "  In  him  there  is 
found  some  good  tiling  toward  the  Lord  God  of 
Israel  in  the  house  of  Jeroboam."  The  very  vague 
ness  and  indefiniteness  of  it  are  full  of  kindness  and 
charity;  for  though  the  "  some  "  is  not  expressed  in 
the  original,  it  is  really  implied.  An  indescribable 
somewhat,  different  in  different  natures,  and  discer 
nible  oftentimes  only  by  a  parent's  eye,  will  show 
how  a  very  young  child's  heart  turns  to  the  thought 
of  God  and  Christ,  and  the  heavenly  world.  It  is 
perhaps  realized  only  when  the  child  has  been  taken 
away;  and  he  must  be  cold  and  hard  who  can  listen 
with  indifference  to  a  parent,  while  the  smallest  of 
these  tokens  are  fondly  rehearsed — the  slightest 
motions  of  the  tender  blade  as  it  quivered  beneath 
the  Spirit's  breath.  He  does  not  despise  these 
tokens  who  quenches  not  the  smoking  flax,  and  who, 
when  there  was  no  loving  paternal  eye  here  to  make 
search,  came  and  sought  them  out  Himself.  There 
must  be  some  such  force  in  the  words  "there  is 
found,"  as  if  God  were  seeking  something  which 
His  eye  could  rest  on  with  complacency  in  this 
monarch's  house,  and  found  it  in  the  heart  of  this 
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young  ghild  feebly  feeling  after  Him.  It  was  the 
one  great  treasure  of  the  palace  in  the  sight  of  Him 
who  knows  to  discriminate  the  gold  from  the  dross. 
There  is  a  testimony  to  the  power  of  the  grace  of 
God  in  the  words—"  m  the  house  of  Jeroboam."  It 
was  certainly  He  who  found  the  good  thing  in  the 
child's  heart  who  had  first  hidden  it  there.  There 
is  none  good  hut  one,  that  is  God;  and  there  is  noth 
ing  good  toward  Him  but  what  comes  from  Him. 
To  find  the  treasure  in  such  a  palace  was  as  rare  a 
thing  as  marvellously  beautiful— the  equivalent  in 
the  Old  Testament  of  "saints  in  Caesar's  house 
hold,"  and  more  of  a  miracle  in  its  way  than  that  of 
him  who  was  kept  from  the  lion's  mouth,  or  those 
who  passed  through  the  fiery  furnace  without  the 
smell  of  fire  on  their  garments.  What  means  God's 
providence  employed  to  carry  the  seed  of  that  good 
thing  into  the  heart,  we  cannot  tell.  Whether  the 
mother  did  not  wholly  share  the  father's  godless  life, 
or  whether  there  was  some  nurse  or  attendant  who 
became  a  foster-parent  to  the  soul,  we  know  not. 
The  power  of  God's  Spirit  to  teach  was  in  any  case 
the  same.  In  nothing,  perhaps,  is  the  divinity  of 
the  Scripture  revelation  more  apparent,  than  in  the 
way  in  which  the  mind  of  the  youngest  child  can 
not  only  touch  but  comprehend  its  grandest  truths 
—grasp  with  its  infant  hand  the  infinite.  The 
breath  that  inspired  the  Bible  comes  evidently  from 
Him  who  breathes  into  us  the  breath  of  life;  they 
are  so  fitted  to  each  other.  This  is  a  never-failing 
encouragement  to  parents  to  begin  early  the  relig 
ious  training  of  their  children;  and  it  is  a  sure 
ground  of  hope,  that  the  soul  which,  in  its  first 
essay,  can  take  such  a  hold  of  the  highest  truth,  is 
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made  for  an  immortal  life.  There  are  deaths  of 
babes  and  sucklings  from  which  God  can  perfect 
praise,  so  as  to  still  the  enemy  and  the  avenger.  He 
can  kindle  a  little  lamp  in  our  earthly  homes,  so 
bright,  that  we  can  see  Him  carrying  it  up  to  make 
of  it  a  star  in  the  highest  firmament.  When,  as  in 
this  instance,  it  is  kindled  we  know  not  how— when 
it  shines  solitary  but  steadfast  through  some  cloud  - 
rift  in  a  troubled  sky,  it  lets  us  see  a  peculiar  power 
in  His  grace;  but  in  every  instance  in  which  we  see 
Him  writing  His  new  name  upon  a  young  heart  be 
fore  He  takes  it  to  Himself,  we  are  bound  to  look 
upon  His  work  with  a  very  loving  and  hopeful  ad 
miration.  Never  is  it  more  manifest  that  it  is  not 
for  time  Lut  for  eternity  He  is  doing  it;  that  He  is 
taking  up  the  lamp  of  our  home  to  shine  in  the  sky 
above  ah1  cloud  and  tempest.  "  It  shall  never  per 
ish,  neither  shall  any  pluck  it  out  of  my  hand." 

The  death  of  the  child  of  Jeroboam,  no  less  than 
the  good  thing  found  in  his  life,  has  lessons  of  en 
couragement  and  comfort.  As  it  regarded  the 
family  from  which  he  was  taken,  his  death  is  spoken 
of  as  a  judgment;  but  it  is  only  because  they  refused 
to  understand  its  true  meaning.  The  history  looks 
at  it  in  the  light  of  the  result;  but  in  the  Divine  in 
tention  it  was  sent  in  kindly  warning.  Jeroboam 
had  been  a  sinner  and  a  seducer  to  sin,  and  he  had 
been  repeatedly  admonished  in  vain.  His  right  arm 
had  been  withered  and  healed  again,  and  still  he  re 
sisted.  A  child  was  sent  to  him,  in  whose  young 
heart  there  was  some  good  thing  toward  God,  and 
he  despised  the  attraction;  and  now  that  child  is  re 
moved,  "  if  "  his  heart  may  be  melted  by  the  tender 
ness  of  sorrow,  and  led  to  hear  a  voice  from  its 
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grave.  Happy  for  him  if  the  death  of  his  child  had 
proved  the  life  of  his  soul.  Then  though  the  child 
had  not  been  restored,  he  would  have  been  enabled 
to  say,  "I  shall  go  to  him."  But  he  went  on  fro- 
wardly  in  the  way  of  his  heart,  and  the  death  which 
was  sent  in  mercy  is  written  down  in  judgment.  It 
is  our  own  use  of  these  events  which  makes  them 
gentle  or  stern:  as  we  bear  ourselves  to  them,  they 
turn  to  us  their  side  of  light,  or  frown  upon  us  from 
the  cloud,  till  the  chariot-wheels  of  the  heart  drive 
heavily.  Never  does  God  woo  more  tenderly,  or 
seek  to  win  for  heaven  more  attractively,  than  in 
the  love  of  a  child  taken  to  the  skies  in  its  opening 
months  or  years.  If  we  have  been  lying  fettered  in 
worldly  sloth  and  sin,  He  is  sending  His  angel  to  de 
liver  us  out  of  the  prison. 

But  if  there  was  mercy  offered  to  the  parents  in 
the  death  of  the  child,  there  was  the  full  accom 
plishment  of  it  to  the  child  himself.  Could  we  but 
see  the  future  in  this  world  from  which  a  premature 
departure  saves,  and  the  future  in  another  to  which 
it  conveys,  it  would  help  to  reconcile  us  to  the  frost 
which  withers  many  an  opening  blossom.  There 
were  trials  lying  in  wait  for  his  spiritual  life  which 
could  be  in  no  other  way  escaped.  The  good  thing 
which  was  in  him  as  a  child  would  be  for  a  while 
reckoned  by  the  father  a  childish  caprice;  but  as  it 
grew  with  his  years  and  strengthened  with  his 
growth,  it  would  have  encountered  stern  opposition, 
and  the  allurements  of  his  position  would  have  laid 
many  a  snare  for  his  feet.  He  was  yet  in  the  peace 
ful  harbor,  but  soon  he  must  venture  out  on  the 
open  sea,  with  its  fierce  storms,  its  adverse  currents, 
and  its  deceitful  eddies.  God's  power  could,  and 
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doubtless  would,  have  kept  him  safe  amid  all;  but 
Fie  deemed  it  more  merciful  to  spare  him  the  strug 
gle,  and  to  hasten  the  course  of  the  frail  bark,  like 
that  of  the  ship  into  which  the  Saviour  entered,  im 
mediately  to  the  land  whither  it  was  going.  "  The 
Lord  knoweth  how  to  deliver  the  godly  out  of  temp 
tations," — some  by  grace  in  this  world,  others  by  an 
early  call  from  it. 

He  was  saved  from  witnessing  and  sharing  the 
suffering  and  ruin  which  soon  afterwards  overtook 
his  father's  house.  The  catastrophe  had  been  de 
layed,  perhaps  by  the  unconscious  intercession  of 
this  young  life;  but  it  could  not  be  averted.  The 
axe  is  lying  at  the  root  of  the  barren  and  withered 
tree  which  has  cumbered  the  ground  so  long;  but 
first  the  tender  vine  which  has  clasped  its  arms  so 
lovingly  around  it  must  be  gently  untwined  and 
transplanted  to  a  place  of  safety,  where  it  may  flour 
ish  in  a  better  soil  and  under  a  more  peaceful  sky. 
A  flood  of  desolating  waters  is  about  to  sweep  over 
the  wide  land  of  Israel,  but  God  must  prepare  an 
ark  for  His  young  servant,  ere  the  storm  can  break. 
What  though  that  ark  be  his  grave  ?  It  is  full  of 
happiness  and  hope  to  those  who  are  shut  in  by  the 
hand  of  God.  "Thou  wilt  hide  me  in  the  grave; 
thou  wilt  keep  me  secret,  until  thy  wrath  be  past; 
thou  wilt  appoint  me  a  set  time,  and  remember  me." 
"The  righteous  is  taken  away  from  the  evil  to 


come.'5 


The  mercy  of  the  early  death  is  still  more  clear, 
when  we  think  of  what  the  child  was  taken  to. 
When  faith  lets  us  look  within  the  veil,  we  see  Him 
who  long  afterwards  assumed  bodily  form  and 
speech,  beginning  his  gracious  invitation,  "Suffer 
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the  little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them 
not:  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven."  Surely 
He  was  in  this  place  though  they  knew  it  not. 
Neither  was  it  far  from  this  in  time  or  place  that  a 
prophet  was  about  to  speak  of  Him — "  He  shall  feed 
his  flock  like  a  shepherd:  He  shall  gather  the  lambs 
with  his  arm,  and  carry  them  in  His  bosom;  "  and 
here  already  He  is  bringing  home  the  firstlings  of 
His  flock.  There  were  many  bright  hopes  before 
the  child  to  human  eyes;  but  such  a  word  of  invita 
tion  might  well  outweigh  them  all.  He  was  taken 
from  the  expectation  of  an  earthly  crown  to  the  pos 
session  of  a  heavenly  one;  from  the  troubled  and 
precarious  dominion  of  Israel  to  a  kingdom  that  can 
not  be  moved;  from  the  protection  of  a  father  who, 
however  well  he  loved  him,  knew  not  his  true  inter 
ests,  to  the  care  and  nurture  of  the  Father  of  spirits; 
from  an  earthly  mother's  tenderness  to  Him  who 
created  it,  and  who  says,  "As  one  whom  a  mother 
comforteth,  so  will  I  comfort  you;  "—from  the  loud 
wail  of  a  sorrowing  nation  to  the  joyful  acclaim  of 
the  nations  of  the  saved;  from  the  tears  of  kindred 
to  the  bosom  of  the  family  where  they  weep  no 
more.  Is  it  well  with  the  child  ?  and  shall  we  not 
answer  ?  It  is  well. 

It  is  a  blessed  thing  when  bereaved  parents  can  so 
reply,  when  faith  can  lean  on  God,  and  hope  can 
look  up  to  heaven,  and  love  can  tenderly  smooth 
the  short  green  grave  where  God  has  hidden  their 
heart's  desire — His  precious  seed— and  they,  mourn 
ing  but  not  murmuring,  can  patiently  bide  the  time 
till  He  shall  give  it  back  to  them,  in  the  day  when 
flower  and  fruit,  freshness  and  ripeness,  are  found 
united,  and  a  joy  with  them  like  unto  the  joy  of 
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harvest.  Let  us  not  ask  why  the  child  entered  this 
world  only  to  quit  it,  and  made  its  brief  home  in  our 
hearts  to  leave  them  more  lonely  and  desolate.  It 
is  one  token  that  there  is  another  world,  when  there 
are  so  short  sojournings  in  this.  The  entrance  of 
the  child  into  the  life  of  earth,  however  narrow  its 
space,  is  as  true  a  beginning  of  the  life  that  never 
ends,  as  the  threescore  years  and  ten — and  its  share 
in  the  great  atonement  as  real  and  full  as  that  of 
him  who  has  borne,  through  all  the  appointed  hours, 
the  burden  and  heat  of  the  day  !  Its  release  and  his 
labor  are  alike  of  grace,  and  have  their  place  and 
purpose  in  the  innumerable  family  of  the  redeemed. 
There  must  be  many  varied  voices  in  the  harmonies 
of  heaven,  as  well  as  in  the  choirs  of  earth.  There, 
too,  "both  young  men  and  maidens,  old  men  and 
children,  must  praise  the  name  of  the  Lord."  Nor 
has  its  short  life  been  in  vain,  even  on  earth,  if  it 
has  drawn  the  affections  of  any  to  a  heavenly  world 
—if  the  sweet  bird  of  passage  which  nestled  beneath 
our  eaves  has  attracted  the  heart  to  the  sun  and 
summer  of  a  better  land. — Then,  "  the  child  dies  an 
hundred  years  old."  Only  let  it  be  the  earnest  wish 
and  effort  of  parents  who  have  lost  their  children,  to 
make  sure  of  this— to  see  to  it  that  the  separation  is 
not  perpetual,  and  that  the  bond  be  made  as  eternal 
as  it  is  deep  and  dear.  There  is  no  judgment  in  sucli 
deaths,  no  sting  in  such  sorrows;  but  goodness  and 
mercy— pure,  unmingled,  and  everlasting — to  parent 
and  to  child. 


AFFLICTION  is  a  winged  chariot  that  mounts  up  the 

soul  toward  heaven. 

T.  ADAMS. 
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REV.  JOHN  GUTHRIE,  D.D. 

HEN  troubles  like  a  tempest  sweep, 

And  tides  of  fierce  temptation  roll, 
As  deep,  remorseless,  calls  to  deep, 

Around  my  whelmed  and  sinking  soul; 
Lo  !  He  is  near,  my  Saviour  dear. 

Who  trode  affliction's  path; 
Who  walked  the  wave,  despoiled  the  grave, 

And  plucked  the  sting  from  death , 
If  in  bereavement's  bitter  cup 

Some  dregs  continue  to  the  end, 
As  memory  wakes  the  image  up 

Of  parent,  brother,  sister,  friend; 
My  Lord  who  wept  o'er  him  that  slept, 

And  soothed  the  sisters  twain, 
From  heaven  on  high,  with  tender  eye, 

Still  marks  the  mourner's  pain. 
When  weeping  o'er  my  children's  grave, 

Ao  if  to  rescue  from  its  gloom 
The  golden  hopes  that  childhood  gave, 

Now  quenched  and  buried  in  their  tomb; 
Thou  fondling  arm,  thou  bosom  warm, 

Where  babes  of  old  were  pressed, 
I  joy  to  see  my  lambs  with  Thee, 

Safe  folded  on  Thy  breast ! 
If  infants  none  in  heaven  were  found, 

To  glad  its  golden  street, 
But  only  star-bright  victors  crowned, 

Then  heaven  were  incomplete* 
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Such  stars  may  gem  Christ's  diadem, 

Yet  infants  too  have  place; 
These  flowerets  young  are  garlands  strung, 

Sweet  trophies  of  His  grace. 


GONE  TO   PARADISE. 

CHARLES  WESLEY. 


should  I  make  my  moan, 
Now  the  darling  child  is  dead  ? 

Tpr!     He  to  rest  is  early  gone, 
He  to  Paradise  is  fled 
I  shall  go  to  him,  hut  he 
Never  shall  return  to  me. 
God  forhids  his  longer  stay, 

God  recalls  the  precious  loan  ! 
He  hath  taken  him  away, 

From  my  bosom  to  His  own. 
Surely  what  He  wills  is  best; 
Happy  in  His  will  I  rest. 
Faith  cries  out,  "  It  is  the  Lord  ! 

Let  Him  do  what  seems  Him  good: 
Be  Thy  holy  name  adored, 

Take  the  gift  awhile  bestowed; 
Take  the  child,  no  longer  mine; 
Thine  he  is,  for  ever  Thine  !  " 


DEATH  is  the  privilege  of  human  nature, 
And  life  without  it  were  not  worth  our  taking. 
Thither  the  poor,  the  prisoner  and  the  mourner 
Fly  for  relief,  and  lay  their  burdens  down. 

ROWE. 
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"A  SWEET   SORROW." 

PHILIP  SCHAFF,  D.D. 

WHAT  can  parents  ask  more  than  that  their  infants  should  be 
in  heaven?  The  feelings  which  become  them,  when  they  for  the 
last  time  draw  near  the  coffin  of  the  infant  sleeper,  and  lay  their 
warm  hands  once  more,  as  an  affectionate  farewell,  upon  its  brow, 
are  beautifully  expressed  by  Dr.  Schaff  who  himself  experienced 
the  "sweet  sorrow." 

|O  W,  farewell,  my  precious  boy  !  Till  I  see 
thee  again,  farewell !  With  a  saddened 
heart  have  I  performed  the  last  act  of 
earthly  love;  and  now  I  resign  thee  into  the  hands 
of  higher  and  better  parental  care.  Short  was  thy 
visit  in  this  rough  and  tempestuous  world  !  The 
heavenly  gardener  has  early  transplanted  the  fra 
grant  lily  of  thy  life  into  a  milder  and  purer  clime. 
Thy  life  was  not  yet  darkened  and  embittered  by  the 
fearful  curse  of  sin  and  death.  As  a  tender  lamb 
of  Christ,  thou  didst  bear  thy  cross  in  friendly  inno 
cence,  like  the  infants  of  Bethlehem,  who  were  slain 
by  the  tyrant  sword  of  Herod,  as  the  first  martyr- 
fruits  offered  to  the  new-born  Saviour,  to  whom  the 
ancient  church  has  devoted  the  third  day  after 
Christmas  as  an  anniversary -day  of  special  remem 
brance.  Thou  art  now  happy  with  them,  and  with 
the  pleasant  angels,  far  away  from  the  sultry  and 
sickly  atmosphere  of  earth  and  sin.  in  serene  celes 
tial  heights,  in  the  green  peaceful  bowers  of  Para- 


CONSOLATION   FOR   PARENTS. 

dise,  led,  and  fed,  and  refreshed  by  the  Great  Shep 
herd  of  the  sheep  and  of  the  lambs,  who  was  Himself 
once  a  child,  that  He  might  sanctify  the  tender  ago 
of  infancy,  and  who,  in  the  days  of  His  flesh,  pressed 
infants  to  His  bosom,  speaking  those  words  of  com 
fort:  "Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and 
forbid  them  not:  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  God." 
His  thou  wert  by  birth;  and,  as  He  formed  thy 
beautiful  body,  so  did  He  also,  by  His  Holy  Spirit, 
silently,  and  unconsciously  to  thee,  early  prepare 
thy  spirit  for  that  holy  world  where  now  thou  art  at 
home.  It  was  He  that  taught  thee  to  lisp,  as  thou 
didst  in  the  midst  of  thy  suffering,  with  infant  joy: 
"Heaven  is  a  beautiful  place:  God  is  there,  Christ 
is  there,  the  angels  are  there,  all  good  people  are 
there  !  "  Yes,  my  hopeful,  pious  boy  !  the}'  are  all 
there,  old  and  young,  great  and  small. — all  who  have 
overcome  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  !  There  also 
dost  thou  bloom  for  ever,  in  the  unfading  beauty  of 
the  loveliest  age  !  Thither  also  do  thy  parents,  by 
God's  grace,  hope  to  arrive,  when  their  hour  shall 
strike,  to  embrace  thee,  the  beloved  of  their  hearts, 
in  glorified  youth,  and  to  lose  thee  no  more  for  ever  ! 
Oh,  the  joy  of  such  a  meeting  ! 


DEATH  loves  a  shining  mark,  a  signal  blow. 

YOUNG. 
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WHEN  musing  on  companions  gone, 

We  doubly  feel  ourselves  alone. 

WALTER  SCOTT. 
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BEREAVED   PARENTS   COMFORTED. 

REV.  DR.  RUSSELL. 

HEN  a  bereaved  parent  feels  all  the  force  and 
tenderness  of  parental  love,  and  while  his 
heart  bleeds  for  the  loss  of  his  children,  let 
him  ponder  this  precious  record,  "Like  as  a  father 
pitieth  his  children,  so  the  Lord  pitieth  them  that 
fear  Him;"  and  let  the  disconsolate  mother  dwell 
on  these  words,  "As  one  whom  his  mother  comfort- 
eth,  so  will  I  comfort  you;  "  and  surely  while  they 
are  charmed  with  their  beauty,  the  soul  will  draw 
from  these  declarations  the  richest,  the  most  endear 
ing,  and  the  most  effectual  consolations.  Their  own 
feelings  will  help  thsm  to  understand  the  warmth 
and  the  tenderness  of  the  love  of  heaven. 

It  is  delightful  to  repose  on  Him  who  can  enter 
into  our  every  feeling,  can  effectually  succor  us  in 
the  day  of  trial,  and  with  power  can  say,  "Weep 
not,  the  child  is  not  dead  but  sleepeth."  "  I  am  the 
resurrection  and  the  life. "  "0  thou  afflicted,  tossed 
with  tempest;  when  thou  passest  through  the 
waters,  I  will  be  with  thee. ' '  Let  the  thought,  then, 
of  the  blessedness  of  their  departed  infants,  quicken 
the  progress  of  Christians  to  the  land  of  immortality, 
holiness,  and  joy.  Let  them  rest  on  that  word, 
which  is  able  to  fill  with  confidence  and  hope,  even 
when  descending  the  vale  of  the  shadow  of  death, 
when,  like  a  ship  unmooring  from  its  anchor  they 
are  about  to  launch  into  a  world  of  spirits,  when 
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eternity  is  bursting  on  their  view,  and  when  called 
to  that  solemn  meeting,  which  every  individual 
must  one  day  have  with  "  Him  whose  eyes  are  as  a 
flame  of  fire."  Let  them  wait  for  that  "  happy, 
happy  hour,  when  on  bursting  the  veil  of  mortal 
ity,"  and  entering  into  the  celestial  paradise,  they 
shall  find  their  infants  in  the  bosom  of  Him  who 
hath  graciously  said,  "Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven." 

"  A  few  short  years  of  evil  past, 
We  reach  the  happy  shore, 
Where  death-divided  friends  at  last 
Shall  meet  to  part  no  more." 


GERMS   OK   IMMORTALITY. 

REV.  JOHN  GUMMING,  D.D. 

CHRISTIANITY  alone  looks  with  sympathy  on 
infants,  loves  them  more  than  angels,  pro- 
v  .  vides  for  their  future  state,  and  plants  in  the 
sorrowing  hearts  of  those  who  have  lost  them  bright 
hopes  of  restored  union  and  communion  in  glory. 
Christianity  takes  the  infant  close  to  her  mother- 
bosom,  spreads  over  it  the  warm  wing  of  love,  sprin 
kles  on  its  bright  brow  waters  from  that  river  whose 
streams  make  glad  the  city  of  our  God,  and  gives 
utterance  to  the  deep  sympathies  of  her  heart  in 
these  words,— "  Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto 
me,  and  forbid  them  not:  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom 
of  heaven."  Babes  are  not  too  insignificant  in  her 
thoughts.  Her  Incarnate  One  controls  the  exalted 
hierarch  beside  the  throne,  and  also  stoops  to  teach 
and  bless  an  orphan  child.  Never  did  He  who  spake 
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as  never  man  spake  breathe  a  more  beautiful  or 
touching  thought,  or  bequeath  to  mourning  mothers 
bereaved  of  their  infants  a  more  precious  legacy, 
than  when  He  rebuked  the  stern  frowns  which  His 
disciples  cast  on  the  mothers  that  crowded  round 
Him  with  their  babes,  and  took  up  the  unconscious 
infants  in  His  arms,  arid  blessed  them  and  said, 
"  Suffer  little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid 
them  not;  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 
Whosoever  may  undervalue  these  germs  of  immor 
tality,  these  folded  buds  of  promise,  these  tenants 
of  earth  in  training  for  heaven, — the  Son  of  God 
does  not.  He  spreads  over  them  the  shield  of  His 
power,  and  covers  them  with  the  feathers  of  His 
wing.  He  saw  immortality  beam  from  their  coun 
tenances,  in  their  bosoms  His  ear  heard  the  beatings 
of  a  life  that  can  never  die;  and  capacities  which  all 
the  treasures  of  time  and  earth  cannot  fill  disclosed 
themselves  to  the  eye  of  Him  to  whom  the  most  se 
cret  structure  of  mind  and  body  is  thoroughly  un 
veiled.  It  is  relation  to  eternity  that  makes  the 
feeblest  strong,  and  the  smallest  great. 


THE  FLOWERS   OF   PARADISE. 

REV.  THOMAS  GUTHRIE,  D.D. 

^EAVEN  is  greatly  made  up  of  little  children,— 
sweet  buds  that  have  never  blown,  or  which 
Death  has  plucked  from  a  mother's  bosom  to 
lay  on  his  own  cold  breast,  just  when  they  were  ex 
panding,  flower-like,  from  the  sheath,  and  opening 
their  engaging  beauties  in  the  budding  time  and 
spring  of  life.  ' i  Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. ' ' 
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How  soothing  these  words  by  the  cradle  of  a  dying 
infant !  They  fall  like  balm  drops  on  our  bleeding 
heart  when  we  watch  the  ebbing  of  that  young  life, 
as  wave  after  wave  breaks  feebler,  and  the  sinking 
breath  gets  lower  and  lower,  till  with  a  gentle  sigh, 
and  a  passing  quiver  of  the  lip,  our  sweet  child 
leaves  its  body  lying  like  an  angel  asleep,  and  as 
cends  to  the  beatitudes  of  heaven  and  the  bosom  of 
its  God.  Perhaps,  God  does  with  His  heavenly  gar 
den  as  we  do  with  our  own.  He  may  chiefly  stock 
it  from  the  nurseries,  and  select  for  transplanting 
what  is  yet  in  its  young  and  tender  age, — flowers 
before  they  have  bloomed,  and  trees  ere  they  begin 
to  bear. 


THE   GRAVE   A   WAKDKOBE. 

MATTHEW  HENRY. 

be  God  for  the  covenant  of  grace  with 
me  and  mine,  it  is  well  ordered  in  all  things 
and  sure,  O  that  I  could  learn  to  comfort 
others  with  the  same  comforts  with  which,  I  trust, 
I  am  comforted  of  my  God  !  This  comes  near,  but 
0  Lord  I  submit  !  I  am  much  refreshed  with  2 
Kings  iv.  26.  "  Is  it  well  with  thee  ?  is  it  well  with 
thy  husband  ?  is  it  well  with  the  child  ?  and  she  an 
swered,  It  is  well."  Although  I  part  with  so  dear 
a  child,  yet  I  have  no  reason  to  say  otherwise  but 
that  it  is  well  with  us,  and  well  with  the  child,  for 
all  is  well  that  God  doeth;  He  performeth  the  thing 
that  He  appointed  for  me,  and  His  appointment  of 
this  providence  is  in  pursuance  of  His  appointment 
of  me  to  glory,  to  make  me  meet  for  it. 
After  the  funeral  he  thus  writes:  "I  have  been 
12 
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this  day  doing  a  work  that  I  never  did,  burying  a 
child.  A  sad  day's  work;  but  my  good  friend  Mr. 
Lawrence  preached  very  seasonably  and  excellently 
in  the  afternoon,  from  Psalm  xxxix.  9.  'I  was 
dumb,  I  opened  not  my  mouth;  because  Thou  didst 
it.'  My  friends  testified  their  kindness  by  their 
presence.  Here  is  now  a  pretty  little  garment  laid 
up  in  the  wardrobe  of  the  grave,  to  be  worn  again  at 
the  resurrection:  Blessed  be  God  for  this  hope  !  " 


CHRIST   BLESSING  LITTLE   CHILDREN. 

REV.  JOHN  BROWN,  D.D. 

ET  us  consider  that  most  delightful  incident  re 
corded  by  three  of  the  evangelists.  "  They 
brought  young  children  to  Jesus  that  he  should 
touch  them,  and  his  disciples  rebuked  those  who 
brought  them.  But  when  Jesus  saw  it,  He  was 
much  displeased,  and  said  unto  them,  '  Suffer  little 
children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them  not,  for 
of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  God:  and  He  took  them 
in  His  arms,  put  His  hands  on  them  and* blessed 
them.' '  I  will  not  dogmatize  as  to  the  precise 
meaning  of  a  passage,  which  admits  of  more  than 
one  interpretation,  but  I  will  say,  in  the  cautious 
language  of  John  Newton,  "  I  think  it  at  least  highly 
probable  that  in  these  words  our  Lord  does  not  only, 
if  at  all,  here  intimate  the  necessity  of  our  becoming 
as  little  children  in  simplicity,  as  a  qualification 
without  which  (as  He  expressly  declares  in  other 
places)  we  cannot  enter  into  His  kingdom,  but  in 
forms  us  of  a  fact,  that  the  number  of  infants  who 
are  effectually  redeemed  to  God  by  His  blood,  so 
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greatly  exceeds  the  aggregate  of  adult  believers,  that 
comparatively,  His  kingdom  may  be  said  to  consist 
of  little  children." 


A    MOTHER  COMFORTED. 

REV.  JOHN  MORRISON,  D.D. 

,  OW  good  and  merciful  are  God's  concealments  ! 
He  will  not  disclose  to  us  the  painful  future, 
because  we  could  not  bear  it,  and  because  He 
means,  in  all  our  hidden  trials,  with  a  Father's  love 
to  sustain  and  cheer  us.  And  so  it  will  be,  my  dear 
Madam,  with  you.  He  bestowed  on  you  that  pre 
cious  gift,  which  you  so  much  valued;  and  now  that 
He  has  seen  fit,  in  inscrutable  wisdom,  to  resume 
His  own  gift,  He  will  prove  to  you  that,  in  His  own 
unchangeable  and  everlasting  love,  He  will  make 
up  the  sad  loss  by  filling  your  heart  with  the  sweet 
sense  of  His  loving -kindness  and  tender  mercy.  It 
is  all  well — supremely  well — with  the  dear  child. 
Your  sympathizing  Redeemer  has  taken  him  into 
His  own  bosom,  and  he  is  safe  for  ever  from  the  ills 
to  which  he  would  have  been  exposed  in  this  sinful 
and  sorrowing  world.  Hereafter  he  will  welcome 
his  loving,  though  now  afflicted  parents,  into  ever 
lasting  habitations;  and  though  he  hath  a  father  on 
earth,  and  a  Father  in  Heaven,  you  will  be  his  only 
recognized  mother  to  all  eternity.  May  God  be  with 
you,  to  pour  His  own  balm  into  your  wounded  heart ! 
and  enable  you  to  say  "  It  is  well. 


I    I    I    I    I    I    Mil! 


SUBMIT  to  bereavements;  from  them  we  often  may 

date  God's  richest  mercies  to  us. 

T.  GOODWIN. 
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MY   DARLING'S   SHOES. 

UNKNOWN. 

bless  the  little  feet  that  can  never  go  astray, 
For  the  little  shoes  are  empty,  in  the  closet 

laid  away  ! 
Sometimes  I  take  one  in  my  hand,  forgetting,  till  I 

see 

It  is  a  little  half- worn  shoe,  not  large  enough  for  me; 
And  all  at  once  I  feel  a  sense  of  bitter  loss  and  pain, 
As  sharp  as  when,  two  years  ago,  it  cut  my  heart 
in  twain. 

0  little  feet  that  wearied  not !  I  wait  for  them  no 

more, 
For  I  am  drifting  on  the  tide,  but  they  have  reached 

the  shore; 
And  while  the  blinding  tear-drops  wet  these  little 

shoes  so  old, 
She  stands  unsandled  in  the  streets  that  pearly  gates 

enfold; 
And  so  I  lay  them  down  again,  but  always  turn  to 

say: 
God  bless  the  little  feet  that  now  so  surely  cannot 

stray. 

And  while  I  thus  am  standing,  I  almost  seem  to  see 
Two  little  forms  beside  rne,  just  as  they  used  to  be; 
Two  little  faces  lifted,  with  their  sweet  and  tender 

eyes. 
Ah  me  !  I  might  have  known  that  look  was  born  of 

Paradise, 

1  reach  my  arms  out  fondly,   but  they  clasp  the 

empty  air, 
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There's  nothing  of  my  darlings  but  the  shoes  they 
used  to  wear. 

Oh  !  the  bitterness  of  parting  cannot  be  done  away, 

Till  I  see  my  darlings  walking  where  their  feet  can 
never  stray; 

When  I  no  more  am  drifted  upon  the  surging  tide, 

But  with  them  safely  landed  upon  the  river-side; 

Be  patient,  heart  !  while  waiting  to  see  their  shin 
ing  way, 

For  the  little  feet  in  the  golden  street  can  never  go 
astray. 


GONE  TO  SLEEP. 

ARCHBISHOP  LEIGHTON. 

||NDEED,  it  was  a  sharp  stroke  of  a  pen  that  told 
me  your  pretty  Johnny  was  dead.  Sweet 
^  thing  !  and  is  he  so  quickly  laid  asleep  ?  Happy 
he  !  Though  we  shall  have  no  more  the  pleasure  of 
bis  lisping  and  laughing,  he  shall  have  no  more  the 
pain  of  crying,  nor  being  sick,  nor  of  dying;  and 
hath  wholly  escaped  the  troubles  of  schooling,  and 
all  other  sufferings  of  boys,  and  the  riper  and  deeper 
griefs  of  riper  years;  this  poor  life  being  all  along 
nothing  but  a  linked  chain  of  many  sorrows  and 
many  death?.  Tell  my  dear  sister  she  is  now  much 
more  akin  to  the  other  world;  and  this  will  be 
quickly  passed  by  us  all.  John  has  but  gone  an  hour 
or  two  sooner  to  bed,  as  children  used  to  do,  and  we 
are  undressing  to  follow.  And  the  more  we  put  off 
the  love  of  this  present  world,  and  all  things  super 
fluous  beforehand,  we  shall  have  the  less  to  do  when 
we  lie  down. 
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THE   LOSS   OF   CHILDREN. 

JOHN  FLAVEL. 

§1||OUKNEK,  whatever  may  be  your  grief  for 
OT  the  death  of  your  children,  it"  might  have 
-w$*^  been  still  greater  for  their  life.  Bitter  ex 
perience  once  led  a  good  man  to  say,  "  It  is  better  to 
weep  for  ten  children  dead,  than  for  one  living." 
Remember  the  heart-piercing  affliction,  of  David, 
whose  son  sought  his  life.  Your  love-  for  your 
children  will  hardly  admit  of  the  thought  of  such  a 
thing  as  possible  in  your  own  case.  They  ap 
peared  innocent  and  amiable;  and  you  fondly  be 
lieved  that,  through  your  care  and  prayers,  they 
would  have  become  the  joy  of  your  hearts.  But 
may  not  Esau,  when  a  child,  have  promised  as  much 
comfort  to  his  parents  as  Jacob  ?  Probably  he  had 
as  many  of  their  prayers  and  counsels.  But  as 
years  advanced,  he  despised  their  admonitions,  and 
filled  their  hearts  with  grief.  As  a  promoter  of 
family  religion,  who  ever  received  such  an  enco 
mium  from  the  God  of  heaven  as  Abraham  ?  How 
tenderly  did  the  good  man  pray  for  Ishmael !  "  0 
that  Ishmael  might  live  before  thee  ! "  Yet  how 
little  comfort  did  Ishmael  afford. 

Alas  !  in  these  days  of  degeneracy,  parents  much 
more  frequently  witness  the  vices  of  their  children 
than  their  virtues.  And  even  should  your  children 
prove  amiable  and  promising,  you  might  live  to  be 
the  wretched  witness  of  their  sufferings.  Some 
parents  have  felt  unutterable  agonies  of  this  kind. 
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God  may  have  taken  the  lamented  objects  of  your 
affection  from  the  evil  to  come.  When  extraordinary 
calamities  are  coming  on  the  world  He  frequently 
hides  some  of  His  feebler  children  in  the  grave. 
Surely,  at  such  a  portentous  period,  it  is  happier  for 
such  as  are  prepared  to  he  lodged  in  that  peaceful 
mansion  than  to  be  exposed  to  calamities  and  dis 
tresses  here.  Thus  intimates  the  prophet  Jeremiah, 
"  Weep  not  for  the  dead,  neither  bemoan  him;  but 
weep  sore  for  him  that  goeth  away;  for  he  shall  re 
turn  no  more,  nor  see  his  native  country."  It  was 
in  a  day  when  the  faith  and  patience  of  the  saints 
were  peculiarly  tried,  that  the  voice  from  heaven 
said,  "  Write,  blessed  are  the  dead,  which  die  in  the 
Lord,  from  henceforth." 


A  BUD  OF   BEAUTY. 

REV.  ROBERT  HALL. 

fHIS  eloquent  divine,  in  speaking  of  the  death 
of  his  little  boy,  says,  "  God  dries  up  the 
channels,  that  you  may  be  haply  compelled 
to  plunge  into  an  infinite  ocean  of  happiness. "  Bliss 
ful  thought !  Father,  mother,  you  who  mourn  over 
the  grave  of  your  little  one,  look  up  !  know  that  the 
chastening  rod  is  in  your  heavenly  Father's  hand, 
and  that  if  He  hath  taken  away,  He  first  did  give, 
and  He  doeth  all  things  well.  He  gave  you  the  bud 
of  beauty,  and  you  centred  your  happiness  in  its 
being.  He  saw  that  this  was  not  for  your  good,  so 
He  took  away  the  child,  whose  presence  had  been 
as  a  leaping,  sparkling  streamlet  to  your  heart's 
love,  that  that  heart,  which  had  before  tasted  of 
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earthly,  might  be  lost  in  the  immensity  of  heavenly 
love. 

It  is  a  very  solemn  consideration  that  a  part  of 
myself  is  in  eternity,  in  the  presence,  I  trust,  of  the 
Saviour.  How  awful  will  it  be,  should  the  branch 
be  saved  and  the  stock  perish  ! 


BETTER  TO  BE  WITH   CHRIST. 

REV.  PHILIP  DODDRIDGE,  D.D. 

[OULD  I  wish  that  this  young  inhabitant  of 
heaven  should  be  degraded  to  earth  again '( 
Or  would  it  thank  me  for  that  wish  ?  Would 
it  say  that  it  was  the  part  of  a  wise  parent  to  call  it 
down  from  a  sphere  of  such  exalted  services  and 
pleasures  to  our  low  life  here  upon  earth  ?  Let  me 
rather  be  thankful  for  the  pleasing  hope,  that  though 
God  loves  my  child  too  well  to  permit  it  to  return  to 
me,  He  will  ere  long  bring  me  to  it.  And  then,  that 
endeared  parental  affection,  which  would  have  been 
a  cord  to  tie  me  to  earth,  and  have  added  new  pangs 
to  my  removal  from  it,  will  be  as  a  golden  chain  to 
draw  me  upwards,  and  add  one  farther  charm  and 
joy  even  to  Paradise  itself.  And  oh,  how  great  a 
joy  to  view  the  change,  and  to  compare  that  dear 
idea,  so  fondly  laid  up,  so  often  reviewed,  with  the 
now  glorious  original,  in  the  improvement  of  the 
upper  world  !  Was  this  my  desolation,  this  my  sor 
row,  to  part  with  thee  for  a  few  days,  that  I  might 
receive  thee  for  ever,  and  find  thee  what  thou  art  ? 
It  is  for  no  language  but  that  of  heaven  to  describe 
the  sacred  joy  which  such  a  meeting  must  occasion  ! 
"Lord  ! "  should  each  of  us  say  in  such  a  case, 
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"  I  would  take  what  Thou  art  doing  to  my  child  as 
done  to  myself;  and  as  a  specimen  and  earnest  of 
what  shall  shortly  be  done."  It  is  therefore  well. 


' 


VICTORY   WITHOUT   CONFLICT. 

REV.  JAMES  HERVEY,  A.M. 

BONDER  white  stone,  emblem  of  the  innocence 
it  covers,  informs  the  beholder  of  one  who 
breathed  out  its  tender  soul  almost  in  the  in  • 
stant  of  receiving  it.  There  the  peaceful  infant, 
without  so  much  as  knowing  what  labor  and  vexa 
tion  mean,  "  lies  still  and  is  quiet;  it  sleeps  and  is  at 
rest."  Staying  only  to  wash  away  its  native  im 
purity  in  the  laver  of  regeneration,  it  bade  a  speedy 
adieu  to  time  and  terrestrial  things.  Happy  voy 
ager  !  no  sooner  launched  than  arrived  at  the  haven  ! 

"Happy  the  babe,  who,  privileg'd  by  fate 
To  shorter  labor,  and  a  lighter  weight, 
Receiv'd  but  yesterday  the  gift  of  breath, 
Order' d  to-morrow  to  return  to  death." 

Consider  this,  ye  mourning  parents,  and  dry  up 
your  tears.  Why  should  you  lament  that  your  little 
ones  are  crowned  with  victory  before  the  sword  is 
drawn,  or  the  conflict  begun.  Perhaps  the  Supreme 
Disposer  of  events  foresaw  some  inevitable  snare  of 
temptation  forming,  or  some  dreadful  storm  of  ad 
versity  impending.  And  why  should  you  be  so  dis 
satisfied  with  that  kind  precaution  which  housed 
your  pleasant  plant,  and  removed  into  shelter  a  ten 
der  flower  before  the  thunders  roared,  before  the 
lightnings  flew,  before  the  tempest  poured  its 
rage  ?  0  remember  !  they  are  not  lost,  but  "  taken 
away  from  the  evil  to  come." 
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THE   FLOWER  PLUCKED   BY   THE   MASTER. 

GENTLEMAN'S  gardener  had  a  darling  child, 
in  whom  his  affections  seemed  to  be  centred. 
The  Lord  laid  His  hand  upon  the  babe:  it 
sickened  and  died.  The  father  was  disconsolate, 
and  murmured  at  the  dealings  of  Providence. 

The  gardener  had  in  one  of  his  flower-beds  a  fav 
orite  rose.  It  was  the  fairest  flower  he  had  ever 
seen  on  the  tree,  and  he  daily  marked  its  growing 
beauty,  intending,  when  it  was  full  blown,  to  send 
it  to  his  master's  mansion.  One  morning  it  was 
gone:  someone  had  plucked  it.  Mortified  at  what 
he  thought  was  the  improper  conduct  of  one  of  the 
servants,  he  endeavored  to  find  the  culprit.  He  was, 
however,  much  surprised  to  find  that  it  was  his 
master  who,  on  walking  through  the  garden,  had 
been  attracted  by  the  beauty  of  the  rose,  and,  pluck 
ing  it,  had  carried  it  to  one  of  the  beautiful  rooms 
in  the  Hall.  The  gardener's  anger  was  changed  into 
pleasure. 

He  felt  reconciled  when  he  heard  that  his  master 
had  thought  the  flower  worthy  of  such  special  notice. 
4 'Ah  !  Eichard  ! "  said  the  gentleman,  "you  can 
gladly  give  up  the  rose,  because  I  thought  it  worthy 
of  a  place  in  my  house.  And  will  you  repine  because 
your  heavenly  Father  has  thought  wise  to  remove 
your  child  from  a  world  of  sin,  to  be  with  Himself 

in  heaven." 

MI 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1  i 

THERE  is  no  grief  like  the  grief  which  does  not 
speak.  LONGFELLOW. 
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THE  CROWN"  OF  LIFE. 

REV.  RICHARD  CECIL. 

jg  PERCEIVE  I  did  not  know  how  much  my  life 
was  bound  up  in  the  life  of  a  creature.  When 
^>-  she  went,  nothing  seemed  left  me;  one  is  not, 
and  the  rest  seem  a  few  thin  and  scattered  remains. 
And  yet  how  much  better  for  my  lamb  to  be  sud 
denly  housed,  to  slip  unexpectedly  into  the  fold  to 
which  I  was  conducting  her,  than  remain  exposed 
here;  perhaps  become  a  victim.  I  cried,  "0  Lord, 
spare  my  child  !  "  He  did;  but  not  as  I  meant;  He 
snatched  it  from  danger,  and  took  it  to  His  own 
home.— Part  of  myself  is  already  gone  to  Thee:  help 
what  remains  to  follow  ! 

He  who  removed  our  infant  has  seemed  to  say, 
'  What  I  do  thou  knowest  not  now.  but  thou  shalt 
know  hereafter;  patiently  suffer  this  little  one  to 
come  unto  me,  for  of  such  is  my  kingdom  composed. 
Verily,  I  say  unto  you,  their  angels  do  always  be 
hold  the  face  of  my  Father.  If  I  take  away  your 
child,  I  take  it  away  to  Myself."  Is  not  this  infi 
nitely  beyond  any  thing  you  could  do  for  it  ?  Could 
you  say  to  it  if  it  had  lived,  thou  shalt  "weep  no 
more,  the  days  of  thy  mourning  are  ended  ? "  Could 
you  show  it  any  thing  in  this  world  like  "the  glory 
of  God  and  of  the  Lamb?"  Could  you  raise  it  to 
any  honor  here  like  "  receiving  a  crown  of  life  ? " 
iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 

EVERY  one  can  master  a  grief  but  he  that  has  it. 

SHAKSPEARE. 
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THE  CHILD  IN  HEAVEN. 

MARY  Ho  WITT. 

•E  meet  around  the  board,  thou  art  not  there; 
Over  our  household  joys  hath  passed  a 

gloom; 

Beside  the  fire  we  see  thy  empty  chair, 
And  miss  thy  sweet  voice  in  the  silent 

room. 

What  hopeless  longings  after  thee  arise! 
Even  for  the  touch  of  thy  small  hand  I  pine; 
And  for  the  sound  of  thy  dear  little  feet. 

Alas  !  tears  dim  mine  eyes, 
Meeting  in  every  place  some  joy  of  thine, 

Or  when  fair  children  pass  me  on  the  street. 
Beauty  was  on  thy  cheek;  and  thou  didst  seem 

A  privileged  being,  chartered  from  decay; 
And  thy  free  spirit,  like  a  mountain  stream 
That  hath  no  ebb,  kept  on  its  cheerful  way. 
Thy  laugh  was   like  the  inspiring   breath  of 

spring, 
That  thrills  the  heart,  and  cannot  be  unfelt, 

The  sun,  the  moon,  the  green  leaves  and  the 

flowers, 

And  every  living  thing, 
Were  a  strong  joy  to  thee;  thy  spirit  dwelt 

Gladly  in  life,  rejoicing  in  its  powers. 
Oh  !  what  had  death  to  do  with  one  like  thee, 

Thou  young  and  loving  one;  whose  soul  did  cling, 
Even  as  the  ivy  clings  unto  the  tree, 
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To  those   that  loved  thee !    Thou,   whose  tears 

would  spring 

Dreading  a  short  day's  absence —  didst  thou  go 
Alone  into  the  future  world  unseen, 
Solving  each  awful  untried  mystery, 

The  dread  unknown  to  know; 
To  be  where  mortal  traveller  hath  not  been 

Whence  welcome  tidings  cannot  come  from  thee  ? 
My  happy  boy  !  and  murmur  I  that  death 

Over  thy  young  and  buoyant  frame  hath  power  ? 
In  yon  bright  land  love  never  perisheth, 
Hope  may  not  mock,  nor  grief  the  heart  devour. 

The  beautiful  are  round  thee;  thou  dost  keep 
Within  the  Eternal  presence;  and  no  more 
May'st  death  or  pain,  or  separation  dread: 

Thy  bright  eyes  cannot  weep, 
Nor  they  with  whom  thou  art  thy  loss  deplore; 

For  ye  are  of  the  living,  not  the  dead. 
Thou  Dweller  with  the  unseen,  who  hast  explored 
The  immense  unknown;  thou  to  whom  death  and 

heaven 
Are  mysteries  no  more;  whose  soul  is  stored 

With    knowledge    for   which   man   hath  vainly 

striven; 

Beloved  Child,  oh  !  when  shall  I  lie  down 
With  thee  beneath  fair  trees  that  cannot  fade  ? 
When  from  the  immortal  rivers  quench  my  thirst  ? 

Life's  journey  speedeth  on; 
Yet  for  a  little  while  we  walk  in  shade; 

Anon  by  death  the  cloud  is  all  dispersed, 
Then  o'er  the  hills  of  heaven  the  eternal  day  doth 
burst. 
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LITTLE  ONES   IK  HEAVEN. 

REV.  ROBERT  FERGUSON,  D.D. 

•E  are  not  forbidden  to  mourn  over  the  loss 
of  those  who  have  been  taken  from  us;  but 
our  sorrow  should  be  moderated  by  the  re 
flection  that  our  loss  is  their  gain.  The  joy  which 
was  felt,  and  whose  expression  could  not  be  repressed 
at  the  birth  of  the  child,  is  surely  not  to  become  ex 
tinct  in  the  event  of  his  departure  and  introduction 
to  a  nobler  state  of  being.  Are  all  those  delightful 
emotions  which  took  possession  of  our  breasts  when 
he  began  to  develop  his  intellectual  power,  or  his 
spiritual  life,  to  die  out  when  that  very  same  child 
is  taken  up  into  the  society  of  perfected  spirits,  in 
whose  midst  his  mental  powers  and  his  inner  life 
will  be  revealed  as  they  never  could  have  been  in 
this  inferior  state  ?  Is  it  nothing  that  we  have  given 
birth  to  one  who  is  now  numbered  with  the  sons  of 
glory,  and  whose  presence  in  heaven  has  widened 
the  circle  of  the  redeemed  around  the  throne  of  God  ? 
If  death  be  a  condition  of  life,  then  those  whom  we 
may  have  lost  by  death  are  not  lost,  but  gone  before. 
They  are  not  dead,  but  live;  and  with  the  living  only 
do  they  hold  communion. 

Christian  parent !  dry  up  thy  tears;  or  if  you  must 
weep,  make  a  rainbow  of  your  tears.  Let  joy  rise 
above  grief  as  heaven  rises  above  earth.  If  the 
birth  of  your  child  filled  your  breast  with  emotions 
which  no  human  words  can  express,  and  if  on  his 
being  born  again  you  became  the  subjects  of  feel- 


CONSOLATION   FOR   PARENTS.  191 

ings  yet  more  tender  and  peculiar,  then  think  of 
him  now  amid  the  beatitudes  and  the  blessedness  of 
the  heavenly  world,  sinless  in  character,  deathless  in 
life,  exhaustless  in  energy,  ceaseless  in  activity,  and 
through  the  ages  on  ages,  ever  moving  in  the  light 
of  the  throne,  expatiating  amid  its  unquenchable 
glories,  and  in  communion  with  the  Eternal. 

How  delightful  the  idea  that  some  of  our  little  ones 
are  there,  ever  beholding  the  face  of  their  Father, 
reposing  in  His  immutable  love,  and  being  filled 
with  the  fulness  of  joy  !  How  cheering  the  thought 
that  they  have  been  admitted  to  the  society  and  the 
fellowship  of  perfected  spirits,  are  now  the  compan 
ions  and  associates  of  patriarchs,  and  prophets,  and 
apostles,  of  martyrs  and  confessors,  of  the  mightiest 
and  the  noblest  dead,  and  hold  the  most  intimate  in 
tercourse  with  them  on  ah1  that  is  holy  and  true, 
unchangeably  good  and  sublimely  grand  !  How  in 
spiring  the  belief,  that  they  are  now  waiting  our  ar 
rival,  and  are  beckoning  us  onward  and  upward  to 
join  their  wider  circle,  to  enter  with  them  on  brighter 
scenes,  and  to  enjoy  life  with  them  in  its  fulness  and 
its  fruitions  !  If  we  have  ties  on  earth,  we  have  ties 
also  in  heaven.  Nor  let  us  forget  that  heaven  is  our 
home,  as  it  is  the  home  of  those  little  ones  now  in 
glory.  It  is  there  that  we  are  to  meet  them  again, 
to  be  reunited  in  indissoluble  bonds,  and  to  dwell 
in  endless  life.  Their  very  existence  there  is  meant 
to  charm  our  spirits  up  to  their  bright  abode.  Let 
us,  then,  set  our  affections  on  that  higher  world;  let 
us  yield  to  its  attractive  influence;  and  let  us  rejoice 
in  this  prospect  of  mingling  for  ever  with  our  little 
ones  and  our  loved  ones  in  scenes  of  ineffable  light 
and  life,  of  glorious  love  and  boundless  joy. 
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THE   INFANT  CHOIR  IN  HEAVEN. 

JAMES  MONTGOMERY. 

(APPY,  thrice  happy  were  they  thus  to  die, 
Rather  than  grow  into  such  men  and  women — 
Such  fiends  incarnate  as  that  felon  sire 
Who  dug  its  grave  before  his  child  was  born; 
Such  miserable  wretches  as  that  mother 
Whose  tender  mercies  were  so  deadly  cruel ! 
I  saw  their  infant's  spirit  rise  to  heaven, 
Caught  from  its  birth  up  to  the  throne  of  God; 
There,  thousands  and  ten  thousands  I  beheld 
Of  innocents  like  this,  that  died  untimely, 
By  violence  of  their  unnatural  kin, 
Or  by  the  mercy  of  that  gracious  Power, 
Who  gave  them  being,  taking  what  He  gave 
Ere  they  could  sin  or  suffer  like  their  parents. 
I  saw  them  in  white  raiment,  crowned  with  flowers, 
On  the  fair  banks  of  that  resplendent  river 
Whose  streams  make  glad  the  city  of  our  God — 
Water  of  Life  as  clear  as  crystal,  welling 
Forth  from  the  throne  itself,  and  visiting 
Fields  of  a  Paradise  that  ne'er  was  lost; 
Where  yet  the  Tree  of  life  immortal  grows, 
And  bears  its  monthly  fruits,  twelve  kinds  of  fruit, 
Each  in  its  season,  food  of  saints  and  angels; 
Whose  leaves  are  for  the  healing  of  the  nations. 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  its  blessed  boughs 
I  mark'd  those  rescued  infants,  in  their  schools, 
By  spirits  of  just  men  made  perfect,  taught 
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The  glorious  lessons  of  Almighty  Love, 
Which  brought  them  thither  in  the  readiest  path 
From  the  world's  wilderness  of  dire  temptations, 
Securing  thus  their  everlasting  weal. 
Yea,  in  the  rapture  of  that  hour,  though  songs 
Of  cherubim  to  golden  lyres  and  trumpets, 
And  the  redeemed  upon  the  sea  of  glass, 
With  voices  like  the  sound  of  many  waters, 
Came  on  mine  ear,  whose  secret  cells  were  open'd 
To  entertain  celestial  harmonies— 
The  small,  sweet  accents  of  those  little  children, 
Pouring  out  all  the  gladness  of  their  souls 
In  love,  joy,  gratitude,  and  praise  to  Him— 
Him  who  had  lov'd  and  wash'd  them  in  his  blood; 
These  were  to  me  the  most  transporting  strains; 
Amidst  the  hallelujahs  of  all  Heaven. 
Though  lost  awhile  in  that  amazing  chorus 
Around  the  throne,  at  happy  intervals 
The  shrill  hosannas  of  the  infant  choir, 
Singing  in  that  eternal  temple,  brought 
Tears  to  mine  eye,  whilst  seraphs  had  been  glad 
To  weep,  could  they  have  felt  the  sympathy 
That  melted  all  my  soul,  when  I  beheld 
How  condescending  Deity  thus  deign'd, 
Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings  here, 
To  perfect  His  high  praise;— the  harp  of  heaven 
Had  lack'd  its  least  but  not  its  meanest  string, 
Had  children  not  been  taught  to  play  upon  it, 
And  sing,  from  feelings  all  their  own,  what  men 
Nor  angels  can  conceive  of  creatures,  born 
Under  the  curse,  yet  from  the  curse  redeem'd, 
And  placed  at  once  beyond  the  power  to  fall- 
Safety  which  men  nor  angels  ever  knew, 
Till  ranks  of  these  and  all  of  those  had  fallen 
13 
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GOOD  BYE. 

UNKNOWN. 

[OOD  bye,  good  bye,  it  is  the  sweetest  blessing, 
That  falls  from  mortal  lips  on  mortal  ear, 
The  weakness  of  our  human  love  confessing, 
The  promise  that  a  love  more  strong  is  near. 
"  May  God  be  with  you." 

Why  do  we  say  it  when  the  tears  are  starting  ? 

Why  must  a  word  so  sweet  bring  only  pain? 
Our  ]ove  seems  all  sufficient  till  the  parting, 

And  then  we  feel  it  impotent  and  vain. 
"  May  God  be  with  you." 

Oh  !  may  He  guide,  and  bless,  and  keep  you  ever, 
He  who  is  strong  to  battle  with  your  foes; 

Whoever  fails,  His  love  can  fail  you  never, 
And  all  you  need  He  in  His  wisdom  knows. 
"  May  God  be  with  you." 

Better  than  earthly  presence,  e'en  the  dearest, 
Is  the  great  blessing  that  our  partings  bring, 

For  in  the  loneliest  moments  God  is  nearest, 
And  from  our  sorrows  heavenly  comforts  spring. 
If  God  be  with  us. 

Good  bye,  good  bye,  with  latest  breath  we  say  it, 

A  legacy  of  hope  and  faith  and  love: 
Parting  must  come,  we  cannot  long  delay  it. 

But  one  in  Him  we  hope  to  meet  above, 
If  God  be  with  us. 

Good  bye  !  'Tis  all  we  have  for  one  another, 
Our  love,  more  strong  than  death,  is  helpless  still, 

For  none  can  take  the  burden  from  his  brother, 
Or  shield,  except  by  prayer,  from  any  ill. 
"  May  God  be  with  you." 


Consolation  for  the  2Bcvcaucd. 

VARIOUS  AGES  AND  CONDITIONS  CONSIDERED. 


THOUGH  HE  CAUSE  GRIEF,  YET  WILL  HE  HAVE  COMPAS 
SION  ACCORDING  TO  THE  MULTITUDE  OF  His 
MERCIES. — Lam .  Hi.,  33. 
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MUTUAL  RECOGNITION  IN  HEAVEN. 

REV.  GEORGE  SMITH,  D.D. 

'HE  hope  of  reunion  in  a  future  state  of  being 
has  been  prevalent  amongst  devout  and 
thoughtful  persons  in  all  ages  of  time,  and  un 
der  the  various  dispensations  of  divine  truth  which 
have  passed  over  men.  Some  glimmerings  of  this 
expectation  have  visited  communities  and  individ 
uals  unblest  with  the  light  of  a  written  revelation, 
but  who  probably  derived  their  impressions  from 
traditionary  recollections  of  a  primitive  faith.  A 
definite  and  ever-brightening  impression  of  the 
truth  has  been  obtained  under  the  Patriarchal,  the 
Jewish  and  the  Christian  economies.  This  hope  has 
been  a  great  comfort  to  mourners  in  seasons  of 
bereavement.  They  have  felt  as  did  the  monarch 
of  Israel,  who,  when  lamenting  the  decease  of  his 
child,  encouraged  his  heart  by  uttering  the  well- 
known  words,  "  I  shall  go  to  him,  but  he  shall  not 
return  to  me."  .  .  . 

By  many  of  those  who  receive  the  kingdom  of  God 
as  little  children,  this  consoling  doctrine  is  admitted 
without  gainsaying,  and  is  almost  intuitively  per 
ceived.  Not  very  long  since,  an  aged  disciple,  a 
highly  valued  relative  of  mine,  fell  asleep  in  Jesus  at 
the  advanced  age  of  eighty-one  years.  On  hearing 
pf  the  event,  his  sister,  more  aged  than  he,  said, 
"  How  glad  my  dear  mother  will  be  to  see  her  dar- 
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ling  boy  again  !  "  When  the  tidings  of  death  reached 
my  home,  a  grandchild  of  the  departed  saint,  my 
own  youngest  hoy,  Eichard  Morley,  being  then  only 
in  his  fifth  year,  exclaimed,  "  How  delighted  grand 
mamma  will  be  to  see  him  again  !"  Thus  youth 
and  age,  both  taught  of  God,  testified  to  a  glorious 
truth.  They  have  both  since  then  passed  into  the 
world  of  light;  the  child  after  a  few  weeks  only, 
and  they  are  doubtless  reunited  to  the  loved  ones  of 
whom  they  believingly  spoke. 

This  subject  is  adapted  to  comfort  the  orphan  de 
prived  of  parental  support,  and  cast  on  the  father 
hood  of  God.  It  is  equally  suited  to  bind  up  the 
wounds  of  parents  who  mourn,  like  Eachel,  over 
their  children,  because  they  are  not.  Nor  is  it  less 
fitted  to  support  the  mind  of  others  who  are  deprived 
of  companions  in  labor,  and  sorrow,  and  joy.  We 
can  follow  them  by  faith  within  the  veil,  and  behold 
their  ever -increasing  happiness.  We  can  listen  to 
the  voice  of  revelation,  which  assures  us  that  they 
without  us  cannot  be  perfect;  and  we  can  look  for 
ward  with  hope  to  the  time  when,  knowing  as  we 
are  known,  we  shall  rejoin  them  in  the  climes  of 
bliss,  and  with  them  place  the  crown  of  redemption 
at  the  feet  of  the  Redeemer.  With  Richard  Baxter, 
the  eloquent  discourser  on  "  The  Saint's  Everlasting 
Rest,"  we  may  say,  addressing  the  Captain  of  our 
salvation— 

"As  for  my  friends,  they  are  not  lost; 

The  different  vessels  of  Thy  fleet 
Though  parted  now,  by  tempests  tost, 
At  length  shall  in  the  haven  meet," 
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GRIEF  NOT  FORGOTTEN. 

REV.  WILLIAM  BLAIR,  M.A. 

^r^rTTIEN  God  sends  grief  to  any  of  His  children, 
\/\j  He  has  a  twofold  purpose  in  view:  to 
— r-1  awaken  thought  in  them  at  the  time,  and 
to  lay  up  for  them  a  store  of  instruction  and  profit 
for  the  future.  The  immediate  effect  of  God's  visi 
tations  to  us  by  the  death  of  dear  babes  is  prepara 
tory  to  the  higher  end  and  ultimate  effect.  Grief, 
as  the  word  literally  signifies,  is  heaviness,  and 
therefore  not  "  joyous."  But  the  heaviness  "  must 
needs  be"  to  create  anything  like  a  real,  deep  im 
pression  in  the  soul.  If  adversity  is  to  afford  "  sweet 
uses,"  the  bitter  must  be  tasted  first.  No  perma 
nent  benefit  will  result  from  a  superficial  contact 
with  sorrow.  What  the  poet  sings  of  "  a  little  learn 
ing  "  is  equally  applicable  to  our  experience  of  grief: 
we  must  "  drink  deep  or  taste  not,"  if  we  would  en 
joy  the  outcome  of  genuine  tribulation.  It  depends 
very  much  on  the  entertainment  we  give  to  impres 
sions  of  sorrow  whether  the  future  will  bring  a 
blessing  back  to  our  bosom.  The  world's  way  is  to 
shut  down  grief  as  it  shuts  down  the  coffin  lid  oil 
the  dead,  to  let  the  waves  of  worldliness  rush  in  as 
they  do  behind  the  keel  that  has  parted  them  asun 
der.  In  plain  words,  the  world's  remedy  is  oblivion, 
utter  extinction  of  the  sight  or  sound  of  the  objects 
of  buried  affection  and  hope.  Nor  is  that  fatalistic 
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way  of  submitting  to  sorrow  as  an  inevitable  neces 
sity,  as  devotees  beneath  the  wheels  of  inexorable 
destiny,  one  whit  more  Christian  or  childlike  than 
the  sullen  f orgetfulness  of  the  worldling.  The  vir 
tues  of  submission,  of  holy  resignation  to  God's  will, 
of  softened  and  sanctified  experience,  will  never 
grow  on  such  wild  olives.  Very  significant  are 
Paul's  words  of  warning,  neither  to  "despise  the 
chastening  of  the  Lord,  nor  faint  when  we  are  re 
buked  of  Him."  Those  who  grow  hard  in  the  fire 
affect  to  "despise"  grief  as  a  thing  unmanly, 
womanish,  weak,  and  unworthy  of  being  cherished 
in  the  memory  or  the  heart.  And,  to  some  extent 
they  are  right,  when  we  analyze  the  kind  of  grief 
they  indulge, 

It  is  grief  as  a  sentiment  that  is  weak  and  "  shal 
low,"  not  as  a  motive  power  in  the  soul.  Let  senti 
mental,  sensational  grief  be  unremembered,  for  it  is 
no  better  than  noisy  laughter.  It  touches  only  the 
surface:  it  has  no  power  to  stir  the  depths  of  our 
nature.  It  weaves  its  immortelles,  and  hangs  them 
around  the  tomb,  and  straightway  forgets  what 
manner  of  man  it  once  was.  But  genuine,  real  grief 
is  not  forgetful  nor  empty.  It  is  a  fruitful  bough 
by  a  well  whose  branches  run  over  the  wall.  It  is  a 
full  rounded  cluster  wherein  is  the  wine  of  life; 
"  destroy  it  not,  for  there  is  a  blessing  in  it."  Keep 
alive  the  memory  of  your  grief,  the  hallowed  asso 
ciations  with  which  it  is  entwined,  the  nearness  of 
your  soul  to  God  when  heaven  seemed  to  let  down  to 
earth  to  take  from  you  the  best  of  earth  to  heaven, 
the  reality  of  prayer  then  offered,  and  of  the  answer 
received,  and  the  rapture  of  heavenly  joy  in  which 
you  walked  when  your  home  was  "  the  valley  of  the 
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shadow  of  death."  Cherish  the  memory,  freshen 
the  sense  you  have  of  your  grief,  not  to  throw 
shadows  athwart  your  pathway,  but  to  brighten  it 
with  light  from  heaven.  Visit  in  thought  the  cham 
ber  where  the  strife  of  death  was  waged,  and  the 
church -yard  corner  where  you  deposited  the  precious 
dust,  and  think  of  the  transfiguration,  now  that  the 
decease  has  been  accomplished,  and  the  new  link  to 
bind  your  heart  to  the  unseen,  and  the  grand  re 
union  coming  nearer  every  day,  and  then  the  untold 
happiness  not  of  "  months  in  the  New  Jerusalem," 
but  of  "forever  with  the  Lord,"  and  with  all  you 
have  loved  and  lost,  but  found  ngain  when  you  shall 
be  found  of  Christ  at  His  coming. 

Lord  Monboddo  lost  a  beloved  daughter,  and 
grieved  after  a  worldly  sort  over  her.  Her  picture 
on  the  wall  only  reminded  him  of  his  misery.  A 
friend  drew  a  curtain  over  that  picture:  upon  which 
the  sad  father  said,  "That  is  kind:  come  now,  and 
let  us  read  Herodotus."  Miserable  comforter,  that 
romancing  father  of  Greek  history  to  a  grieving 
father  !  Seek  not  so  to  bury  your  sorrow.  ' '  Go 
and  tell  Jesus,"  as  John's  disciples  did  when  their 
master  was  taken  away.  That  is  the  way  to  get 
your  grief  assuaged,  to  have  it  transfigured  so  that 
the  carte  in  the  album,  or  the  bust  on  the  wall,  or 
the  head-stone  at  the  grave,  will  bring  no  shade  of 
gloom  around  your  brow;  but  each  remembrance  of 
your  little  one  may  prove  a  beckoning  light  up 
through  the  darkness  to  the  light  that  is  inaccessible 
and  full  of  glory.  That  is  the  way  to  get  the  breach 
healed.  It  may  be  that  in  the  first  outburst  of  your 
sorrow,  when  your  sons  and  daughters  rose  up  to 
comfort  you,  you  put  aside  their  ministry  of  consola- 
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tion,  and,  like  Jacob,  said,  "  I  will  go  down  into  the 
grave  unto  my  son  mourning."  But,  in  the  end  of 
the  days  when  parting  words  are  spoken,  Benoni,  the 
son  of  sorrow,  has  become  Benjamin,  the  son  of  my 
right  hand,  and  the  crowning  benediction  rests  on 
the  head  of  him  that  was  separate  from  his  brethren. 
Then,  in  the  light  of  Heaven,  every  shadow  of 
earth's  darkness  will  flee  away,  every  Getbsemane 
become  an  Olivet,  every  step  in  the  vale  of  tears  a 
step  in  your  ascension  to  the  everlasting  Kingdom. 


RECOMPENSE. 

How  many  things  are  clear  to  us  to-day, 
That  yesterday  we  saw  through  mists  of  tears; 
How  many  things  are  better  than  our  fears; 
What  sunbeams  through  our  self -wrought  shadows 

play. 

Not  one  fair,  earnest  hope  is  laid  away 
Within  its  shroud  of  weary  wasted  years, 
But  from  the  tangled  grass  above  it  peers, 
Full  soon,  some  blossom  redolent  of  May. 
We  stretch  beseeching  hands  to  Heaven  and  pray 
That  this,  or  that,  be  granted,  whilst  we  plead; 
We  turn  with  empty  hands  from  prayer  and  say 
"  We  are  unheard,  forgotten,  lost  indeed  !  " 
When  lo  !  within  our  reach  some  priceless  gift, 
For  which  imploring  palms  we  dared  not  lift. 

HARRIET  E.  PRITCHARD. 


BEREAVEMENT  is  a  dispensation  of  God;  what  He 
gives  in  His  goodness  He  has  a  right  to  take  away 

in  His  wisdom. 

DR.  H.  F.  BURDER. 
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THE  SYMPATHY   OF  CHRIST. 

PROFESSOR  JOHN  CAIRNS,  D.  D. 

"  For  we  have  not  an  high  priest  which  cannot  be  touched  with 
the  feeling  of  our  infirmities,  hut  was  in  all  points  tempted  like 
as  we  are,  yet  without  sin." — Heb.  iv.  15. 

have  Christ's  sympathy  in  these  pregnant 
words  exhibited  in  tint  points  of  view — as 
— 'i  —  j  an  effect  and  as  a  cause.  As  an  effect,  it 
is  due  to  training  and  experience;  and  as  a  cause,  it 
influences  the  whole  exercise  of  His  priestly  office. 
Christ's  sympathy  is  presented  as  the  effect  of 
training  and  experience  in  the  latter  half  of  this 
sentence,  which  comes  first  in  the  order  of  nature 
and  history.  He  "  was  in  all  points  tempted  like  as 
we  are,  yet  without  sin."  Hence  His  sympathy: 
He  "  can  be  touched  with  the  feeling  of  our  infirmi 
ties."  Sympathy  as  a  state  of  mind  involves  three 
exercises.  There  is,  first,  the  entering  into  the  case 
of  another,  so  as  to  take  it  up,  to  conceive  distinctly 
all  the  painful  feelings  by  which  another  is  agitated, 
and  to  read  his  very  heart  when  torn  and  darkened 
by  grief.  This,  however,  is  not  yet  the  distinctive 
working  of  sympathy,  for  a  great  poet  may  be  able 
thus  to  enter  into  and  describe  the  workings  of  dis 
tress,  without  feeling  them  as  a  friend.  Nay,  a 
tyrant  may  enter  into  and  gloat  over  the  sufferings 
of  his  victim.  Still,  this  is  a  help  to  sympathy;  and 
wherever  the  latter  is,  this  has  gone  before.  The 
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next  element  in  sympathy,  and  the  most  vital,  is  the 
feeling  of  pain  in  our  breast  when  we  realize  an 
other's  woe.  It  is  not  only  the  conceiving  of  what 
he  suffers,  but  a  suffering  along  with  him,  such  a 
suffering  as  amounts  to  a  positive  unhappiness,  and 
as  is  due  entirely  to  his  grief  being  by  sympathy 
made  our  own.  And  the  third  element  in  sympathy 
is  the  desire  or  impulse  to  relieve  the  sufferer,  which 
is  not  merely,  or  at  all,  the  selfish  wish  to  get  rid  of 
our  own  reflected  pain  (for  this  we  might  do  in  other 
ways),  but  to  remove  the  burden  from  him  who 
bears  it,  for  his  own  sake,  or  at  least  to  soothe  and 
assuage,  by  any  means,  his  trouble.  When  we  as 
cribe  sympathy,  then,  to  our  blessed  Saviour,  we  as 
cribe  to  IJim  these  three  things — His  entering  into 
our  case— His  feeling  our  woe— and  His  impulse  and 
desire  to  relieve.  It  might  seem,  indeed,  as  if  the 
second  of  these  experiences,  a  feeling  of  our  woe, 
could  not  belong  to  the  Redeemer  in  His  state  of 
exaltation,  because  it  would  involve  Him  in  all  our 
misery,  and  that  in  proportion  to  His  own  tender 
ness.  There  is  no  doubt  a  mystery  here  which  we 
cannot  fathom.  But  the  language  of  Scripture  is 
so  express  that  we  dare  not  deny  to  our  exalted 
Saviour  this  element  of  sympathy.  We  must  bring 
in  another  great  law  by  which  the  capacity  of 
sympathy  is  governed;  and  that  law  we  may  call 
the  law  of  training  or  experience. 

It  is  the  fact  that  those  who  have  suffered  any 
form  of  evil  have  more  sympathy  with  sufferers 
from  the  same  evil  than  those  whose  experience  has 
spared  them  this  trial.  One  who  has  endured  the 
keen. pangs  of  hunger  has  more  sympathy  with  the 
poor  in  their  want  of  daily  food  than  those  who  have 
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fared  sumptuously  every  day.  A  shipwrecked  mar 
iner  has  most  sympathy  with  the  shipwrecked— a 
widow  with  widows — a  heart -broken  father  with 
another  exclaiming  over  some  ill-fated  youth,  "0 
Absalom,  my  son,  my  son  !  "  The  nearer  our  ex 
perience  of  danger,  suffering,  sorrow,  or  evil  of  any 
kind,  comes  to  that  of  those  whom  we  see  or  hear  of 
as  undergoing  the  same  calamities,  the  more  entire 
isbour  sympathy  with  them,  and  that  in  all  the  three 
elements  which  I  have  already  spoken  of;  for  we 
take  up  more  easily  their  case  for  its  resemblance  to 
our  own;  we  feel  more  keenly  afflicted  in  their  woe; 
and,  as  a  consequence,  we  have  a  stronger  impulse 
to  help  and  succor  them.  He  can  sympathize  with 
the  poor,  for  his  whole  life  was  one  of  poverty,  of 
labor,  of  dependence,  and,  even  in  His  public  minis 
try,  of  homelessness;  and  few  of  the  poor  can  repeat 
His  words— "  Foxes  have  holes,  and  the  birds  of  the 
air  have  nests;  but  the  Son  of  Man  hath  not  where 
to  lay  His  head."  The  meanest  pauper  who  is  car 
ried  out  at  the  expense  of  others  can  think  of  Him 
who  was  anointed  against  the  day  of  His  burial,  and 
laid  in  a  borrowed  grave.  He  was  also  an  hungered 
and  athirst,  and  wearied  with  work  and  travel;  so 
that  all  who  suffer  on  the  side  of  physical  want  and 
exhaustion  may  think  of  Him  who  fasted  in  the 
wilderness,  who  sat  tired  by  Jacob's  well,  and  who 
was  overpowered  by  sleep  even  amidst  the  storm. 
The  innumerable  host  of  the  victims  of  pain  may 
turn  to  Him  who  bled  in  Gethsemane  and  agonized 
on  Calvary;  and  "  the  noble  army  of  martyrs  "  may 
dwell  on  His  tortures  by  the  scourge,  the  thorny 
crown,  and  the  cross,  as  the  precursors  of  their  own. 
He  suffered  every  kind  of  opposition,  beginning 
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life  amidst  persecution  and  exile,  and  ending  it 
amidst  the  rejection  and  cruelty  of  a  violent  death. 
He  suffered  every  kind  of  reproach,  being  charged 
with  ignorance,  with  pride,  with  falsehood,  with  in 
temperance,  with  insanity,  with  sedition,  with  blas 
phemy,  with  alliance  with  Satan.  He  suffered  every 
form  of  ingratitude,  being  despised  as  well  as  re 
jected  by  those  whom  he  stooped  to  save;  being  be 
trayed,  denied  and  forsaken  by  His  own  disciples; 
and  being  nailed  to  the  cross  by  the  very  sinners 
whom  He  came  to  ransom  from  death.  All  these 
wounds  had  in  them  the  bitter  sting  of  sin,  as  well 
as  of  unkiiidness;  and  where  he  was  not  suffering 
from  the  sins  of  others  He  was  suffering  from  their 
sorrows,  as  when  He  touched  the  bier  of  the  widow's 
son,  or  wept  at  the  grave  of  Lazarus.  Every  affec 
tion  was  in  turn  wounded — His  social,  when  He 
sighed  over  the  people  fainting  as  sheep  without  a 
shepherd— His  domestic,  when  from  the  cross  He 
looked  down  on  His  mother  with  her  pierced  heart — 
His  patriotic,  when  He  mourned  over  Jerusalem's 
approaching  end. 

Aside  from  our  Saviour's  sympathy  as  an  effect 
due  to  His  training  and  experience,  we  must  consider 
His  intercession. 

First,  Christ's  intercession  procures  our  pardon. 
No  sinner  is  pardoned  simply  because  Christ  died. 
There  must  be  a  personal  application,  and  a  personal 
introduction  of  each  applicant  for  the  Divine  clem 
ency,  on  the  footing  of  the  Saviour's  death.  And 
it  is  the  office  of  Jesus  to  introduce  each  penitent 
and  conscience-stricken  applicant,  and  in  that  awful 
hour  to  plead  on  his  behalf  for  mercy.  Is  it  possible 
then,  that,  when  the  Saviour  sees  the  transgressor  at 
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His  feet,  like  Saul  of  Tarsus,  trembling  and  aston 
ished,  wrung  at  once  with  fear  and  with  remorse, 
and  lifting  the  new-born  cry  for  pardon  and  safety, 
His  heart  should  not  yearn  over  the  sinner  who  thus 
becomes  a  suppliant,  and  that  recalling  His  own 
agony  and  bloody  sweat,  and  all  that  He  has  endured 
for  the  ransom  of  the  guilty,  He  should  not  second 
his  prayer  with  a  deeper  tenderness  in  His  own  breast, 
and  a  more  melting  earnestness  in  His  own  utter 
ance  before  the  eternal  throne  ?  Hence  it  is  that 
every  sinner  may  draw  near  with  fullest  confidence, 
encouraged  by  those  representations  which  set  forth 
the  Saviour  in  heaven  as  a  Lamb  that  had  been  slain, 
and  as  clothed  with  a  vesture  dipped  in  blood;  for 
this  is  but  the  assurance  that  the  sympathies  of  Cal 
vary  are  transferred  to  Paradise,  and  that  He  still 
remembers  the  penitent  for  whom  He  suffered  when 
He  is  come  into  His  kingdom.  Nor  is  it  only  when 
the  sinner  first  appeals  to  the  loving  heart  of  this 
well-tried  Advocate  that  He  is  succored;  but  after 
every  fall  and  backsliding  the  Saviour  yearns  over 
him,  and  remembering  all  that  He  suffered  in  seek 
ing  and  saving  the  lost,  pleads  for  him  still,  and  se 
cures  for  him  pardon  and  recovery  through  His  own 
blood. 

Secondly,  Christ's  intercession  procures  our  help 
in  trouble.  He  looks  down  on  all  our  afflictions  with 
a  tried  and  experienced  eye.  Every  form  of  trouble 
that  gathers  around  us  touches  some  chord  in  His 
heart.  We  cannot  in  our  hours  of  deepest  and  dark 
est  sadness  go  beyond  the  circle  of  His  experience. 
In  tmth,  we  are  only  in  the  shallows  where  He  was 
in  the  depths;  and  His  sympathy  as  much  out- 
reaches  our  case  as  His  gracious  power.  We  may 
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well  believe,  then,  that  this  fathomless  spring  gives 
movement  and  impulse  to  all  the  streams  of  inter 
cession  that  flow  from  it,  and  that  to  the  very  utter 
most  He  is  able  to  help  and  save.  In  the  beautiful 
words  of  a  much-tried  friend,  now  for  years  removed 
from  earthly  trouble,  "  If  the  head  of  the  Eepublic  of 
Science,  Letters,  and  Arts,  should  be  the  greatest 
professor  of  these,  who  should  be  the  Head  of  the 
sympathies,  the  affections,  the  deep-seated  yearn 
ings  of  the  heart,  but  the  one  only  sinless,  perfect 
Man,  the  sympathizing  High  Priest,  the  mighty  In 
tercessor,  and  the  all-prevailing  Redeemer  ?  With 
out  Him  all  earthly  love  is  precarious  and  transitory; 
with  Him  the  dreariest  heart  knows  a  peaceful  sun 
shine." 

Thirdly,  Christ's  intercession  procures  our  succor 
in  death.  The  heathen  anticipated  death  with  deep 
gloom  of  spirit,  or  with  a  kind  of  mournful  resigna 
tion  almost  more  affecting,  It  was  a  night  that  had 
to  fall — an  impenetrable  shade  into  which  they  had 
to  go.  Those  who  are  strangers  to  Christian  hope 
are  still  in  the  same  "horror  of  great  darkness." 
But,  0  what  a  light  has  arisen  through  the  advent 
of  Him  who  is  the  Eesurrection  and  the  Life  !  One 
has  died,  and  has  returned,  not  with  a  message  of 
terror,  but  of  peace.  He  returns  as  the  Victor,  the 
Deliverer,  the  Head  of  a  conquering  host,  gathering 
in  His  train,  and  marching  on  to  immortality.  To 
Him  the  battle  is  past,  but  to  them  it  is  yet  future. 
Hopeful  as  they  are,  they  are  not  without  misgiv 
ing;  and  many  a  wistful  look  is  directed  to  the  last 
scene  of  conflict.  What  a  solace,  then,  to  think 
that  their  Guide  knows  the  way,  and  remembers  the 
path  that  leads  through  strife  and  pain  to  certain 
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victory  !  And  what  an  inspiration  to  catch  from  His 
now  triumphant  voice  the  signal,  "  Fear  not ;  I  am 
He  that  liveth,  and  was  dead;  and,  behold,  I  am 
alive  for  evermore,  Amen;  and  have  the  keys  of  hell 
and  of  death  !  "  Let  us  hear  the  call  thus  descend 
ing  from  the  exalted  seat  of  His  interceding  love 
and  care;  and  let  us,  inwardly  strong  and  glad,  re 
spond,  "Lead  on,  incarnate,  dying,  risen  Lord; 
through  darkness  and  through  death  we  follow  Thee  ! 
Thanks  be  unto  God,  who  giveth  us  the  victory 
through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ." 

Let  those  who  mourn  rehearse  these  lessons  of  im 
mortal  consolation  beside  the  grave  !  Our  dead  in 
Christ  have  not  perished.  To  believe  it  were  to 
falsify  every  article  of  Christianity  and  to  resign  all 
its  dearest  hopes.  It  were  to  re-instate  the  fallen 
King  of  Terrors,  and  to  revive  the  dead  and  buried 
paganism  over  which  Christ  has  set  up  his  throne. 
Let  us  not  be  guilty  of  such  disloyalty  to  our  reign 
ing  Lord,  who  ever  lives  to  comfort  His  redeemed. 
By  the  memory  of  all  that  is  mightiest  in  His  death 
and  tenderest  in  His  intercession — by  the  efficacy  of 
His  blood  and  the  sacredness  of  His  sympathy — let 
every  Christian  mourner,  lamenting  the  dead  that 
sleep  in  Jesus,  refrain  his  eyes  from  tears;  and  in  so 
far  as  they  are  the  tears  of  an  unbelieving  and  un- 
permitted  sorrow,  seek  to  have  them  wiped  away  ! 

And  may  the  sympathy  of  Him  who  forbids  op 
pressive  grief,  grant  also  the  grace  to  rise  above  it 
to  His  own  glory  and  to  hasten  on  the  day  when,  in 
a  heaven  of  re-union,  and  recognition,  the  eyes  that, 
like  His  own  have  wept  their  last  tears,  shall  be 
made  exceeding  glad  with  the  light  of  his  counte 
nance. 

14 


210  THE  BOW  IN   THE   CLOUD. 


THE  DAY  OF  DEATH  BETTER  THAN  THE  DAY 
OF  BIRTH. 

REV.  PRINCIPAL  CAIRD,  D.D. 

GOOD  name,"  it  is  written,  "  is  better  than 
precious  ointment;  and  the  day  of  death 
than  the  day  of  one's  birth."  The  idea  in 
the  first  clause  of  this  verse  may  be,  that  the  love 
and  honor  that  follow  departed  worth  are  a  better 
embalming  than  all  the  preparations  and  perfumes 
that  steal  the  body  from  decay.  The  latter  succeed 
only  in  preserving  for  a  little  what  is  at  best  a 
ghastly  semblance  of  the  outward  form  of  the  man. 
The  former  seizes  hold  of  the  spirit  or  essence  of  his 
inward  being,  the  central  principle  of  his  life,  and 
suffuses  that  with  the  fragrance  of  sweet  and  tender 
memories,  the  preservative  of  human  respect  and 
love.  It  is  well  when  death  has  claimed  his  own, 
to  let  him  do  his  worst  to  that  which  alone  it  is  in 
his  power  to  touch;  enough  for  us  to  feel  that  there 
is  an  immortality  which  love  confers  on  which  he 
cannot  lay  his  destroying  hand.  When  we  have 
looked  our  last  on  the  dear  old  face,  calm  with  the 
changeless  peace  of  death;  or  when  the  great  or  good 
man,  at  the  close  of  an  honored  life,  is  carried  to 
the  grave,  true  affection  shrinks  from  any  miserable 
attempt  to  confer  a  spectral  show  of  life  on  that 
which  is  our  friend  no  more.  But  embalm  him  in 
the  heart.  Let  the  idea  of  his  life  rest  in  the  sane- 
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tuary  of  imagination.  Open  for  him  in  the  inmost 
shrine  of  the  living  temple  a  place  where  the  name 
and  memory  of  our  noblest  and  dearest  are  treasured; 
and  gather  round  him  there  the  myrrh  and  frankin 
cense,  the  sweet  spices  and  fragrant  ointment  of 
loving  thoughts  and  tender  recollections,  of  sym 
pathy  and  reverence  for  all  in  him  that  was  noble, 
and  honorable,  and  good;— so  will  you  obtain  a  bet 
ter  triumph  over  death,  and  more  truly  arrest  the 
progress  of  decay;  for  "  a  good  name  is  better  than 
precious  ointment." 

The  day  of  a  Christian's  death  is  better  than  that 
of  his  birth,  because,  rightly  viewed,  his  death-day  is 
but  a  better  birth-day.  It  is  the  day  of  his  entrance 
with  a  nobler  nature  into  a  grander  world.  "  Our 
birth,"  it  has  been  said  in  well-known  words, 

"  is  but  a  sleep  and  a  forgetting; 
The  soul  that  rises  with  us,  our  life's  star, 
Hath  elsewhere  had  its  setting, 
And  cometh  from  afar: 
Not  in  entire  forget  fulness, 
And  not  in  utter  nakedness, 
But  trailing  clouds  of  glory  do  we  come 
From  God,  who  is  our  home." 

But  that  which  a  poetical  imagination  sees  in  the 
infant's  birth,  the  eye  of  faith  and  hope  discerns 
more  truly  in  the  Christian's  death.  What,  seen 
from  one  side  of  death,  is  the  setting,  from  the 
other  is  but  the  rising  of  the  soul  on  a  world  more 
glorious  far  than  this.  Nor  does  it  pass  in  forgetful- 
ness  or  nakedness  to  Him  who  is  its  eternal  home. 
He  who  has  lived  nobly  loses  not  in  death  any  one 
of  the  best  results  of  life— the  treasures  of  learning 
with  which  years  of  study  and  thought  have  en- 
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riched  the  mind,  the  wisdom  and  experience  gained 
by  long  converse  with  men  and  things,  the  ripe  judg 
ment,  the  cultured  taste,  the  exquisite  susceptibility 
to  all  that  is  beautiful  and  noble  in  nature  and  life, 
the  affections  and  sympathies  expanding  and  deep 
ening,  growing  in  tenderness  and  purity  to  the  last; 
above  all,  the  high  qualities  that  give  dignity  and 
greatness  to  man's  moral  nature — generosity,  truth 
fulness,  unselfishness,  gentleness,  humility,  rever 
ence,  piety.  Nothing  of  all  this  is  lost  in  the 
transition  from  time  to  eternity.  Rich  with  all  this 
accumulated  spiritual  wealth,  does  the  soul  enter  on 
its  new  career.  God  has  uses  for  it  all.  It  is  all 
precious  to  Him.  He  will  not  suffer  one  atom  of  it 
to  be  lost  when  he  recalls  the  spirit  to  Himself. 

The  sentimentalist  may  sigh  over  the  brevity  and 
vanity  of  human  existence,  and  speak  of  all  that  is 
great  and  noble  in  man  and  in  human  life  as  created 
only  to  become  the  prey  of  death.  Struck  by  some 
instance  of  what  we  call  untimely  death,  the  pre 
mature  extinction  of  some  great  and  gifted  mind, 
we  are  disposed  sometimes  to  wonder  at  this  strange 
squandering  of  what  is  so  rare  and  invaluable.  All 
this  learning  and  experience,  all  this  acutenes.s  and 
polish  of  intellect,  this  slowly-gathered  wisdom,  this 
ardor  for  truth  and  goodness,  from  which  the  world 
might  so  much  have  benefited — how  sad  and  unac 
countable  that  by  one  seemingly  arbitrary  stroke  it 
should  be  destroyed  !  What  mockery  of  human 
exertions  that  man  should  toil  passionately  and 
painfully  for  long  years  to  gain  that  which,  ere  it 
has  well  begun  to  be  used  or  enjoyed,  is  in  one  in 
stant  wantonly  swept  away  !  But  does  not  this  so 
common  moralizing  betray,  after  all,  a  miserable 
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narrowness  and  impiety  ?  Why  should  we  talk  as  if 
our  little  world  were  co-extensive  with  the  universe, 
as  if  there  might  not  he  other  and  grander  spheres 
of  effort,  other  and  greater  work  to  he  done  in  regions 
and  worlds  unknown,  to  which  our  Father,  when 
He  has  need  of  them,  calls  our  hest  and  bravest- 
hearted  away  ?  Important  though  the  world's  work 
may  be,  do  we  not  greatly  exaggerate  when  we 
speak  as  if  in  the  measureless  order  of  the  universe, 
in  the  carrying  on  of  the  affairs  and  destinies  of  His 
boundless  government,  God  might  not  have,  for  the 
highest  minds,  places  of  trust  to  be  filled,  plans  and 
schemes  to  be  developed,  high  and  holy  achieve 
ments  to  be  performed,  work  to  be  done  affording 
wider,  grander  scope  for  wisdom  and  energy  and 
ardor,  than  this  world's  most  momentous  business 
and  affairs  ?  There  is  no  waste  of  power  when  an 
able  and  gifted  man  is  called  from  some  obscure 
sphere  to  a  position  of  dignity  and  responsibility. 
So,  surely,  there  is  no  waste,  no  annihilation  of 
what  is  most  precious,  no  frustration  of  the  long 
education  of  life,  when,  in  the  very  midst  of  their 
years  and  their  usefulness,  God  calls  away  the  best 
and  wisest  of  the  sons  of  men  to  play  their  part  on 
a  wider,  grander  stage.  The  very  fact  that  they  are 
the  best  and  wisest  may  be  the  reason  why  they  are 
earliest  called.  God  cannot  spare  them  longer  from 
the  greater  destinies  that  await  them.  So,  not  seldom 
"the  good  die  young,  while  they  whose  hearts  are 
dry  as  summer's  dust  burn  to  the  socket."  And 
even  the  hour  in  which  we  mourn  over  their  un 
timely  fall,  is  that  in  which  they  have  attained  their 
grandest  exaltation — while  we  talk  of  their  sun  as 
having  gone  down  when  it  was  yet  day,  already 
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they  have  begun  to  shine  as  the  stars  for  ever  and 
ever.       Death  here  is  birth  into  immortality. 

Compare,  then,  the  two  days  spoken  of,  and  say 
which  is  the  "  better."  The  day  when  a  great  and 
good  man  dies  is  like  the  day  of  his  birth,  that  on 
which  he  enters  on  a  new  existence.  But  the  first 
birth  was  in  feebleness  and  unconsciousness  and 
ignorance;  the  second  is  in  the  noble  maturity  of 
powers  ripened  by  the  discipline  of  years.  The  first 
was  the  birth  of  a  nature  possessed  at  best  of  the 
negative  innocence  and  guilelessiiess  of  infancy;  the 
second  is  that  of  a  nature  purified  by  a  trial,  strong 
with  the  strength  of  conquest,  attired  in  raiment 
that  has  been  "  washed  and  made  white  in  the  blood 
of  the  lamb."  The  former  birthday  beheld  a  weep 
ing  child  clinging  in  blind  instinct  to  the  mother's 
breast,  the  latter  witnesses  a  redeemed  and  glorified 
spirit,  enfolded,  in  the  ineffable  consciousness  of  love 
and  life,  in  the  everlasting  arms.  An  earthly  home 
and  a  little  circle  of  earthly  friends  welcomed  at  the 
first  the  new  entrant  on  life;  the  glorious  society  of 
heaven,  angels  and  spirits  of  the  just  made  perfect, 
hail  the  coming  of  another  brother  born  to  immor 
tality.  The  first  birth  was  into  a  world  whose  beauty 
had  been  marred  by  sins  and  strife  and  care  and 
crime;  the  second  ushers  the  soul  into  the  home  of 
eternal  purity, — a  world  on  which  the  faintest 
shadow  of  evil  can  never  rest, —  the  new  heavens 
and  earth  wherein  dwelleth  righteousness.  Who, 
then,  if  this  all  be  so,  can  doubt  that  ' ;  the  day  of  a 
man's  death  "  may  be  "  better  than  the  day  of  his 
birth?" 
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THE    SAVIOUR'S    SYMPATHY    WITH    THE    AF 
FLICTED. 

REV.  JOHN  EADIE,  D.D. 

1FT  is  in  the  period  of  suffering  and  bereavement 
that  the  soul  is  brought  into  nearer  contact  with 
^P?  God,  and  knows  Him,  not  from  what  it  believes, 
but  from  what  it  enjoys — not  from  what  it  has  been 
taught,  but  from  what  it  has  experienced.  We  are 
all  aware  that  our  Lord  is  named  the  "  Man  of  Sor 
rows,"  and  we  are  taught  that  He  is  "  touched  with 
the  feeling  of  our  infirmities;"  but  we  do  not  ade 
quately  comprehend  the  truth,  till,  under  the  pres 
sure  of  infirmity,  we  enjoy  His  sympathy;  and  then 
we  can  say,  now  we  know  it  for  we  have  felt  it. 
There  is  truly  a  sublime  meaning  in  the  words  which 
He  spoke  to  Martha,  "  I  am  the  Resurrection  and  the 
Life; "  but  only  those  circumstanced  as  she  was — 
the  grave  having  closed  over  her  brother— can  really 
enter  into  their  nobility  and  triumph.  He  who  has 
never  felt  the  pang  or  desolation  of  bereavement— 
whose  heart  has  never  been  pierced  by  the  barbed 
and  mortal  shaft — who  has  never  gazed  on  the 
corpse  of  parent,  brother,  or  child,  and  seen  it  closed 
up  from  view— who  has  never  made  one  of  the 
group  of  weeping  mourners  that  stand,  inexpressible 
solemnity!  by  the  grave,  and  feel  a  sad  sinking  of 
heart  as  they  leave  behind  them,  in  dust  and  dark 
ness,  that  form  which  they  shall  not  see  again  till 
Christ  descend  and  the  trumpet  sound — such  a 
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scatheless  and  untried  believer  cannot,  though  he 
would,  unfold  to  himself  the  sweetness  and  comfort 
of  the  saying,  "  I  am  the  Eesurrection  and  the  Life." 
There  is  110  Christian  heart  that  does  not  hold  by  the 
pledge,  "  My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee;  "  but  it  is 
only  when  " weakness"  overpowers  it,  that  it  can 
really  find  that  His  "strength  is  made  perfect." 
Without  affliction,  the  purest  and  closest  knowledge 
of  God  could  never  be  acquired;  a  veil  would  still 
seem  to  lie  upon  Him.  The  glory  that  surrounds 
Him  might  dazzle  us;  but  we  should  still  be  com 
parative  strangers  to  the  tenderness  and  love  of  His 
heart.  Still  at  a  distance  from  Him,  we  would  in 
deed  trust  Him;  but  when  He  lays  His  hand  upon 
us  and  brings  us  nearer  Him,  then  do  we  acquaint 
ourselves  with  His  loving- kindness,  no  longer  by  re 
port,  but  by  tasting  it.  You  may  have  seen  the 
solar  beam  thrown  back  in  yellow  splendor  from  the 
crystal  rocks,  as  they  glistened  with  gold,  but  now 
you  have  found  and  gathered  the  precious  ore.  It 
is  one  thing  to  admire  the  beauty  of  His  pavilion, 
and  another  thing  to  be  in  it;  one  thing  to  know 
Him  from  what  He  has  said,  and  another  to  know 
Him  in  what  He  has  done.  Surely  experimental 
intimacy  far  excels  theoretic  information;  but  it  is 
gained  only  in  the  school  of  affliction. 

Did,  therefore,  the  friendship  of  Christ  secure  us 
against  suffering,  it  would  shade  from  our  view 
these  prime  and  happy  lessons.  But  Christ  is 
anxious  that  we  learn  them,  and  therefore,  though 
he  loves  us,  He  permits  us  to  suffer,  that  we  may 
yearn  for  a  fuller  sense  of  this  presence,  and  pene 
trating  into  His  heart,  know,  because  we  feel,  the 
love  and  power  of  our  Beloved  and  Friend. 
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SORROW  FOR  THE   DEAD. 

JOHN  TULLOCH,  D.D. 

'HE  New  Testament  teaches  us  to  think  of  our 
dead  ones  as  " asleep."  "Them  also  which 
sleep  in  Jesus  will  God  bring  with  him." 
(i  Thess.  iv.  11).  They  are  gone  from  us,  but  they 
rest  in  the  Lord.  And  when  they  awake,  they  will 
be  still  with  Him.  Why,  then,  should  we  weep  for 
those  who,  now  calmly  resting  in  Christ,  await  a 
joyful  resurrection  ? 

As  "  sleep  is  to  waking,  so  is  death  to  the  resur 
rection.  "  It  is  the  dawn  of  a  Resurrection  morning 
which  gives  its  full  'force  to  the  image.  In  death 
there  is  rest  from  care  and  sorrow,  and  all  the  ills 
which  make  life  painful;  and  so  far  it  is  like  to 
sleep,  when  we  lie  down  and  put  from  us,  in  uncon 
scious  slumber,  the  cares  of  the  day,  the  sorrows 
that  may  have  vexed  us,  or  other  ills  that  may  have 
pained  or  wearied  us.  But  it  requires  the  assurance 
of  an  awakening  to  complete  the  analogy.  It  were 
little  to  say  to  men,  as  Socrates  said  long  ago,  that 
death  is  a  "  great  gain,"  even  if  we  only  think  of  it 
as  a  "deep  sleep  in  which  one  has  had  no  dream." 
Insensibility  is  better  than  pain  or  toil.  But  to  the 
Christian  the  sleep  of  death  is  only  the  prelude  to  a 
joyful  day.  The  sleeper  awakes  refreshed  and 
strengthened  to  a  "  mightier  power  of  life."  The 
believer  sinks  to  rest  in  the  grave  that  he  may  rise 


218  THE  BOW   IN  THE   CLOUD. 

again  on  the  Kesurrection  morning  in  new  and  more 
glorious  being.  "  For  if  we  believe  that  Jesus  died 
and  rose  again,  even  so  them  also  which  sleep  in 
Jesus  will  God  bring  with  Him." 

It  was  this  view  of  death  of  which  the  heathen 
knew  nothing.  They  might  think  of  their  dead 
ones  as  resting  in  the  dust.  Their  Philosophers 
might  discourse  of  a  dreamless  sleep;  and  their  Poets 
sing  of  a  long  night  of  perpetual  slumber  towards 
which  they  were  hastening;  but  they  knew  nothing 
of  the  Morning  that  was  to  break  on  their  long  sleep 
—of  the  Resurrection  to  which  it  was  destined. 
Even  the  ancient  Hebrews  saw  this  but  dimly,  and 
therefore  they  cried,  "  The  living,  the  living,  he  shall 
praise  Thee.  For  the  grave  cannot  praise  Thee; 
death  cannot  celebrate  Thee:  they  that  go  down  into 
the  pit  cannot  hope  for  Thy  truth. ' '  (Isaiah  xxxviii. 
18, 19.)  "  In  death  there  is  no  remembrance  of  Thee: 
in  the  grave  who  shall  give  Thee  thanks?"  (Psa. 
vi.  5.)  "  The  dead  praise  not  the  Lord,  neither  any 
that  go  down  in  silence."  (Psa.  cxv.  17.)  Prophet 
and  Psalmist  had  at  the  best  but  a  feeble  hold  of  the 
doctrine  of  Resurrection  to  Eternal  Life.  They  saw 
before  them  the  darkness;  they  felt,  with -something 
of  horror,  the  silence  of  the  tomb,  but  the  eye  of 
faith  did  not  pierce  steadily  beyond  the  voiceless 
gloom.  Life  and  immortality  have  only  been  brought 
clearly  to  light  in  the  Gospel, — in  Him  who  hath 
Himself  risen  "the  first-fruits  of  them  that  sleep." 
And  hence,  the  Christian  alone  looks  with  cheerful 
hopefulness  in  death.  Others  may  face  it  with 
steadfastness  or  calm:  he  alone  lies  down  to  sleep  in 
hope.  Not  only  without  fear,  but  in  joy  he  enters 
the  dark  valley,  and  friends  lay  him  in  the  narrow 
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prison-house,  "  dust  to  dust,  in  the  hope  of  a  joyful 
Resurrection."  "  For  this  corruptible  must  put  on 
incorruption,  and  this  mortal  must  put  on  immor 
tality.  .  .  .  Then  shall  be  brought  to  pass  the  saying 
that  is  written:  Death  is  swallowed  up  in  victory. 
0  death,  where  is  thy  sting  ?  0  grave,  where  is  thy 
victory  ?  The  sting  of  death  is  sin,  and  the  strength 
of  sin  is  the  law.  But  thanks  be  to  God,  which 
giveth  us  the  victory,  through  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ."  (i  Cor.  xv.  53-27.) 

It  is  this  fact  of  Resurrection  which  leads  the 
apostle  to  say  that  we  who  remain  alive  should  not 
sorrow  for  our  dead  ones,  "even  as  others  which 
have  no  hope."  (i  Thess.  iv.  13.)  Why,  indeed, 
should  we  thus  sorrow,  who  believe  that  as  "  Jesus 
died  and  rose  again,  even  so  them  also  who  sleep  in 
Jesus  will  God  bring  with  Him  ? "  (i  Thess.  iv.  14.) 
They  who  had  no  such  faith,  might  well  weep  as 
they  buried  their  Dead  out  of  sight  and  knew  not 
whether  they  should  evermore  see  the  light  of  life. 
But  why  should  we  hopelessly  weep  for  those  who 
are  resting  with  the  Lord — who  have  gone  before  to 
be  for  ever  with  Him  ?  Why,  indeed,  but  for  the 
faintness  of  our  hearts  and  the  weakness  of  our 
flesh  ?  Let  us  sorrow  rather  for  ourselves,  that  our 
sight  is  so  dim  and  our  faith  so  dull — that  we  are  so 
little  able  to  look  beyond  things  which  are  "seen 
and  temporal"  to  those  which  are  "unseen  and 
eternal !  "  The  living,  rather  than  the  Dead,  may 
have  a  claim  upon  our  sorrowful  regard.  For  the 
Dead  have  gone  beyond  our  anxiety.  They  have 
entered  into  their  rest.  They  are  asleep  in  Jesus; 
while  the  living,  who  are  around  us,  and  with  us, 
may  be  wandering  far  away  from  Him,  may  be 
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wounding  Him  by  their  sins,  may  be  "  crucifying 
Him  afresh  and  putting  Him  to  an  open  shame." 
It  is  as  if  we  were  to  weep  for  the  child  resting  in  its 
father's  bosom,  sheltered  in  a  happy  home,  rather 
than  for  the  child  who  has  gone  astray  in  darkness, 
and  cannot  find  its  homeward  way.  It  is  as  if  we 
were  to  sorrow  for  the  mariner  who  has  found  a  safe 
harbor,  and  rests  in  peace,  rather  than  for  the  storm- 
tossed  sailor  in  the  open  main,  around  whom  the 
billows  may  be  heaving  high,  and  over  whom  the 
sky  may  be  darkening  to  his  doom.  No,  brethren, 
let  us  not  sorrow  for  those  who  are  with  God,  safe 
in  a  Father's  house,  sheltered  in  the  haven  of  eternal 
rest.  But  let  us  be  anxious  and  careful  for  the  Liv 
ing,  that  we  may  help  them,  and  guide  them  by 
God's  blessing  in  a  right  way;  and  for  ourselves, 
that  we  may  "  know  the  things  which  belong  unto 
oar  peace  before  they  are  hid  from  our  eyes." 

WEEP  not  for  those  whom  the  veil  of  the  tomb 
In  life's  happy  morning  hath  hid  from  our  eyes, 
Ere  sin  threw  a  blight  o'er  the  spirit's  young  bloom, 
Or  earth  had  profaned  what  was  born  for  the  skies. 
Death  chilled  the  fair  fountain  ere  sorrow  had  stain'd 

it, 

'Twas  frozen  in  all  the  pure  light  of  its  course, 
And  but  sleeps  till  the  sunshine  of  heaven  has  un 
chain' d  it, 
To  water  that  Eden  where  first  was  its  source. 

THOMAS  MOORE. 

IIHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIILIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII1"1 

GRIEF  and  joy  look  out  of  the  same  window. 

J.  T.  HEADLEY. 
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HOW  ARE  THE   DEAD  RAISED  UP,  AND  WITH 
WHAT  BODY  DO  THEY  COME?" 

PROFESSOR  ISLAY  BURNS,  D.D. 

iUT  how  are  the  dead  raised  up,  and  with 
what  hody  do  they  come  ? "  The  question 
will  still  recur,  not  on  the  suggestion  only 
of  a  wistful  curiosity,  hut  under  the  pressure  of 
these  doubts  which  the  physical  difficulties  of  the 
case  now,  as  in  the  Apostle's  days,  awaken.  How 
shall  it  he  possible  even  for  Omnipotence  itself  to 
gather  together  again  from  the  sepulchres  of  all  the 
ages,  the  dust  of  each  of  His  saints,  so  long  since 
dissolved,  dispersed,  blown  about  the  world,  mixed 
up  with  other  organisms,  taken  up  in  the  very  blood 
and  flesh  of  other  animals  and  other  men  in  the  long 
succession  of  ages  ?  How  shall  each  reclaim  his  own, 
when  the  same  substance,  the  same  identical  parti 
cles  have  belonged  successively  to  many  ?  Can  Om 
nipotence  itself  overcome  the  natural  impossibility 
of  the  same  atom  being  in  two  places  and  forming  a 
part  of  two  distinct  material  organisms  at  once  ? 
Surely  if  the  immortal  spirits  of  men  are  again  to  be 
invested  with  a  material  form,  it  cannot  be  the  same 
identical  body  which  they  laid  aside  at  death,  and 
which  they  left  behind  them  in  the  grave. 

The  objection  is  specious,  but  not  solid.  It  is 
founded  altogether,  not  on  the  difficulties  of  the 
doctrine  itself,  but  on  an  erroneous  and  superficial 
understanding  of  the  doctrine.  The  identity  of  ani- 
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mal  organisms  is  an  identity,  not  of  particles,  but  of 
form  and  structure  and  continuous  sentient  life. 

Even  during  our  present  state  of  existence,  while 
the  organic  identity  of  our  bodies  remains,  their  ma 
terial  substance  is  incessantly  changing;  so  that  in 
the  course  of  a  very  few  years  every  single  atom  of 
their  present  framework  shall  have  passed  away 
and  given  place  to  others.  Thus,  in  this  sense,  the 
body  of  the  child  is  different  from  the  body  of  the 
boy,  and  the  body  of  the  boy  from  that  of  the  man, 
and  the  substance  of  which  we  are  composed  at  our 
birth  is  not  the  same,  but  wholly  other  than  that 
which  we  shall  lay  in  the  tomb.  It  is  not  in  this, 
then,  that  our  true  identity  consists,  seeing  that 
amid  all  the  incessant  change  that  in  this  respect 
takes  place,  that  identity  remains  all  the  while  un 
affected.  There  is  110  individuality  in  atoms;  each 
one,  so  far  as  we  know,  is  like  another,  and  can  con 
tribute  nothing  therefore  to  the  distinctive  peculi 
arity  or  differentia  of  the  bodies  which  they  compose. 
I  am  what  I  am,  not  because  I  am  composed  of  such 
and  such  particles,  but  because  out  of  such  particles 
I  have  been  moulded  by  the  plastic  hand  of  God  into 
that  distinctive  form  and  type  of  organic  substance 
which  belongs  to  me,  as  an  individual,  and  which 
is  mine  and  not  another's.  Even  if,  by  a  miracle, 
every  atom  of  my  bodily  substance  were  in  an  in 
stant  eliminated  and  substituted  by  others,  I  would 
still  remain,  as  to  everything  which  constitutes  rny 
true  identity,  alike  in  body  as  in  soul,  totally  un 
changed.  In  this  sense,  then — that  is  to  say,  in  the 
sense,  not  of  an  atomic  but  of  an  organic  and  vital 
identity — the  body  of  our  resurrection  shall  be  the 
same  with  the  body  of  our  burial.  As  the  body  of 
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our  birth  is  the  same  with  the  body  of  our  death;  so 
shall  be  the  body  of  our  death  with  the  body  of  our 
immortality.  It  will  be  changed,  and  yet  the  same, 
—changed  in  its  conditions,  properties,  powers;  the 
same  in  individual  form  of  type,  in  its  characteristic 
style  and  physiognomy,  in  the  proportion  of  its  parts, 
and  its  special  adaptation  to  the  uses  of  that  one 
particular  soul  to  which  it  inalienably  belongs;  so 
truly  the  same  that  both  we  ourselves  shall  be  sure 
of  it,  and  all  who  knew  us  before  in  the  flesh  shall 
recognize  and  know  us  again.  It  will  be  the  same, 
though  raised  now  to  the  full  predestined  perfection 
of  its  nature,  conformed  to  its  true  ideal,  even  as  its 
type  was  cast  in  the  eternal  thought  of  God  from 
the  first,— bright,  beautiful,  glorious,  each  accord 
ing  to  its  own  individual  style  and  fashion  of  bright 
ness,  beauty,  glory,  as  every  true  work  of  God  is 
and  must  be.  It  was  thus  that  the  Apostle,  in  his 
own  grand  way,  solved  the  difficulty:  "Thou  fool, 
that  which  thou  sowest  is  not  quickened,  except  it 
die:  and  that  which  thou  sowest,  thou  sowest  not 
that  body  that  shall  be,  but  bare  grain,  it  may  chance 
of  wheat,  or  of  some  other  grain;  But  God  giveth 
it  a  body  as  it  hath  pleased  Him;  and  to  every  seed  his 
own  body.  .  .  So  also  is  the  resurrection  of  the 
dead.  It  is  sown  in  corruption:  it  is  raised  in  incor- 
ruption;  it  is  sown  in  dishonor:  it  is  raised  in  glory; 
it  is  sown  in  weakness:  it  is  raised  in  power;  it  is 
sown  a  natural  body:  it  is  raised  a  spiritual  body.  .  . 
So  when  this  corruptible  shall  have  put  on  incorrup  • 
tion,  and  this  mortal  shall  have  put  on  immortality, 
then  shall  be  brought  to  pass  the  saying  that  is 
written,  Death  is  swallowed  up  in  victory.'7  (1  Cor. 
xv.  36-54.) 


224  THE   BOW   IN   THE   CLOUD. 

Here,  then,  we  must  pause.  With  this  glimpse  of 
the  glory  to  be  revealed,  grand,  but  undefined,  we 
must  rest  satisfied.  Other  questions  manifold,  and 
to  the  thoughtful  spirit  of  deepest  interest,  we  might 
ask,  but  cannot  answer.  What  precisely  shall  be 
the  new  conditions,  capacities,  powers  of  our  resur 
rection  life  ?  In  what  respect  shall  it  be  the  same,  and 
in  what  unlike  our  present  earthly  state  ?  What 
new  avenues  of  knowledge  shall  we  possess,  what 
new  organs  of  perception,  what  new  spheres  of  ac 
tivity,  and  springs  of  enjoyment  ?  Shall  there  be 
music,  poetry,  art,  science,  deepening  research,  and 
advancing  knowledge  of  the  works  and  ways  of 
God,  in  heaven,  even  as  here  ?  Where  shall  the  final 
seat  of  the  blessed  be  ?  or  shall  they  be  confined,  as 
now,  to  any  exclusive  spot — to  any  one  single  orb  in 
the  immensity  of  God's  universe;  or  shall  they  not 
rather  roam  at  large  through  all  its  wide  domains, 
tread  free  and  unrestrained  through  all  the  streets  of 
the  illimitable  city  of  God  ?  Shall  we  still,  then  as 
now,  only  scan  from  afar,  the  course  of  the  plane 
tary  orbs,  and  the  twinkle  of  the  distant  Pleiades,  or 
shall  we  be  permitted  to  visit  them,  and  know  all 
about  them,  and  be  at  home  in  them,  as  in  so  many 
chambers  of  the  one  Father's  house  ?  In  what  form 
or  stage  of  their  development  shall  the  bodies  of  the 
blessed  rise, — as  in  youth,  or  in  manhood,  or  in  ripe 
majestic  age  ?  Shall  the  child  of  this  world  be  still 
a  child  in  heaven;  or  expand  all  at  once  in  that 
wondrous  transfiguration  moment  into  the  fulness 
of  its  stature  and  perfection  of  its  powers  ?  and  shall 
the  old  man  be  still  an  old  man  for  ever;  or  shall  he 
not  rather,  by  that  great  regenerative  baptism,  be 
brought  back  to  all  the  freshness  and  strength  of  his 
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manly  prime  ?  Shall  we,  in  short,  appear  then,  just 
as  we  were  when  death  took  us;  and  not  rather  as 
we  were  or  might  have  been,  at  our  best  ?  Shall 
the  great  Architect  of  that  new  creation  realize  the 
true  and  perfect  ideal  of  the  life  of  His  saints;  or  the 
restoration  only,  though  in  a  glorified  state,  of  their 
actual  form  here  below?  We  cannot  tell.  We 
know  not  what  we  shall  be.  Enough,  that  God 
knoweth,  and  that  He  planneth  and  doeth  all  things 
well.  Enough,  that  however  high  our  conceptions 
of  the  unseen  world,  and  sublime  our  aspirations  in 
regard  to  it,  it  will  still  be  something  higher  and 
grander  far  than  we  dream;  for  "  eye  hath  not  seen, 
nor  ear  heard,  neither  have  entered  into  the  heart  of 
man,  the  things  which  God  hath  prepared  for  them 
that  love  Him."  Enough,  that  there  shall  be  a  new 
heaven,  and  a  new  earth,  and  that  w.e  shall  be  made 
perfectly  meet  to  possess  and  to  enjoy  it.  Enough, 
and  above  all  that  Christ  shall  be  there,  and  that 
"when  He  shall  appear,  we  shall  be  like  Him;  for 
we  shall  see  Him  as  He  is." 


O!  JESUS,  bring  us  to  that  rest 

Where  all  the  ransomed  shall  be  found, 
In  thine  eternal  fulness  blest, 

While  ages  roll  their  cycles  round. 

WILLIAM  LEGGETT. 


THOUGH  it  be  not  in  our  power  to  make  affliction 
no  affliction,  yet  it  is  in  our  power  to  take  off  the 
edge  of  it,  by  a  steady  view  of  those  divine  joys  pre 
pared  for  us  in  another  state.  ^  p  ATTERBURY, 
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BLESSED  ARE   THEY   THAT   MO  PEN. 

WILLIAM  CULLEN  BRYANT. 

,  deem  not  they  are  blest  alone 
[|JJ        Whose  lives  a  peaceful  tenor  keep, 
The  power  who  pities  man,  has  shown 
A  blessing  for  the  eyes  that  weep. 

The  light  of  smiles  shall  fill  again 

The  lids  that  overflow  with  tears, 
And  weary  hours  of  woe  and  pain 

Are  promises  of  happier  years. 

There  is  a  day  of  sunny  rest 
For  every  dark  and  troubled  night; 

And  grief  may  bide  an  evening  guest, 
But  joy  shall  come  with  early  light. 

And  thou,  who  o'er  thy  friend's  low  bier 
Dost  shed  the  bitter  drops  like  rain, 

Hope  that  a  brighter,  happier  sphere 
Will  give  him  to  thy  arms  again. 

Nor  let  the  good  man's  trust  depart, 
Though  life  its  common  gifts  deny,— 

Though  with  a  pierced  and  bleeding  heart, 
And  spurned  of  men  he  goes  to  die. 

For  God  hath  marked  each  sorrowing  day 

And  numbered  every  secret  tear, 
And  heaven's  long  age  of  bliss  shall  pay 

For  all  His  children  suffer  here. 
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A   LOVELY   LIFE— ITS  CLOSING   SCENE. 

REV.  GEORGE  GILFILLAN. 

^HERE  was  one  event  in  my  domestic  history  at 
this  time  which  cast  a  deep  shadow  on  my 
—  soul,  and  weakened  me  for  the  contest  with 
my  spiritual  foes.  This  was  the  death  of  a  dear 
little  girl  who  was  connected  with  me,  and  whom 
I  regarded  as  a  daughter.  I  am  guilty  of  no  con 
scious  exaggeration  when  I  call  my  Agnes  all  that 
Mrs.  Stowe  has  since  represented  in  Eva— one  of  the 
rarest  specimens  of  the  workmanship  of  Heaven. 
In  her  simple  yet  profound  nature  was  united  a 
wisdom  beyond  her  years  to  the  most  bewitching 
artlessness.  Playful  yet  serious:  quick  in  feeling; 
buoyant  in  spirits;  fond  of  books  and  of  solitude  to 
a  degree  which  is  rarely  to  be  found  in  one  so  utterly 
a  child;  affectionate  and  open-hearted,  she  wielded  a 
gentle  fascination  which  was  felt  beyond  her  own 
little  circle,  and  attested  by  the  tears  which  the 
news  of  her  loss  drew  from  many  to  whom  she  was 
but  partially  known.  Her  face  was  one  of  those 
which,  without  being  perfectly  regular  in  their 
beauty,  win  their  way  still  more  beseechingly  to  the 
heart.  Its  leading  characters  were  transparent  open 
ness—every  feature  obeying  the  motions  of  the 
mind  within,  prornply  and  fully  as  the  wave  receives 
the  sunbeam;  great  flexibility  and  intelligence  of 
expression;  and  that  indescribable  something  which 
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naivete  and  heart  unite  in  stamping  on  the  counte 
nance.  Her  brow  was  prominent,  pale  as  marble, 
and  nobly  expanded;  her  eyes— 

"  O  !  speak  not  of  her  eyes — they  were 
Twin  mirrors  of  the  Scottish  summer  heaven;  " 

her  chin  Grecian,  as  if  chiselled  by  Phidias;  her 
cheek,  in  exercise  or  emotion,  often  flushing  up 
through  its  paleness  into  a  rich  and  roseate  hue;  her 
voice  clear,  sweet,  none  the  less  for  its  "  Norland 
accent,  and  predicting  a  beautiful  singer:  and  her 
step  light,  airy,  and  swift  as  a  "  roe  or  a  young 
hart  upon  the  mountains. ' '  Disease — it  was  severe 
whooping-cough— changed  her  countenance  ere  it 
sent  her  away,  spreading  a  fearful  pallor  over  the 
whole,  protruding  the  fine  eye  into  a  stare  of  anguish, 
and  choking  up  the  music  of  her  voice,  which,  in 
articulate,  became  unable  to  express  her  thickening 
thoughts  and  wants;  bat  death  restored  her  to  her 
self,  and  almost  all  her  former  beauty  clustered 
round  her  corpse.  Death  is  often  a  ghastly  disguise, 
a  dread  mask,  reminding  you  of  an  ill-executed  pic 
ture.  But  she  was  so  calmly  beautiful,  so  spiritually 
still,  so  smilingly  radiant  amidst  her  marble  coldness, 
that  but  for  the  heart -heard  whisper — how  stilly  low! 
— "  It  is  for  ever,"  and  the  shudder  springing  from 
the  touch  of  the  icy  brow,  you  would  have  said, 
"  The  maid  is  not  dead;  she  only  sleepeth."  Death 
seemed  forced  to  smile  out  the  news  of  immortality 
from  her  dear  cold  countenance.  It  was  solemn 
beyond  expression  to  see  friend  after  friend  coming 
in  on  tiptoe,  raising  the  covering,  looking  and  lean 
ing  over  the  face,  and  with  sighs  or  tears,  or  aspect 
of  withered  unweeping  woe,  turning  away.  It  was 
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inexpressibly  touching,  too,  to  see  the  immediate 
relatives  taking  their  last  look  ere  the  lid  of  the 
coffin  was  closed,  amid  bursting  sobs,  and  all  the 
other  irrepressible  signs  of  sorrow— suddenly  brought 
under  the  sense  of  an  eternal  separation;  one  parent 
the  while  looking  not — daring  not  to  look — but  pat 
ting  the  dear  brown  head  once  more,  and  hurrying 
away.  In  a  sweet  southerly  side  of  the  beautiful 
kirkyard  of  Fettercairn,  beside  the  bones  of  her 
grandfather  (and  now  of  her  father,  who  loved  her 
so  fondly),  under  the  clear  blue  sky  of  the  north, 
and  in  the  expectation  of  the  coming,  to  this  sunlit 
vale  of  tears,  of  Jesus  Christ  with  His  holy  angels, 
repose,  and  have  for  twenty* five  years  reposed,  the 
remains  of  one  who  never  gave  a  pang  to  a  friend's 
heart,  nor  armed  with  a  rod  a  father's  hand;  whose 
memory  shall  be  cherished,  and  her  sweetest  name 
repeated,  and  the  spot  where  lies  her  virgin  dust 
visited  and  watered  with  tears,  while  there  lives  one 
of  those  who  really  knew  her,  or  felt  how  insipid  in 
comparison  was  all  love  beside  what  she  inspired— 
of  one  who  in  the  brjef  business  of  her  existence  ex 
hibited  the  affection  of  the/imiable  child,  the  ardor 
of  the  docile  scholar,  tjie  liveliness  of  the  fearless 
girl,  and  the  graces  of  the  saint  sanctified  from  the 
womb.  She  was  my  play-fellow  when  cheerful,  my 
comforter  when  sad;  her  artless  yet  piercing  prattle 
at  once  smoothed  and  roused  my  mind;  and  as 
suredly,  amid  all  the  "chambers  of  my  imagery,'' 
I  have  never  had  an  idol  like  her,  whose  premature 
loss  I  continued  bitterly,  yet  submissively,  to  deplore. 
Not  so  submissive  were  my  feelings  at  the  time. 
How  my  heart  bled,  and  what  dark,  unhappy 
thoughts  crossed  my  soul,  as  I  saw  this  good  and 
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beautiful  young  being  writhing  in  anguish,  and  weep 
ing  with  her  fearful  pain,  till  there  came  at  last  a 
wild  and  merciful  delirium,  and  gave  her  partial 
forgetfulness  !  And  it  was  not  till  I  saw  the  child  I 
loved  so  dearly  fairly  committed  to  the  grave,  and 
had  leaned  a  long  time  in  anguish  over  a  tombstone 
which  was  casting  its  shadow  on  the  little  spot,  and, 
looking  up  to  the  sun  shining  so  bright  and  cold  in 
the  spring  sky,  had  said  within  myself,  as  Scott 
cried  at  the  burial  of  one  of  his  friends,  "  There  shall 
be  less  sunshine  for  me  henceforth,"  that  tears  came 
to  my  relief,  and  a  rainbow  of  resignation,  if  not  of 
hope,  seemed  to  smile  through  these  bitter  yet 

blessed  tears. 

.iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiimiiiiiiiiiiii 

WE  train  our  children;  but  it  is  no  less  true  that 
our  children  train  us.  They  are  meant  by  God  as  a 
means  and  occasion  of  much  discipline  for  heaven. 
How  they  call  out  our  purest  and  most  unselfish  af 
fections  !  what  new  tenderness  they  pour  into  our 
hearts  !  how  they  humanize  and  soften  the  roughest 
nature  !  And  when  taken  from  us,  are  they  not  like 
magnets  to  draw  our  hearts  to  the  things  that  are 
above  ?  There  are  fathers  and  mothers  who  seem  to 
see,  when  they  look  up  into  the  deep  blue  of  heaven, 
a  dimpled  hand  that  beckons  to  them,  and  to  hear  a 
silver  voice  that  whispers  from  the  skies,  "  Come  up 
higher. ' '  To  very  many,  this  theme— the  removal  of 

children— can  not  be  out  of  season. 

REV.  JOHN  R.  MACDUFF,  D.D. 


iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiimiiuLiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiii 


THERE  is  no  grief  which  time  does  not  lessen  and 
soften.  CICERO, 
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THE  BELIEVER'S  CONFIDENCE. 

REV.  JAMES  PARSONS. 

|OTWITHSTANDING  the  dissolution  that  await 
ed    him,  --"in.   wt/  yfr.s/j,"    exclaimed    the 
patriarch  Job,  "I  shall  see  God:'1  and  it  is 
now  plain  that  he  recognized  and  delighted  in  the 
mysteiy  of  the  resurrection  of  the  body  to  which  we 
have  already  adverted— that  grand  truth,  on  which 
Christianity  has  shed  the  light  of  its  full  disclosure. 
Here  was,  moreover,  an  anticipation,  not  only  of  a 
resurrection,  but  of  that  glorious  resurrection,— that 
"  resurrection  unto  life,"— which  is  to  be  the  exclu 
sive  portion  and  privilege  of  the  redeemed  people  of 
God.     It  is  the  subject  of  emphatic  promise,  that  at 
the  sounding  of  the  trumpet  Avhich  shall  announce 
the  second  coming  of  Jesus,  "the  dead  in  Christ 
shall  rise,"  beautiful  and  lovely  from  their  graves, 
and  assume  a  perfected  nature  before  the  throne. 
As  to  the  mode,  and  many  of  the  circumstances,  of 
that  blessed  restoration,  there   is  an  impenetrable 
mystery;  yet  we  know  that  wonderful  will  be  the 
change.      With    what  ecstatic    delight   must    our 
bosoms  glow,  when  we  meditate  on  the  record  that 
proclaims  it !    Listen,  believer,  and  rejoice  !     "  It  is 
sown  in  corruption;  it  is  raised  in  incorruption :  it  is 
sown  in  weakness:  it  is  raised  in  power:  it  is  sown 
in  dishonor;  it  is  raised  in  glory:  it  is  sown  a  natural 
body;  it  is  raised  a  spiritual  body.     As   we  have 
borne  the  image  of  the  earthly,  we  shall  also  bear 
the  image  of  the  heavenly."     "The  Saviour  shall 
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change  our  vile  body,  that  it  may  be  fashioned  like 
unto  his  glorious  body,  according  to  the  working 
whereby  he  is  able  even  to  subdue  all  things  unto 
himself.5'  (1  Cor.  xv.  42-49.  Phil.  iii.  21.) 

And  is  it  not  indeed  animating  to  the  soul,  when 
it  can  look  forward  to  the  arrival  of  the  day  to  be 
signalized,  for  the  saints  of  the  Lord,  by  an  exalta 
tion  like  this  ?    Multitudes  have  already  gone  from 
the  abodes  of  the  living;  the  worm  has  preyed  upon, 
them,  and  their  bones  have  mouldered.     Generation 
after  generation  yet  shall  pass  away.     Some  may 
sleep  in  the  graves  of  their  fathers,  and  in  an  assem 
blage  of  holy  dust;  some  may  have  their  tombs  dug 
by  foreign  hands,  in  -foreign  climes,  where  is  no 
friend  to  mourn;  some  may  have  their  ashes  scat 
tered  to  the  winds  of  heaven;  or  perhaps  the  uri- 
f athomed  ocean  may  be  made  their  funeral  bed,  and 
there  they  may  lie  beneath  the  heaving  billow,  "  un- 
knelled,   uncoffined,   and  unknown."       But  what 
matters  it  where  lie  the  Christian's  remains,  and 
what  matters  it  how  he  may  be  tenanted  in  the 
regions  of  death  ?    That  vast  variety  of  disposal  shall 
terminate  at  the  shout  of  Him  who  is  the  "  Eesur- 
rection  and  the  Life."     Not  one  then  shall  be  left 
in  the  desolate  slumber.     All,  frdm  every  clime  and 
period,  shall  be  clothed  afresh,  and  arise,  and  gather, 
bright  and  splendid  in  heavenly  radiance,  into  one 
vast  assembly,   the    inheritors  of  everlasting    joy. 
What  inspiration  is  in  the  prospect !    Who  feels  not 
already  a  triumph  over  death  ?    and  whose  spirit, 
eager  and  panting  for  the  destined  majesty,  does 
not  unite  in  the  cry  of  the  ransomed  church,-  "WE 

WAIT  FOR  THE  ADOPTION,  TO  WIT,  THE  REDEMPTION  OF 
THE  BODY?" 
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"RESIGNATION." 

H.  W.  LONGFELLOW. 

is  no  flock,  nowever  watched  and  tended, 
But  one  dead  lamb  is  there  ! 
rpi      There  is  no  fireside,  howsoe'er  defended, 
But  has  one  vacant  chair  ! 

The  air  is  full  of  farewells  to  the  dying, 

And  mournings  for  the  dead; 
The  heart  of  Rachel,  for  her  children  crying, 

Will  not  be  comforted. 

•  Let  us  be  patient  !  these  severe  afflictions 

Not  from  the  ground  arise, 
But  oftentimes  celestial  benedictions 
Assume  this  dark  disguise. 

We  see  but  dimly  through  the  mists  and  vapors 

Amid  these  earthly  damps; 
What  seem  to  us  but  sad,  funereal  tapers, 

May  be  Heaven's  distant  lamps. 

There  is  no  Death  !  what  seems  so  is  transition: 

This  life  of  mortal  breath 
Is  but  a  suburb  of  the  life  elysian, 

Whose  portal  we  call  Death. 

She  is  not  dead — the  child  of  our  affection — 

But  gone  into  that  school 
Where  she  no  longer  needs  our  poor  protection, 

And  Christ  Himself  doth  rule. 
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In  that  great  cloister's  stillness  and  seclusion, 

By  guardian  angels  led, 
Safe  from  temptation,  safe  from  sin's  pollution, 

She  lives  whom  we  call  dead. 

Day  after  day  we  think  what  she  is  doing, 

In  those  bright  realms  of  air; 
Year  after  year,  her  tender  steps  pursuing, 

Behold  her  grown  more  fair. 

Thus  do  we  walk  with  her,  and  keep  unbroken 

The  bond  which  nature  gives, 
Thinking  that  our  remembrance,  though  unspoken; 

May  reach  her  where  she  lives. 

Not  as  a  child  shall  we  again  behold  her; 

For  when  with  raptures  wild 
In  our  embraces  we  again  enfold  her, 

She  will  not  be  a  child; 

But  a  fair  maiden,  in  her  Father's  mansion, 

Clothed  with  celestial  grace; 
And  beautiful  with  all  the  soul's  expansion 

Shall  we  behold  her  face. 

And  though  at  times,  impetuous  with  emotion 

And  anguish  long  suppressed, 
The  swelling  heart  heaves  moaning  like  the  ocean 

That  cannot  be  at  rest — 

We  will  be  patient,  and  assuage  the  feeling 

We  cannot  wholly  stay; 
By  silence  sanctifying,  not  concealing, 

The  grief  that  must  have  way. 


BUT  patience  was  willing  to  wait. 

J.    BUNYAN. 


CONSOLATION   FOR  THE  BEREAVED.  235 


HEAVEN  A  VAST  AND  HAPPY  SOCIETY. 

REV.  WM.  MORLEY  PUNSHON,  D.D. 


question  of  the  recognition  of  departed 
friends  in  heaven,  and  special  and  intimate 
reunion  with  them,  Scripture  and  reason  en 
able  us  to  infer  with  almost  certain  persuasion.  It- 
is  implied  in  the  fact  that  the  resurrection  is  a  resur 
rection  of  individuals;  that  it  is  ihis  mortal  that 
shall  put  on  immortality.  It  is  implied  in  the  fact 
that  heaven  is  a  vast  and  happy  society;  and  it  is 
implied  in  the  fact  that  there  is  no  unclothing  of  the 
nature  that  we  now  possess,  only  a  clothing  upon  it 
with  the  garments  of  a  brighter  and  more  glorious 
immortality.  Take  comfort,  then,  those  of  you  in 
whose  history  the  dearest  charities  of  life  have  been 
severed  by  the  rude  hand  of  the  spoiler:  those  whom 
you  have  thought  about  as  lost  are  not  lost,  except 
to  present  sight.  Perhaps  even  now  they  are  angel 
watchers,  screened  by  a  kindly  providence  of  forget- 
f  ulness  from  everything  about  you  that  would  give 
them  pain;  but  if  you  and  they  are  alike  in  Jesus, 
and  remain  faithful  unto  the  end,  doubt  not  that 
you  shall  know  them  again.  It  were  strange- 
don'  t  you  think  ?—  if  amid  the  multitudes  of  the 
heavenly  hosts,  the  multitudes  of  earth's  ransomed 
ones  that  we  are  to  see  in  heaven,  we  should  see  all 
but  those  we  most  fondly  and  fervently  long  to  see. 
Strange,  if  in  some  of  our  walks  along  the  golden 
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streets  we  never  happened  to  light  upon  them  ! 
Strange,  if  we  did  not  hear  some  heaven- song 
learned  on  earth  trilled  by  some  clear  ringing  voice 
that  we  have  often  heard  before  !  Oh,  depend  upon 
it,  in  a  realm  of  perfect  happiness  this  element  of 
happiness  will  not  be  absent,  to  know  and  love  again 
what  we  have  known  and  loved  below. 

"  The  resurrection  and  the  life."  Oh,  what  heart 
is  not  thrilled  by  the  preciousness  of  the  promise  ? 
Whose  does  not  throb  the  more  joyously  as  he 
recognizes  the  Eedeemer  who  brings  him  life  ? 
u  The  resurrection  and  the  life  ? "  Enjoyed  recom 
pense,  recovered  friends,  these  are  our  hopes  above. 
Ah  !  but  nearer  still  and  dearer  still,  enhancing  each 
of  these  a  thousand- fold  as  every  true  and  loyal  be 
liever  thinks  with  Jesus  there  !  So  shall  it  be  in 
heaven,  and  with  glad  eye  and  with  beating  heart 
will  each  ransomed  spirit  break  from  its  own  private 
joy  to  fasten  gratefully  its  gaze  upon  the  Master 
who  has  purchased  it.  and  to  hear  again  in  a  pro 
nounced  immortality  of  comfort  and  of  bliss,  "  I  am 
the  resurrection  and  the  life." 


CONSOLATION    DERIVED   FROM    THE   HOPE    OF 
IMMORTALITY. 

ROBERT  HALL,  D.D. 

|f  F  the  Scripture  doctrine  of  immortality  is  entitled 
to  weight  in  the  regulation  of  life,  its  influence 
^  is  not  less  sovereign  in  dispelling  the  terrors  of 
death,  and  consoling  us  under  the  loss  of  our  dearest 
friends  and  relatives.  "  I  would  not  have  you  be  ig 
norant,  brethren,  concerning  them  which  are  asleep, 
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that  ye  sorrow  not  as  others  who  have  no  hope:  for 
if  we  believe  that  Jesus  died  and  rose  again,  even  so 
them  also  which  sleep  in  Jesus  will  God  bring  with 
him.  For  the  Lord  himself  shall  descend  from 
heaven  with  a  shout,  with  the  voice  of  the  arch 
angel,  and  the  trump  of  God.  Then  we  which  are 
alive,  and  remain,  shall  be  caught  up  together  with 
them  in  the  clouds,  to  meet  the  Lord  in  the  air;  so 
shall  we  be  ever  with  the  Lord.  Wherefore,  com 
fort  one  another  with  these  words."  And  who  can 
fail  being  penetrated  with  the  divine  consolation 
they  afford  ?  If  ever  Christianity  appears  in  its 
power,  it  is  when  it  erects  its  trophies  on  the  tomb; 
when  it  takes  up  its  votaries  where  the  world  leaves 
them,  and  fills  the  breast  with  immortal  hopes  in 
dying  moments. 

Nor  are  the  words  I  have  quoted  adapted  to  sup 
port  the  mind  of  a  Christian  in  the  view  of  his  own 
dissolution  only;  they  administer  the  firmest  sup 
port  amidst  the  breaches  which  death  is  continually 
making  in  the  church  of  Christ.  A  degree  of  sorrow 
on  such  occasions,  nature  compels  us  to  feel,  and 
religion  does  not  condemn.  At  the  decease  of 
Lazarus,  while  his  sisters  were  lamenting  his  loss, 
" Jesus  wept."  But  the  sorrow  which  a  Christian 
feels  in  such  situations  is  mingled  with  hope.  By 
the  light  of  faith  he  traces  his  deceased  friends  into 
an  eternal  world.  Instead  of  considering  them  as 
lost  or  extinct,  he  beholds  them  under  the  eye 
of  Divine  Providence.  The  period  of  their  trial 
is  closed;  they  have  entered  into  rest,  where,  shel 
tered  from  the  storms  of  life  and  the  dangers  of 
temptation,  their  happiness  is  forever  fixed  and 
unalterable.  Their  separation  is  neither  final  nor 
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complete.  The  pious  living  and  the  pious  dead  are 
still  one  family,  under  one  head;  and  when  He  "  who 
is  their  life  shall  appear,  they  shall  appear  together 
with  Him  in  glory." 


OH,  WHEEE  SHALL  BEST  BE  FOUND? 

JAMES  MONTGOMERY. 

|H,  where  shall  rest  be  found, 
Eest  for  the  weary  soul  ? 
'Twere  vain  the  ocean  depths  to  sound, 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole; 
The  world  can  never  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh; 
'Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live, 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

Beyond  this  vale  of  tears, 

There  is  a  life  above, 
Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years, 

And  all  that  life  is  love: 
There  is  a  death  whose  pang 

Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath; 
Oh,  what  eternal  horrors  hang 

Around  the  second  death  ! 

Lord  God  of  truth  and  grace, 

Teach  us  that  death  to  shun, 
Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  face, 

And  evermore  undone; 
Here  would  we  end  our  quest; 

Alone  are  found  in  thee, 
The  life  of  perfect  love,  the  rest 

Of  immortality ! 
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THE  HOPE  OF  A  RESURRECTION. 

JOHN  FLAVEL. 

ET  those  mourn  without  measure,  who  mourn 
without  hope.  The  husbandman  does  not 
mourn,  when  he  casts  his  seed  into  the  ground. 
He  expects  to  receive  it  again,  and  more.  The  same 
hope  have  we,  respecting  our  friends  who  have  died 
in  faith.  "I  would  not  have  you  ignorant,"  says 
Paul,  "  concerning  them  who  are  asleep,  that  ye  sor 
row  not  as  others  who  have  no  hope;  for  if  we  be 
lieve  that  Jesus  died  and  rose  again,  even  so  them 
also  who  sleep  in  Jesus  will  God  bring  with  him.1" 
He  seems  to  say,  "  Look  not  on  the  dead  as  lost. 
They  are  not  annihilated.  Indeed,  they  are  not 
dead.  They  only  sleep;  and  they  sleep  to  awake 
again."  You  do  not  lament  over  your  children  or 
friends,  while  slumbering  on  their  beds.  Consider 
death  as  a  longer  sleep,  from  which  they  shall  cer 
tainly  awake.  Even  a  heathen  philosopher  could 
say,  that  he  enjoyed  his  friends,  expecting  to  part 
with  them;  and  parted  with  them,  expecting  to  see 
them  again.  And  shall  a  heathen  excel  a  Christian 
in  bearing  affliction  with  cheerfulness  ?  If  you 
have  a  well-grounded  hope  that  your  deceased  friend 
was  interested  in  Christ,  ponder,  I  entreat  you,  the 
precious  supports  afforded  by  the  doctrine  of  the 
Resurrection  of  the  Just. 
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RECOGNITION  AFTER  THE    RESURRECTION. 

REV.  WM.  ANDERSON.  D.D. 

^OW'different  in  character  will  be  the  meeting 
after  the  resurrection !  when  that  grave, 
feared  as  a  destroyer,  shall  be  demonstrated, 
as  made  of  Christ,  the  regenerator  of  our  friends—  - 
rendering  back  in  incorruption  that  which  it  received 
in  corruption,  in  glory  that  which  it  received  in 
dishonor,  in  power  that  which  it  received  in  weak 
ness,  a  spiritual  body,  fit  as  a  tabernacle  for  the 
glorified  soul,  that  which  it  received  a  natural  body, 
an  impediment  to  its  exercises.  Hosannah  to  the 
Lord  of  Eesurrection  for  this  blessed  hope  !  Yea,  so 
overwhelming  is  its  glory,  that  it  is  like  to  obscure 
our  faith.  How  shall  the  mother  recognize  her  son, 
who  departed  from  her  an  emaciated  infant,  in  yon 
der  angelic  form  in  the  vigor  and  brilliancy  of  resur 
rection  manhood  ?  And  how  shall  the  father,  who 
wept  bitter  tears  in  secret  over  his  daughter's  de 
crepitude,  distinguish  her  in  yonder  seraph  of  celestial 
grace  ?  What  mean  you,  friends  ?  You  surely  can 
not  wish  to  meet  your  children  in  that  plight  of 
wretchedness  in  which  you  bade  'them  farewell,  so 
that,  unassisted,  you  could  of  yourselves  recognize 
them.  The  Lord  will  provide;  but  methinks  it  will, 
probably,  be  a  busy  day  for  those  good  angels  who 
ministered  to  us  on  earth,  finding  us  out  for  one  an 
other,  and  introducing  us.  Remembering  how  they 
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had  seen  us  grieve  for  one  another,  how  sympathet 
ically  they  will  enjoy  the  scene,  as  we  stand  amazed 
for  a  while  at  one  another's  glory  before  we  em 
brace! 

How  many  parents  there  are,  who  have  almost 
entirely  forgotten  those  of  their  children  who  died  in 
infancy;  and  who,  being  inquired  at  about  the  num 
ber  of  their  family,  will,  so  unlike  that  sweet  faith 
ful  child  who  so  resolutely  maintained  "We  are 
seven,"  give  account  only  of  those  who  live — the 
least  worthy  of  being  reckoned  !  Faithless  father 
and  mother,  that  you  are  !  amid  all  your  rapture, 
how  ashamed  you  shall  be  of  your  forget  fulness, 
when  these  neglected  ones  are  restored  to  you,  so 
beautiful  and  glorious;  and  especially  when,  under 
that  angel-guidance,  they  hasten  with  such  excite 
ment  to  meet  with  those  of  whom  they  are  told,  that 
under  the  Creator  they  were  the  authors  of  their  ex 
istence  !  Nor  will  it  be  with  little  excitement  that 
they  hasten  to  meet  you,  their  brothers  and  sisters, 
with  whom  they  may  associate  and  worship,  as  being 
more  of  their  own  nature  than  any  others  to  be  found 
in  all  the  kingdom.  The  whole  of  you— brothers 
and  sisters,  as  well  as  parents,  meditate  on  them;  the 
thought  is  most  sanctifying:  it  endears  the  Redeemer 
with  peculiar  attraction  to  a  tender  heart;  and,  re 
member,  there  are  no  hearts  great  which  are  not 
tender. 


'Tis  the  sunset  of  life  gives  me  mystical  lore, 

And  coming  events  cast  their  shadows  before. 

CAMPBELL. 

1C 
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MY  FIRST  HOUSEHOLD  GRIEF. 

HUGH  MILLER. 

M N  the  spring  of  1839,  a  sad  bereavement  darkened 
my  household,  and  for  a  time  left  me  little  heart 
^  to  pursue  my  wonted  amusements,  literary  or 
scientific.  We  had  been  visited,  ten  months  after 
our  marriage,  by  a  little  girl,  whose  presence  had 
added  not  a  little  to  our  happiness;  home  became 
more  emphatically  such  from  the  presence  of  the 
child,  that  in  a  few  months  had  learned  so  well  to 
know  its  mother,  and  in  a  few  more  to  take  its  stand 
in  the  nurse's  arms,  at  an  upper  window  that  com 
manded  the  street,  and  to  recognize  and  make  signs 
to  its  father  as  he  approached  the  house.  Its  few 
little  words, too,  had  a  fascinating  interest  to  our  ears; 
—our  own  names,  lisped  in  a  language  of  its  own, 
every  time  we  approached;  and  the  simple  Scotch 
vocable,  "awa,  awa,"  which  it  knew  how  to  em 
ploy  in  such  plaintive  tones  as  we  retired,  and  that 
used  to  come  back  upon  us  in  recollection,  like  an 
echo  from  the  grave,  when,  its  brief  visit  over,  it  had 
left  us  for  ever,  and  its  fair  face  and  silken  hair  lay 
in  darkness  amid  the  clods  of  the  churchyard.  In 
how  short  a  time  had  it  laid  hold  of  our  affections  ! 
Two  brief  years  before,  and  we  knew  it  not;  and 
now  it  seemed  as  if  the  void  which  it  left  in  our 
hearts  the  whole  world  could  not  fill.  We  buried  it 
beside  the  old  chapel  of  St.  Regulus,  with  the  deep 
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rich  woods  all  around,  save  where  an  opening  in 
front  commands  the  distant  land  and  the  blue  sea; 
and  where  the  daisies,  which  it  had  learned  to  love, 
mottled,  starlike,  the  mossy  mounds;  and  where 
birds,  whose  songs  its  ear  had  become  skilful  enough 
to  distinguish,  pour  their  notes  over  its  little  grave, 


FOR  A   BEREAVED   MOTHER. 

CHARLES  SPRAGUE. 

;OUNG  mother  !  what  can  feeble  friendship  say, 
To  soothe  the  anguish  of  this  mournful  day  ? 
They,  they  alone,  whose  hearts  like  thine 

have  bled 

Know  how  the  living  sorrow  for  the  dead. 
Each  tutored  voice,  that  seeks  such  grief  to  cheer, 
Strikes  cold  upon  the  weeping  parents'  ear; 
I've  felt  it  all, — alas  !  too  well  I  know 
How  vain  all  earthly  power  to  hush  thy  woe  ! 
God  cheer  thee,  childless  mother  !  'tis  not  given 
For  man  to  ward  the  blow  that  falls  from  heaven. 

I've  felt  it  all — as  thou  art  feeling  now; 
Like  thee,  with  stricken  heart  and  aching  brow, 
I've  sat  and  watched  by  dying  beauty's  bed, 
And  burning  tears  of  hopeless  anguish  shed; 
I've  gazed  upon  the  sweet,  but  pallid  face, 
And  vainly  tried  some  comfort  there  to  trace; 
I've  listened  to  the  short  and  struggling  breath; 
I've  seen  the  cherub  eye  grow  dim  in  death; 
Like  thee,  I've  veiled  my  head  in  speechless  gloom. 
And  laid  my  first-born  in  the  silent  tomb. 
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THE   DYING   MOTHER   AND  HER  CHILD. 

ROBERT  POLLOK,  A.M. 

sighs  were  numerous,  and  profuse  our  tears; 
For  she  we  lost  was  lovely,  and  we  loved 
Her  much.       Fresh  in  our  memory,  as  fresh 
As  yesterday,  is  yet  the  day  she  died. 
It  was  an  April  day;  and  blithely  all 
The  youth  of  Nature  leaped  beneath  the  sun, 
And  promised  glorious  manhood:  and  our  hearts 
Were  glad,  and  round  them  danced  the  lightsome 

blood, 

In  healthy  merriment,  when  tidings  came 
A  child  was  born:  and  tidings  came  again 
That  she  who  gave  it  birth  was  sick  to  death. 
So  swift  trode  sorrow  on  the  heels  of  joy  ! 
We  gathered  round  her  bed,  and  bent  our  knees 
In  fervent  supplication  to  the  Throne 
Of  Mercy,  and  perfumed  our  prayers  with  sighs 
Sincere,  and  penitential  tears,  and  looks 
Of  self-abasement;  but  we  sought  to  stay 
An  angel  on  the  earth,  a  spirit  ripe 
For  heaven;  and  Mercy,  in  her  love,  refused: 
Most  merciful,  as  oft,  when  seeming  least !   • 
Most  gracious  when  she  seemed  the  most  to  frown  ! 
The  room  I  we]l  remember,  and  the  bed 
On  which  she  lay,  and  all  the  faces,  too, 
That  crowded  dark  and  mournfully  around. 
Her  father  there,  and  mother,  bending,  stood; 


CONSOLATION   FOR  THE   BEREAVED.  245 

And  down  their  aged  cheeks  fell  many  drops 

Of  bitterness.     Her  husband,  too,  was  there 

And  brothers,  and  they  wept;  her  sisters,  too, 

Did  weep  and  sorrow,  comfortless;  and  I 

Too  wept,  though  not  to  weeping  given:  and  all 

Within  the  house  was  dolorous  and  sad. 

This  I  remember  well;  but  better  still 

I  do  remember,  and  will  ne'er  forget, 

The  dying  eye  !    That  eye  alone  was  bright, 

And  brighter  grew  as  nearer  death  approached: 

As  I  have  seen  the  gentle  little  flower 

Look  fairest  in  the  silver  beam  which  fell 

Reflected  from  the  thunder -cloud,  that  soon 

Came  down,  and  o'er  the  desert  scattered  far 

And  wide  its  loveliness.     She  made  a  sign 

To  bring  her  babe — 'twas  brought,  and  by  her  placed. 

She  looked  upon  its  face,  that  neither  smiled 

Nor  wept,  nor  knew  who  gazed  upon't;  and  laid 

Her  hand  upon  its  little  breast,  and  sought 

For  it,  with  look  that  seem'd  to  penetrate 

The  heavens,  unutterable  blessings,  such 

As  God  to  dying  parents  only  granted, 

For  infants  left  behind  them  in  the  world. 

"  God  keep  my  child  !  "  we  heard  her  say,  and  heard 

No  more.     The  Angel  of  the  Covenant 

Was  come,  and,  faithful  to  His  promise,  stood 

Prepared  to  walk  with  her  through  death's  dark  vale. 

And  now  her  eyes  grew  bright,  and  brighter  still, 

Too  bright  for  ours  to  look  upon,  suffused 

With  many  tears,  and  closed  without  a  cloud. 

They  set,  as  sets  the  morning  star,  which  goes 

Not  down  behind  the  darkened  west,  nor  hides 

Obscured  among  the  tempests  of  the  sky, 

But  melts  away  into  the  light  of  heaven. 
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EESIGNED   IN  HOPE. 

AVlLLIAM  T.    M'AUSLANE. 

|UR  little  boy  is  gone  ! 

His  gladsome  voice,  whose  music  lately  filled 
Our  homes  and  hearts,  is  now  for  ever  stilled  ! 
How  changed  his  looks  !    Closed  are  his  bright  eyes 

now; 

Pale  is  his  cheek,  as  marble  cold  his  brow; 
Those  limbs,  before  so  active,  are  at  rest, 
The  spring  is  broken,  motionless  the  breast, 
Life,  light,  and  joy  are  flown  ! 

Oh,  earthly  hopes,  how  vain  ! 
Frail  is  the  fabric,  fair  though  it  appear, 
Which  on  uncertain  human  life  we  rear; 
Before  some  sudden  storm  it  yields  away, 
A  ruin  lies,  and  sinks  into  decay. 
So  have  our  hopes  of  what,  in  future  days, 
Our  boy  might  prove,  crumbled  before  our  gaze, 

Ne'er  to  revive  again  ! 

But  why  should  we  repine  ? 
Our  darling  child  was  only  ours  in  loan, 
God,  when  he  lent  him,  lent  what  wa-s  His  own. 
And  shall  we  feel  displeased  He  now  should  come 
To  claim  and  take  him  to  the  Heavenly  Home  ? 
Oh,  rather  let  us,  though  'tis  sad  to  part, 
Yield  up  the  loved  one,  and,  with  thankful  heart, 

Bow  to  the  will  Divine  ! 
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Then  let  our  tearful  eyes 
Turn  from  the  little  tenement  of  clay 
From  which  the  ransom 'd  soul  has  passed  away; 
Let  us  hehold,  by  faith,  that  land  so  fair, 
Now  dearer  to  us  that  our  boy  is  there. 
And  may  we  seek  to  join  him  on  that  shore 
Where,  when  we  meet,  we  meet  to  part  no  more, 

But  dwell  beyond  the  skies. 


THE   GATHERED   LILIES. 

REV.  EBENEZER  ERSKINE. 

TON  the  7th  day  of  December,  my  dear,  sweet, 
and  pleasant  child,  Isabel,  died.  I  got  freedom 
during  her  sickness,  particularly  the  same 
afternoon,  before  she  died,  to  present  her  before  the 
Lord,  and  to  plead  His  covenant  on  her  behalf.  The 
Lord  enabled  me  to  quit  her  freely  to  Him,  on  this 
account,  that  He  had  a  far  better  title  to  her  than  I. 
She  was  mine. only  as  her  earthly  father;  she  is  His  by 
creation,  preservation,  by  dedication  to  Him  in  bap 
tism,  and  His  also,  I  hope,  by  covenant  and  redemp 
tion,  and  therefore,  I  am  persuaded,  she  is  now  His  by 
glorification;  and  that  she  is  with  the  Lord  Jesus, 
and  with  her  dear  mother,  triumphing  with  God  in 
glory.  I  had  a  particular  affection  for  the  child, 
and  doted  but  too  much  upon  her,  because  she  was 
nearer  like  her  mother  than  any  of  the  children, 
both  as  to  her  countenance  and  disposition.  But  I 
see  that  the  Lord  will  not  allow  me  to  have  any 
idols,  but  will  have  the  whole  of  my  heart  to  Him 
self.  And,  Lord,  let  it  be  so  !  Amen,  and  amen, 
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She  died  pleasantly,  without  any  visible  pang  or 
throe;  her  soul,  I  hope,  being  carried  by  angels  into 
Abraham's  bosom,  and  her  body  buried  by  her 
mother's  side  in  her  brother's  grave.  I  take  it 
kindly  that  the  Lord  comes  to  my  family  to  gather 
lilies  wherewith  to  garnish  the  upper  sanctuary ! 
"  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven."  And  oh, 
it  sometimes  affords  me  a  pleasing  prospect,  to  think 
I  have  so  much  plenishing  in  heaven  before  me;  and 
that,  when  I  enter  the  gates  of  glory,  I  shall  not 
only  be  welcomed  by  the  whole  general  assembly  of 
saints  and  angels,  but  that  my  wife  and  four  pleasant 
babes  will,  in  a  particular  manner,  welcome  me  to 
those  regions  of  glory,  and  that  I  shall  join  in  the 
hallelujahs  of  the  Higher  House,  which  shall  never 
have  an  end. 


FKOM  SHADOW   INTO   SUNSHINE  AT  LAST. 

THERE  he  waits  for  his  release, 
There  in  God  finds  perfect  peace; 
Till  the  long  years  end  at  last, 
And  he  too  at  length  has  past 
From  the  sorrows  and  the  fears, 
From  the  anguish  and  the  tears, 
From  the  desolate  distress 
Of  this  world's  great  loneliness. 
From  its  withering  and  its  blight, 
From  the  shadows  of  its  night, 
Into  God's  pure  sunshine  bright. 

RICHARD  CHENEVIX  TRENCH. 


HE  that  would   avoid  trouble  must  avoid    the 
world,  EUSEBIUS. 
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HOME   IN  OUR  FATHER'S   HOUSE. 

REV.  NEWMAN  HALL,  D.D. 

FFLICTED  believers,  your  sorrows  are  only  for 
a  little  season;  your  weeping  is  for  a  brief 
night;  joy  cometh  in  the  morning,  the  morn 
ing  of  an  everlasting  day.  A  Christian's  trials  are 
but  the  discomforts  of  a  journey,  each  stage  of 
which,  however  rough  the  road  and  wild  the 
weather,  brings  him  nearer  the  home  of  his  heart. 
The  darkness  is  only  that  of  the  tunnel  through 
which  we  are  hurrying  at  express  speed.  The  speck 
of  light  at  the  end  is  near  ing  and  b  lightening  as  we 
speed  onward  to  the  sunshine  of  eternal  day. 

Our  Lord  allayed  the  heart  trouble  of  His  disciples 
by  assuring  them  that  in  His  Father's  house  were 
many  mansions,  and  that  the  parting  which  caused 
them,  sorrow  was  for  their  good:  that  though  He 
was  going  from  them,  it  was  to  prepare  a  place  for 
them,  and  that  He  would  surely  return  to  receive 
them  to  Himself  that  they  might  abide  with  Him  for 
ever. 

Our  Lord  speaks  of  heaven  as  home,  "  My  Father's 
house."  What  a  contrast  to  the  gorgeous  imagery 
employed  by  servants  is  this  sublimely  simple  famil 
iarity  of  the  child.  It  is  as  if  a  poor  cottager,  after 
visiting  a  royal  palace,  tried  to  describe  the  unim- 
agined  splendors  of  a  place  which  members  of  the 
royal  family  simply  knew  as  home.  How  in  har 
mony  with  the  high  claims  of  Deity  asserted  by  and 
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for  Him  !  The  disciples  were  not  to  be  troubled  on 
His  account.  Although  betrayed,  condemned,  cruci 
fied,  He  was  going  home.  "  Let  not  your  heart  be 
troubled."  And  because  of  their  intimate  union, 
they  were  not  to  be  troubled  for  themselves. 

If  heaven  is  Christ's  home  it  is  ours  also.  He  is 
our  Elder  Brother.  "  He  is  not  ashamed  to  call  us 
brethren."  He  said,  "  I  ascend  to  my  Father  and 
your  Father."  We  are  "joint  heirs  with  Jesus 
Christ."  His  Father's  home  is  ours  also.  What 
hallowed  associations  are  suggested  by  the  word  ! 
Most  persons  of  all  conditions,  whatever  scenes  of 
grandeur  they  may  visit,  feel,  "  There's  no  place  Ijke 
home."  Love  makes  home. 

Home  promises  rest.  There  the  wearied  limbs  or 
wearied  brain  repose  after  the  day's  toil.  So,  amid 
the  multiplied  cares  and  labors  of  the  present  life,  we 
look  forward  to  "the  rest  that  remaineth  for  the 
children  of  God."  There  will  be  occupation,  but  no 
painful  toil.  "  Blessed  are  the  dead  that  die  in  the 
Lord;  they  rest  from  their  labors. " 

Home  suggests  fidelity.  There  is  no  true  home 
without  it.  We  may  suspect  deceit  and  treachery 
outside,  bat  we  can  cast  off  all  reserve,  all  distrust, 
at  home.  Home  suggests  sympathy.  There  may 
be  coldness  outside,  no  interest  in  what  deeply  con 
cerns  us,  no  response  to  our  warmest  feelings,  but  at 
home  we  are  always  sure  of  a  listening  ear,  a  kindling 
eye,  a  responsive  hand -grasp,  a  heart-expressive  kiss. 
There  may  be  curiosity  outside,  openly  avowed  or 
suspiciously  concealed;  and  even  friends  may  some 
times  prove  forgetful,  selfish,  and  unkind.  But 
home,  true  home,  is  the  palace  of  love, 

"Where  hearts  are  of  each  other  sure.'' 
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But  the  purest  and  brightest  of  earthly  homes  are 
but  faint  types  of  the  home  above.  There  every 
heart  is  wholly  true  to  every  other,  being  wholly 
true  to  God.  No  suspicion  lurks  there,  no  envy  at 
other's  gifts,  no  cherished  ill-will,  no  antipathy,  no 
mere  calculating  kindness,  but  true,  hearty,  genuine, 
expressive,  war  inly -manifested  love.  Whatever  in 
this  world  hinders  true  intercourse  among  Christians 
will  have  been  left  behind.  { k  We  shall  all  be 
changed  "  in  this  respect,  and  the  unloveliness  which 
more  or  less  clings  to  believers  and  interferes  with  fel 
lowship  here  will  disappear,  when  the  bride  of  Christ 
will  be  "  without  spot  or  wrinkle  or  any  such  thing." 

It  is  a  permanent  home.  There  are  mansions 
yonder,  abiding  places,  not  movable  tents,  but  a 
fixed,  enduring  habitation.  We  know  that  when 
this  earthly  tabernacle  is  dissolved,  we  have  a  build 
ing  of  God.  How  unlike  the  uncertainty  and  per- 
ishableness  of  earthly  things  !  The  lake,  so  calm, 
reflecting  from  its  unruffled  surface  the  sky  and 
stars,  may,  in  one  short  hour,  be  wild  with  storms. 
The  stream  which  oft  refreshed  us,  suddenly  becomes 
dry.  The  fairest  flow  era  droop  and  die  even  as  we 
gaze  on  them.  The  loveliest  and  most  loving  homes 
are  quickly  broken  up.  No  locks  and  bolts  can  shut 
out  sickness,  sorrow  and  death.  But  as  the  home 
above  is  everlasting,  so  its  pleasures  are  for  ever 
more.  The  sunshine  will  never  be  overcast  by  cue 
fleeting  thought  of  change  or  death. 

And  there  is  abundance  of  supply.  There  are 
' '  many  mansions . ' '  The  Jewish  temple  was  a  place 
not  merely  for  worship  but  for  residence,  and  had 
around  its  courts  a  variety  of  chambers  for  priests 
of  various  degree.  So  the  heavenly  Jerusalem  has 
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habitations  for  all  whom  Jesus  consecrates  "  kings 
and  priests  unto  God;  "  and  these  consist  of  all  who 
are  washed   from  their  sins  by  his  blood.^    The 
Father's  house  is  large  enough  for  all  his  children. 
The  preparation  is  vast  as  the  heart  of  God.       Holy 
angels  are  there,  and  saints  of  all  ages,   ua  great 
multitude  whom  no  man  can  number,  out  of  all 
kindreds  and  tribes  and  peoples."     But  still  there  is 
room.     The  Father  is  bringing  not  a  few  but  '  '  many 
sons  unto  glory."     There  are  multitudes  unknown 
to  men,  but  known  to  God,  who  have  not  bowed  their 
knees  unto  Baal.     Heathen  nations  are  pressing  in 
to  the  kingdom,  and  the  day  is  not  far  distant  when 
all  shall  know  the  Saviour  from  the  least  to  the 
greatest.     There  is  room  for  them  all.     There  is 
room  for  us.     There  is  room  for  every  mourner; 
' '  Let  not  your  heart  be  troub  led. "     Number  implies 
variety.     The  mansions  are  not  of  uniform  size  and 
arrangement,  though    all    are    perfect   in    beauty. 
They  are  fitted  and  prepared  for  dwellers  of  varied 
capacity  and  degree.     Mansions  for  children  and  for 
young  men,  for  the  weak  and  the  strong,  for  babes 
in  Christ  and  for  those  of  full  age.     None  need  fear 
that  because  they  are  inferior  to  others  there  will  be 
no  place  for  them  above.     There  will  be  no  seclusion 
of  classes,  no  barriers  of  separation,  but  there  will  be 
variety  of  degrees  of  glory,  suited  to  the  meetness 
for  the  inheritance,  and  thus  the  very  lowest  in  at 
tainment,  if  a  sincere  believer  in  Christ,  may  be  sure 
of  a  home  among  the  many  mansions.     Let  not  your 
heart  be  troubled.     Those  gates  shall  open  for  you. 
You  shall  drink  of  the  river,  clear  as  crystal,  and  you 
shall  eat  of  the  Tree  of  Life,  and  find  a  home  in  the 
many  mansions  of  our  Father's  house. 
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THE  RAINBOW  OF   PROMISES  AS  SEEN 
THROUGH   TEARS. 

BISHOP  WM.  BACON  STEVENS,  D.D. 

.8  a  token  of  God's  gracious  assurance  the  bow 
in  the  cloud  is  peculiarly  suggestive.  It  never 
appeal's  but  at  the  time  when  the  rain  is  fall 
ing,  and  hence,  viewed  in  itself,  is  rather  a  ground 
of  apprehension  than  of  peace.  But  God  has  chosen 
that  to  be  a  pledge  of  our  security,  which  is,  in  itself, 
an  intimation  of  our  danger,  that  our  trust  might 
be,  not  in  any  change  of  terrestrial  arrangements, 
but  in  the  simple  word  of  God,  a  pledge  repeated  to 
us  by  each  new-born  rainbow  as  it  carries  our 
thoughts  back  to  the  days  of  Noah,  and  the  covenant 
token  then  first  pointed  out.  Look  then  upon  the 
rainbow,  whenever  it  appears  in  its  parti  colored 
glory,  and  praise  Him  who  set  it  in  the  clouds  as  the 
perpetual  token  of  His  covenant  of  love.  'Very 
beautiful  is  it  in  the  brightness  thereof,  it  compass- 
eth  the  whole  heaven  with  glory,  and  the  hands  of 
the  Most  High  have  bended  it." 

The  rainbow  is  made  up  of  seven  colors,  caused  by 
the  different  angles  at  which  the  light  is  refracted 
and  reflected  from  the  falling  drops  of  rain.  The 
conditions  under  which  it  can  be  seen  are,  that  there 
must  be  rain  falling  at  the  time;  that  there  must  be 
sunlight  at  the  time;  and  that  the  beholder  must  be 
between  the  two.  Let  us  look,  then,  if  we  can  see 
on  the  dark  and  showery  cloud  of  sorrow  the  rays 
of  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  so  refracted  as  to  form 
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the  iris  of  mercy,  at  once  inspiring  hope  and  excit 
ing  thanksgiving.  We  turn  to  Isaiah,  the  evangel 
ical  prophet,  and  find  the  first  of  these  prismatic 
promises  in  the  comforting  words,  "  But  now  thus 
saith  the  Lord  that  created  thee,  0  Jacob,  and  he 
that  formed  thee,  0  Israel,  Fear  not  for  I  have  re 
deemed  thee,  I  have  called  thee  by  thy  name;  thou 
art  mine.  When  thou  passest  through  the  waters  I 
will  be  with  thee;  and  through  the  rivers  they  shall 
not  overflow  thee;  when  thou  walkest  through  the 
fire  thou  shalt  not  be  burned,  neither  shall  the  flame 
kindle  upon  thee.  For  I  am  the  Lord,  thy  God,  the 
Holy  One  of  Israel,  thy  Saviour. ' '  How  much  and 
how  beautiful  the  light  refracted  from  this  glowing 
passage  !  As  if  God  had  said,  Fear  not,  for  He  who 
created  thee  out  of  nothing,  He  who  formed  thee  in 
the  shape  and  fashion  of  humanity,  He  who  re 
deemed  thee  from  the  dominion  of  death,  He  who  so 
knows  thee  as  to  call  thee  by  name,  and  to  grave 
thee  on  the  palms  of  His  hands,  and  to  make  thee 
unto  him  a  chosen  peculiar  people,  will  not  forsake 
thee  in  any  emergency  or  trial;  but  "when  thou 
passest  through  the  waters"  of  affliction,  "I,  the 
Lord  thy  God,  the  Holy  One  of  Israel,  thy  Saviour," 
will  not  suffer  thee  to  burn,  but  will  protect  thee 
from  the  fiery  trial.  What  wide  promises,  what 
divine  assurance  !  How  full  of  hope  and  comfort  to 
the  sorrowful  and  the  persecuted  ! 

A  few  pages  on,  and  we  find  another  promise  for 
our  covenant  bow;  one,  too,  that  has  specific  rela 
tions  to  the  rainbow  of  the  deluge,  for  that  token 
was  evidently  present  to  the  mind  of  God  when  the 
words  were  uttered:  "  For  a  small  moment,"  says 
Jehovah,  speaking  to  His  ancient  people,  "for  a 
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small  moment  have  I  forsaken  thee,  but  with  great 
mercies  will  I  gather  thee.  In  a  little  wrath  I  hid 
my  face  from  thee  for  a  moment:  but  with  everlast 
ing  kindness  will  I  have  mercy  on  thee,  saith  the 
Lord  thy  Redeemer."  "For,"  he  continues,  "this 
is  as  the  watere  of  Noah  unto  me:  for  as  I  have 
sworn  that  the  waters  of  Noah  should  no  more  go 
over  the  earth,  so  have  I  sworn  that  I  would  not 
be  wroth  with  thee,  nor  rebuke  thee,  for  the  moun 
tains  shall  depart  and  the  hills  be  removed,  but  my 
kindness  shall  not  depart  from  thee,  neither  shall 
the  covenant  of  my  peace  be  removed,  saith  the 
Lord  that  hath  mercy  on  thee." 

Sitting  with  our  Saviour  upon  the  grassy  mount, 
and  listening  to  the  sermon  he  delivered  there,  we 
find  another  tinted  promise  of  a  dye  so  heavenly 
that  it  at  once  finds  its  place  as  one  of  the  septenary 
colors  in  this  rainbow  of  hope.  The  words  are  few 
but  condensed,  the  promise  is  brief  but  of  intensive 
force,  of  infinite  expansibility — it  is  the  verse 
"  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn,  for  they  shall  be 
comforted."  But  how  comforted?  Not  with 
earthly  sympathy,  for  that  gives  but  little  solace; 
not  with  worldly  succor,  for  the  world  has  no  balm 
for  a  broken  heart;  but  comforted  with  the  choice 
blessings  of  the  Divine  Comforter,  by  which  strength 
is  imparted  to  the  weak,  light  to  the  darkened,  joy 
to  the  saddened,  peace  to  the  troubled,  and  hope  to 
the  sinking  spirit. 

But  our  Saviour  furnishes  another  prismatic  color 
for  our  covenant  arch  in  the  invitation,  "  Come  un 
to  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I 
will  give  you  rest."  There  is  here  no  restriction  as 
to  the  persons  invited,  none  as  to  the  rest  promised. 
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Whether  then  you  labor  under  the  cares,  trials,  and 
perplexities  of  life;  whether  you  are  burdened  by 
the  crushing  weight  of  poverty,  sorrow  and  sickness; 
whether  you  labor  under  the  sharp  convictions  of 
sin  from  which  you  struggle  to  free  yourself,  or 
whether  you  are  burdened  by  a  sense  of  weighty 
guilt  and  a  conscious  deserving  of  eternal  woe;  in 
each  case  you  are  invited  to  Jesus  with  the  promise 
of  heavenly  rest, 

In  the  last  interview  of  our  Saviour  with  the 
apostles  before  His  crucifixion,  He  gave  them  many 
and  peculiar  consolations  in  view  of  His  near  removal 
from  them.  Among  the  many  thrilling  sentences 
uttered  on  that  memorable  night  there  is  one  so 
terse,  so  full  of  thought,  so  rich  in  comfort,  that  we 
may  well  claim  for  it  a  place  in  Mercy's  triumphal 
arch. 

It  is  the  passage,  "  I  will  not  leave  you  comfortless, 
I  will  come  unto  you,"  I  will  come  to  you— come 
to  you  in  the  cheering  influences  of  my  love;  come  to 
you  in  the  precious  outpourings  of  my  spirit;  come 
to  you  in  the  imparted  strength  and  comfort  of  the 
Holy  Ghost;  come  to  you  in  sickness,  in  suffering, 
in  sorrow;  come  to  you  with  the  oil  and  wine  of 
gospel  truth;  come  to  you  in  the  light  of  my  own 
countenance,  making  your  dark  soul  radiant  with 
joy,  and  painting  upon  the  lowering  vapor  whose 
showers  have  but  just  discharged  themselves  upon 
your  head,  the  overarching  bow  of  covenant  peace 
and  hope.  The  sixth  color  of  this  "bow  in  the 
cloud"  is  added  by  the  pencil  of  St.  Paul.  His 
words  are,  "  Our  light  affliction,  which  is  but  for  a 
moment,  worketh  for  us  a  far  more  exceeding  and 
eternal  weight  of  glory;  while  we  look  not  at  the 
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things  which  are  seen,  but  at  the  things  which  are 
not  seen;  for  the  things  which  are  seen  are  temporal, 
hut  the  things  which  are  not  seen  are  eternal." 

The  "AFFLICTION,"  light  as  to  its  character; 
"but  for  a  moment"  as  to  its  duration;  while  the 
"  GLORY  "  has  "weight  "  as  being  heavy  with  bless 
ing;  is  "  eternal  "  as  to  its  permanence;  is  "  exceed 
ing,  ' '  as  passing  human  conception ;  is  "  far  more  ex 
ceeding  "  as  expressive  of  its  unspeakable  excellence. 
So  intense  was  the  feeling  of  the  Apostle  here, that  the 
usual  superlatives  could  not  body  forth  his  thought, 
and  he  was  forced  to  make  a  new  word  to  give  utter 
ance  to  his  emotion,  it  is  glory,  it  is  a  weight  of  glory, 
it  is  an  eternal  weight  of  glory,  it  is  a  far  more  exceed 
ing  and  eternal  weight  of  glory.  What  a  climax  ! 
like  the  rainbow,  its  foot  indeed  rests  on  earth,  but 
it  arches  upward  to  heaven,  spanning  the  dark  cloud 
of  affliction  with  a  bond  of  beauty.  The  last  color  in 
this  prismatic  arch  is  furnished  by  "the  Beloved 
Disciple,"  and  is  drawn  from  a  revelation  to  him  of 
some  of  these  very  '  *  things  which  are  unseen  and 
eternal."  The  Apostle,  in  his  vision  at  Patmos,  had 
"beheld,  and,  lo,  a  great  multitude  which  no  man 
could  number,  of  all  nations,  and  kindreds,  and 
people,  and  tongues,  stood  before  the  throne  and 
before  the  Lamb,  clothed  with  white  robes,  and 
palms  in  their  hands."  While  he  listened  to  their 
ascriptions  of  praise,  one  of  the  celestial  host  ap 
proached  and  asked  him,  by  way  of  calling  his  at 
tention  to  the  scene.  "Who  are  these  which  are 
arrayed  in  white  robes  ?  and  whence  came  they  ? ' ' 
The  surprised  Apostle  answered,  "Sir,  thou  know- 
est."  In  reply  to  this  the  heavenly  visitant  said 
unto  him,  "  These  are  they  which  came  out  of  great 
17 
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tribulation,  and  have  washed  their  robes  and  made 
them  white  in  the  blood  of  the  lamb.  Therefore  are 
they  before  the  throne  t>f  God,  and  serve  Him  day 
and  night  in  His  temple;  and  He  that  sitteth  on  the 
throne  shall  dwell  among  them.  They  shall  hunger 
no  more,  neither  thirst  any  more,  neither  shall  the 
sun  light  on  them,  nor  any  heat,  for  the  lamb  which 
is  in  the  midst  of  the  throne  shall  feed  them,  and 
shall  lead  them  unto  living  fountains  of  waters,  and 
God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes." 

And  now  we  have  laid  side  by  side  seven  rich  and 
precious  promises  as  the  seven  colors  of  the  rainbow, 
each  lovely  in  itself,  but  combined,  forming  that 
arch  of  covenant  glory  which  God  has  equally  "  set 
in  the  cloud  "  of  sorrow  on  earth,  >and  "  around  the 
throne  ' '  in  heaven.  Behold  it  in  its  varied  but  ex 
quisite  hues  !  Is  it  not  beautiful  as  it  springs  up 
ward — as  it  swells  heavenward — as  it  bends  down 
ward,  curving  over  our  sorrow -drenched  hearts,  with 
assurance  of  present  sunshine  and  of  future  bliss  ? 
Many  are  the  passages  in  the  Bible  which  represent 
Christ  as  the  light  of  the  world,  and  Malachi  especi 
ally  designates  him  as  the  "  Sun  of  Eighteousness. " 
He  shines  out  from  the  zenith  of  the  spiritual  firma 
ment,  and  there  is  no  going  down  of  His  light — no 
evening  to  shroud  his  departed  rays.  Once  shining 
—forever  shining — without  a  shadow — without  an 
eclipse — without  a  sunset.  Such  is  the  Sun  whose 
refracted  rays  paint  the  iris  of  hope  on  the  cloud  of 
sorrow.  But  when  through  the  sovereign  grace  of 
God  we  receive  this  "adoption  of  sons,"  then  is  it 
our  peculiar  privilege  to  see  God's  love  in  every  dis 
pensation  of  His  hand,  and  to  see  His  bow  of  cove 
nant  promise  in  every  cloud  of  sorrow. 
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SORROW   SUCCEEDED   BY  JOY. 

REV.  THEODORE  L.  CUYLER,  D.D. 

ORROW  is  represented  by  the  Psalmist  as  only 
a  lodger  for  a  night,  to  be  succeeded  by  joy  at 
the  simrising.  This  is  a  truthful  picture  of 
most  frequent  experiences;  it  is  full  of  comfort  to 
God's  people,  and  it  points  on  to  the  glorious  dawn 
of  heaven's  eternal  day,  when  the  night-watch  of 
life  is  over.  Sorrow  is  often  the  precursor  of  joy; 
sometimes  it  is  so  needful,  that  unless  we  endure  the 
one  we  cannot  have  the  other.  Some  of  us  have 
known  what  it  is  to  have  severe  sickness  lodge  in 
our  bodily  tent,  when  every  nerve  became  a  tormen 
tor  and  every  muscle  a  highway  for  pain  to  course 
over.  We  lay  on  our  beds  conquered  and  helpless. 
But  the  longest  night  has  its  dawn.  At  length 
returning  health  began  to  steal  in  upon  us,  like  the 
earliest  gleams  of  morning  light  through  the  window 
shutters.  Never  did  food  taste  so  delicious  as  the 
first  meal  of  which  we  partook  at  our  own  table. 
Never  did  the  sunbeams  fall  so  sweet  and  golden  as 
on  the  first  Sabbath  when  we  ventured  out  to 
church;  and  no  discourse  ever  tasted  so  like  heavenly 
manna  as  the  one  our  pastor  poured  into  our  hungry 
ears  that  day.  We  sang  the  thirtieth  psalm  with 
melody  in  the  heart,  and  no  verse  more  gratefully 
than  this  one,  "  Sorrow  may  endure  for  a  night, 
but  joy  cometh  in  the  morning." 
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The  history  of  every  discovery,  of  every  enter 
prise  of  benevolence,  of  every  Christian  reform,  is  the 
history  of  toil  and  watching  through  long  discour 
agements.  I  love  to  read  the  narrative  of  Palissy 
the  potter,  of  his  painful  struggles  with  adversity, 
of  his  gropings  after  the  scientific  truth  he  was  seek 
ing,  and  of  his  final  victory.  Sorrow  and  poverty  and 
trial  lodged  with  that  brave  spirit  for  many  a  weary 
month,  but  at  length  came  singing  and  shouting. 
All  Galileos  and  Keplers  and  Newtons  have  had  this 
experience.  All  the  Luthers  and  Wesleys  who  have 
pioneered  great  reformations,  and  all  the  missionaries 
of  Christ  who  have  ever  invaded  the  darkness  of 
paganism,  have  had  to  endure  nightwork  and  watch 
ing  before  the  hand  of  God  opened  to  them  the 
gates  of  the  "  dayspring  from  on  high."  God  tests 
His  people  before  He  blesses  them.  The  night  is 
mother  of  the  day;  trust  through  the  dark  brings 
triumph  in  the  dawn. 


THE  MOUNT   OF   HAPPINESS. 

To  banish  sorrow's  tear,  to  speak  a  kind 

Word  to  the  friendless,  and  to  feed 
The  hungry,  lift  the  fallen,  and  to  find 

Thy  time  most  spent  in  giving  heed, 
In  love,  to  all  such  as  are  in  distress, — 

Herein  is  true  joy  understood, 
And  thou  made  it  glad — The  Mount  of  Happiness 

Is  only  gained  in  doing  good. 

GEORGE  NEWELL  LOVEJOY, 
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CHRIST  A  MAN  OF  SORROWS. 

EDWARD  PAYSON,  D.D. 

|f  T  has  been  supposed  by  many  that  the  sufferings 
of  our  Lord  were  rather  apparent  than  real;  or 
^?  at  least  that  His  abundant  consolations,  and  His 
knowledge  of  the  happy  consequences  which  would 
result  from  His  death,  rendered  His  sorrows  compar 
atively  light,  and  almost  converted  them  to  joys ; 
but  never  was  supposition  more  erroneous.  Jesus 
Christ  was  as  truly  a  man  as  either  of  us,  and,  as 
man,  He  was  really  susceptible  of  grief,  as  keenly 
alive  to  pain  and  reproach,  and  as  much  averse  from 
shame  and  suffering  as  any  of  the  descendants  of 
Adam.  As  to  divine  consolations  and  supports, 
they  were  at  all  times  bestowed  on  Him  in  a  very 
sparing  manner,  and  in  the  season  of  His  greatest 
.extremity  entirely  withheld;  and  though  a  know 
ledge  of  the  happy  consequences  which  would  result 
from  His  sufferings  rendered  Him  willing  to  endure 
them,  it  did  not,  in  the  smallest  degree,  take  off 
their  edge,  or  render  Him  insensible  to  pain.  No, 
His  sufferings,  instead  of  being  less,  were  incompar 
ably  greater  than  they  appeared  to  be.  No  finite 
mind  can  conceive  of  their  extent;  nor  was  any  of 
the  human  race  ever  so  well  entitled  to  the  appella 
tion  of  the  Man  of  Sorrows  as  the  man  Christ  Jesus. 
His  sufferings  began  with  His  birth,  and  ended  but 
with  His  life.  It  must  have  been  extremely  painful 
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to  such  a  person  as  Christ,  to  live  in  a  world  like  this. 
He  was  perfectly  holy,  harmless  and  undefiled.  Of 
course,  He  could  not  look  on  sin  but  with  the  deepest 
abhorrence.  It  is  that  abominable  thing  which  His 
soul  hates.  Yet  during  the  whole  period  of  His  re 
sidence  on  earth,  He  was  continually  surrounded  by 
it,  and  His  feelings  were  every  moment  tortured  with 
the  hateful  sight  of  human  depravity.  How  much 
sorrow  the  sight  occasioned  Him,  we  may  in  some 
measure  learn  from  the  bitter  complaints  which 
similar  causes  extorted  from  David,  Jeremiah,  and 
other  ancient  saints.  But  the  sufferings  of  Christ 
from  this  cause  were  incomparably  greater  than 
theirs. 

Another  circumstance  which  contributed  to  ren 
der  our  Saviour  a  man  of  sorrows,  and  His  life  a  life 
of  grief,  was  the  reception  He  met  with  from  those 
whom  He  came  to  save.  Had  they  received  Him  with 
that  gratitude  and  respect  which  He  deserved,  and 
permitted  Him  to  rescue  them  from  their  miseries,  it 
would  have  been  some  alleviation  of  His  sorrows. 
To  see  Himself  despised,  slandered,  and  persecuted 
with  implacable  malice,  by  the  very  beings  whom 
He  was  laboring  to  save;  to  see  all  His  endeavors  to 
save  them  frustrated  by  their  own  incorrigible  folly 
and  wickedness;  to  see  them  by  rejecting  Him  fill 
ing  up  to  the  brim  their  cup  of  criminality  and  wrath, 
and  sinking  into  eternal  perdition  within  reach  of 
His  vainly  offered  hand, — to  see  this,  must  have  been 
distressing  indeed.  Yet  this  Christ  saw. 

Another  circumstance  that  threw  a  shade  of  gloom 
and  melancholy  over  our  Saviour's  life,  was  His 
clear  view  and  constant  anticipation  of  the  dreadful 
agonies  in  which  it  was  to  terminate.  He  was  not 


CONSOLATION   FOR  THE  BEREAVED.  263 

ignorant,  as  we  happily  are,  of  the  miseries  which 
were  hefore  Him.  He  could  not  hope,  as  we  do, 
when  wretched  to-day,  to  be  happier  to-morrow. 
Every  night,  when  He  lay  down  to  rest,  the  scourge, 
the  crown  of  thorns,  and  the  cross,  were  present  to 
His  mind;  and  on  these  dreadful  objects  He  every 
morning  opened  His  eyes,  and  every  morning  saw 
them  nearer  than  before.  Every  day  was  to  Him 
like  the  day  of  His  death,  of  such  a  death  too  as  no 
one  ever  suffered  before  or  since.  How  deeply  the 
prospect  affected  Him  is  evident  from  His  own  lan 
guage,  "I  have  a  baptism  to  be  baptized  with,  and 
how  am  I  straitened  till  it  be  accomplished  ! ' '  What 
was  our  Saviour's  conduct  under  the  pressure  of  these 
sorrows  ?  "  He  was  oppressed  and  afflicted,  yet  He 
opened  not  His  mouth.  He  was  brought  as  a  lamb 
to  the  slaughter,  and  as  a  sheep  before  her  shearers 
is  dumb,  so  He  opened  not  His  mouth." 

Was  Christ  a  man  of  sorrows  and  acquainted  with 
grief  ?  Then  we  need  not  be  surprised  or  offended  if 
we  are  often  called  to  drink  of  the  cup  of  sorrows; 
if  we  find  the  world  a  vale  of  tears.  This  is  one  of 
the  ways  in  which  we  must  be  conformed  to  our 
glorious  Head.  Indeed,  His  example  has  sanctified 
grief,  a  ad  almost  made  it  pleasant  to  mourn.  One 
would  think  that  Christians  could  scarcely  wish  to 
go  rejoicing  through  a  world  which  their  Master 
passed  through  mourning.  The  path  in  which  we 
follow  Him  is  bedewed  with  His  tears  and  stained 
with  His  blood.  It  is  true,  that  from  the  ground 
thus  watered  and  fertilized  many  rich  flowers  and 
fruits  of  paradise  spring  up  to  refresh  us,  in  which 
we  may  and  ought  to  rejoice.  But  still  our  joy 
should  be  softened  and  sanctified  by  godly  sorrow. 
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When  we  are  partaking  of  the  banquet  which  His 
love  has  spread  for  us,  we  should  never  forget  how 
dearly  it  was  purchased. 

"  There's  not  a  gift  His  hand  bestows, 
But  cost  His  heart  a  groan." 

The  joy,  the  honor,  the  glory  through  eternity 
shall  be  ours;  but  the  sorrows,  the  sufferings,  the 
agonies  which  purchased  them  were  all  His  own. 

Was  Christ  wounded  for  our  transgressions;  were 
the  iniquities  of  all  His  people  laid  upon  Him ;  then, 
surely,  our  iniquities  shall  never  be  laid  upon  us. 
He  has  borne  and  carried  them  away.  He  was 
made  sin  for  us,  that  we  might  be  made  the  righte 
ousness  of  God  in  Him.  Away  then  with  all  guilty 
unbelieving  fears.  Whatever  your  sorrows  or  trials 
may  be,  He  knows  by  experience  how  to  sympathize 
with  you.  Has  your  Heavenly  Father  forsaken 
you,  so  that  you  walk  in  darkness  and  see  no  light  ? 
He  well  remembers  what  He  felt,  when  He  cried, 
"  My  God,  my  God,  why  hast  thou  forsaken  me  ?  " 
Has  Satan  wounded  you  with  His  fiery  darts  ?  He 
remembers  how  sorely  His  own  heart  was  bruised 
when  He  wrestled  with  principalities  and  powers, 
and  crushed  the  head  of  the  prince  of  darkness.  Are 
you  pressed  down  with  a  complication  of  sorrows,  so 
as  to  despair  even  of  life  ?  The  soul  of  Christ  was 
once  exceeding  sorrowful,  even  unto  death.  Are 
you  mourning  for  the  danger  of  unbelieving  friends  ? 
Christ's  own  brethren  did  not  believe  in  Him.  Does 
the  world  persecute  and  despise  you,  or  are  your 
enemies  those  of  your  own  household  ?  Christ  was 
despised  and  rejected  of  men,  and  His  own  relations 
stigmatized  Him  as  a  madman.  Are  you  suffering 
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under  slanderous  and  unjust  accusations?  Christ 
was  called  a  man  gluttonous,  and  a  wine-bibber,  a 
friend  of  publicans  and  sinners.  Are  you  struggling 
with  the  evils  of  poverty  ?  Jesus  had  not  where  to 
lay  His  head.  Do  Christian  friends  forsake  or  treat 
you  unkindly?  Christ  was  denied  and  forsaken  by 
His  own  disciples.  Are  you  distressed  with  fears  of 
death?  Christ  has  entered  the  dark  valley  that  He 
might  destroy  death.  O,  then,  banish  all  your  fears. 
Look  at  your  merciful  High  Priest  who  is  passed 
unto  the  heavens,  and  triumphantly  exclaim  with 
the  apostle,  Who  shall  separate  us  from  the  love  of 
Christ  ? 


THE   DIVINE   SYMPATHY. 

JOHN  R.  MACDUFF,  D.D. 

t  JVERE  are  God's  own  words,  "  I  know  their  sor- 
f"  j  rows."-— Exod.  iii.  7.  Man  cannot  say  so. 
*$l  There  are  many  sensitive  fibres  in  the  soul 
the  best  and  tenderest  human  sympathy  cannot 
touch.  But  the  PRINCE  OF  SUFFERERS,  He  who  led 
the  way  in  the  path  of  sorrow,  "knoweth  our 
frame."  When  crushing  bereavement  lies  like  ice 
on  the  heart — when  the  dearest  earthly  friend  can 
not  enter  into  the  peculiarities  of  our  grief,  JESUS 
can,  JESUS  does  !  He  who  once  bore  my  sins  also 
earned  my  sorroivs.  That  eye,  now  on  the  throne, 
was  once  dim  with  weeping!  I  can  think  in  all  my 
afflictions,  "  He  was  afflicted;"  in  all  my  tears, 
"  JESUS  WEPT." 

Israel  had  long  groaned  under  bondage.      God 
appeared  not  to  "  know  "  it.     He  seemed,  like  Baal, 
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"  asleep; "  yet  at  that  very  moment  was  His  pitying 
eye  wistfully  beholding  His  enslaved  people.  It  was 
then  He  said,  "  I  KNOW  their  sorroivs ! " 

He  may  seem  at  times  thus  to  forget  and  forsake 
us;— leaving  us  to  utter  the  plaintive  cry,  "Hath 
God  forgotten  to  be  gracious,"  when  all  the  while 
He  is  bending  over  us  in  tenderest  love.  He  often 
suffers  our  needs  to  attain  their  extremity— that 
He  may  stretch  forth  His  succoring  hand,  and  re 
veal  the  plenitude  of  His  Grace  !  "  Ye  have  seen  the 
end  of  the  Lord,  that  the  Lord  is  very  pitiful  and  of 
tender  mercy  "  (James  v.  11). 

And  "knowing"  our  sorrows,  is  a  blessed  guar 
antee  that  none  will  foe  sent  but  what  He  sees  to  be 
needful.  "  I  will  not,"  says  He,  "  make  a  full  end 
of  thee,  but  I  will  correct  thee  IN  MEASURE"  (Jer. 
xxx.  11).  All  He  sends  is  precisely  meted  out— 
wisely  apportioned.  There  is  nothing  accidental  or 
fortuitous:— no  redundant  thorn— no  superfluous 
pang.  He  "  putteth  our  tears  into  His  bottle  "  (Ps. 
Ivi,  8).  Each  one  is  counted— drop  by  drop— tear  by 
tear;— they  are  sacred  things  among  the  treasures  of 
God'l 

Suffering  believer,  the  iron  may  have  entered 
deeply  into  thy  soul;  yet  rejoice  !  Great  is  thine 
honor— thou  art  partaker  with  Christ  in  His  suffer 
ings.  Look  upwards  to  this  bright  Bow  encircling 
thy  dark  sky  !  JESUS,  a  sorrowing,  sympathizing 
Jesus,  "knows"  thine  aching  pangs  and  burning 
tears,  and  He  will  "  come  down  to  deliver  thee ! " 

A  ml  of  this  divine  sympathy  we  are  also  assured 
in  the  New  Testament— "  We  have  not  an  high 
priest  which  cannot  be  touched  with  the  feeling  of 
our  infirmities."— Heb.  iv.  15.  What  an  elevating 
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truth.  TJie  Sympathy  of  the  God- Man- Mediator  (the 
true  Bow  in  the  cloud) — Jesus  in  our  sorroivs !  What 
a  source  of  exalted  joy  to  the  stript  and  desolate 
heart! — what  a  green  pasture  to  lie  down  upon,  amid 
the  windy  storm  and  tempest,  or  in  the  dark  and 
cloudy  day 

The  sympathy  of  man  is  cheering  and  comforting; 
but  "  thus  far  shalt  thou  go,  and  no  farther."  It  is 
finite — limited — often  selfish.  There  are  nameless 
and  numberless  sorrows  on  earth,  beyond  the  reach 
of  all  human  alleviation. 

The  sympathy  of  Jesus  is  alone  exalted — pure — 
infinite — removed  from  all  taint  of  selfishness.  He 
has  Himself  passed  through  every  experience  of  woe. 
There  are  no  depths  of  sorrow  or  anguish  into  which 
I  can  be  plunged  but  His  everlasting  arms  are  lower 
still.  He  has  been  called  "The  great  sympathetic 
nerve  of  His  Church,  over  which  the  afflictions  and 
oppressions,  and  sufferings  of  His  people  continually 
pass."  Child  of  Sorrow  !  a  Human  heart  beats  on 
the  Throne  !  and  He  has  thy  name  written  on  that 
heart.  He  cares  for  thee  as  if  none  other  claimed 
His  regard.  As  the  Great  High  Priest,  He  walketh 
in  the  midst  of  his  Temple  lamps — (His  golden  can 
dlesticks),— plenishing  them,  at  times,  with  oil; — 
trimming  them,  if  need  be,  at  others; — but  all  in 
order  that  they  may  burn  with  a  steadier  and  purer 
lustre. 

"  He  was  IN  ALL  POINTS  tempted."  Blessed  assur 
ance  ! — I  never  can  know  the  sorrow  into  which  the 
"Man  of  Sorrow "  cannot  enter.  Ah  rather,  in 
the  midst  of  earth's  most  lacerating  trials,  let  me 
listen  to  the  unanswerable  challenge  from  the  lips 
of  a  suffering  Saviour — "  Was  there  ever  any  sorrow 
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like  unto  My  sorrow  f ' '  Yet  He  refused  not  to  drink 
the  cup  of  wrath  !  He  shrunk  not  back  from  the 
appointed  cross  !  "He  set  His  face  steadfastly  to  go 
to  Jerusalem;  "—and  even  when  He  hung  upon  the 
bitter  tree,  He  refused  the  vinegar  that  would  have 
assuaged  the  rage  of  thirst  and  mitigated  physical 
suffering.  Are  we  tempted  at  times  to  murmur  un 
der  God's  afflicting  hand?  "  CONSIDER  HIM  that 
endured,  lest  ye~be  weary  and  faint  in  your  minds.  .  ." 
Shall  we  hesitate  to  bear  any  trial  our  Lord  and 
Master  sees  meet  to  lay  upon  us,  when  we  think  of 
the  infinitely  weightier  Cross  He  so  meekly  and  un- 
repiningly  carried  for  us  f 

Afflicted  one  !  Have  thine  eye  on  this  radiant 
Bow  in  thy  cloud  of  Sorrow— thou  mayest,  like  the 
disciples  on  the  Transfiguration-mount,  "fear  to 
enter  the  cloud  "—but  hear  the  voice  issuing  from  it 
— "  This  is  my  Beloved  Son:  hear  HIM." 

Jesus  speaks  through  these  clouds  !  He  tells  us 
our  cares  are  His  cares;  our  sorrows  His  sorrows. 
He  has  some  wise  and  gracious  end  in  every  mys 
terious  chastisement.  His  language  is— "  Hear  ye 
the  rod  and  ivho  hath  appointed  it"  (Micah  vi.  9), 
He  has  too  kind  and  loving  a  heart  to  cause  us  one 
needless  or  superfluous  pang. 

Oh  that  we  may  indeed  hear  the  voice  out  of  the 
cloud,  and  seek  that  the  trials  He  sends  in  love  may 
be  greatly  sanctified.  Let  us  not  dream  that  afflic 
tion  of  itself  is  a  pathway  to  Heaven.  Clouds  do  not 
form  the  material  rainbow.  These  glorious  hues 
come  from  the  sunbeams  alone.  Without  the  latter, 
we  could  discern  nothing  but  blackened  heavens  and 
dismal  rain  torrents.  It  is  not  because  those  clad  in 
"  white  robes  "  had  "  come  out  of  great  tribulation  " 
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that  they  were  enjoying  the  beatific  Presence;  but 
because  they  had  "  zvashed  their  robes,  and  made 
them  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  "  (Rev.  vii.  14.) 
We  have  only  reason  to  glory  in  affliction  when  it 
has  been  the  means  of  bringing  us  nearer  the  Saviour, 
and  leading  us  to  the  opened  Fountain. 

"Jesus!  my  only  hope  Thou  art, 
Strength  of  my  failing  nYsh  and  heart; 
Oh  !   could  I  catch  a  smile  from  Thee, 
And  drop  into  Eternity  !  " 


"  IF  I  am  asked  what  is  the  remedy  for  the  deeper 
sorrows  of  the  human  heart— what  a  man  should 
chiefly  look  to  in  his  progress  through  life  as  the 
power  to  sustain  him  under  trials  and  enable  him 
manfully  to  confront  his  afflictions— I  must  point  to 
something  which  in  a  well-known  hymn  is  called, 
'The  old,  old  story,'  told  in  an  old,  old  book,  and 
taught  with  an  old,  old  teaching,  which  is  the  great 
est  and  best  gift  ever  given  to  mankind." 

WM.  EVVART  GLADSTONE. 


"  WHEN  this  passing  world  is  done, 
When  has  sunk  yon  glaring  sun, 
When  we  stand  with  Christ  in  glory, 
Looking  o'er  life's  finished  story, 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, 
Not  till  then,  how  much  I  owe." 

.mi, iiiiiiiiiiiiiiii.iiiiiiiiiiiriiiin 

IT  is  by  affliction  chiefly  that  the  heart  of  man  is 
purified  and  that  the  thoughts  are  fixed  on  a  better 
state  DR-  JOHNSON. 
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COMFORT  FOR  THE  POOR. 

REV.  JAMES  SMITH,  D.D. 

"  Hearken,  my  beloved  brethren,  hath  not  God  chosen  the  poor 
of  this  world  rich  in  faith,  and  heirs  of  the  kingdom  which  he  hath 
promised  to  them  that  Jove  him? "—James  ii.  5. 

|OVERTY   is  not    spirituality;     but  sanctified 
poverty  is  a  great  friend  to  it.     Poverty  is  no 
sin;  but  it  is  sometimes  a  preventive  to  sin. 
Poverty  has  its  temptations;  but  it  has  also  its  con 
solations.     The  poor  ought  not  to  repine  at  poverty, 
because  ^God  in  his  infinite  wisdom   has  appointed 
it,  and  is  able  to  render  it  the  greatest  blessing. 
God's  chosen  are  generally  found  among  the  poor. 
Not  that  he  chose  them  because  they  were  poor; 
but  choosing  them  in  Christ,  He  appointed  them 
to    be    poor    as    the    best    thing    for    them.     His 
enemies  have  their  portion  in  this  life:  here  they 
have  their  good  things.     Not  so  his  children:  here 
they  have  their  evil  things,  and  the  best  things  are 
to  come.     The  poor  Christian  has  a  rich  Father  in 
whom  to  trust;   the  fullness  of  Jesus  to  which  to 
look;   the  precious  promises  on  which  to  depend; 
the  Holy  Spirit  in  whom  to  confide;   and  a  glorious 
inheritance  to  anticipate  and  prepare  for.     "The 
kingdom  "—grace  here  and  glory  hereafter.     "  The 
kingdom  "-in  which  Jesus  will  reign,  and  where 
they  will  be  princes,  yea,  kings  and  priests.     "  The 
kingdom  "—prepared  for  them  from  the  foundation 
of  the  world. 
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My  poor  brother—  my  poor  sister  !  look  up,  look 
forward.  The  cottage  will  soon  be  exchanged  for  a 
mansion,  sickness  for  health,  poverty  for  wealth, 
sin  for  holiness,  earth  for  heaven.  You  will  not 
always  be  poor;  you  will  not  be  poor  long.  Jesus 
will  soon  come;  and  then  the  meek,  the  spiritual 
poor,  shall  inherit  the  earth.  For  you  an  inheri 
tance  is  reserved  in  heaven;  for  you  a  mansion  is 
being  prepared;  for  you  glory,  honor,  immortality, 
even  eternal  life,  are  in  reserve. 

"God  hath  chosen  the  foolish  things  of  this  world  to  confound 
the  wise;  and  God  hath  c.hosen  the  weak  things  of  the  world  to 
confound  the  things  which  are  mighty."—!  Cor.  i.  27. 


TO   A   BROTHER  DEPARTED. 

UNKNOWN. 

'HOU  art  gone  to  thy  rest,  brother  ! 

We  will  not  weep  for  thee; 
For  thou  art  now  where  oft  on  earth 
Thy  spirit  longed  to  be. 

Thou  art  gone  to  thy  rest,  brother! 

Thy  toils  and  cares  are  o'er, 
And  sorrow,  pain,  and  suff'ring  now 

Shall  ne'er  distress  thee  more. 

Thou  art  gone  to  thy  rest,  brother  ! 

Thy  sins  are  all  forgiven; 
And  saints  in  light  have  welcomed  thee. 

To  share  the  joys  of  heaven. 

Thou  art  gone  to  thy  rest,  brother  ! 

Death  had  no  sting  for  thee, 
Thy  dear  Redeemer's  might  had  gained 

For  thee  the  victory. 
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COMFORT  FOR  THE  WIDOW. 

REV.  JAMES  SMITH,  D.D. 

"  A  father  of  the  fatherless,  and  a  judge  of  the  widows,  is  God 
in  his  holy  habitation." — Ps.  Ixviii.  5. 

widow  often  feels  destitute  and  desolate; 
and  when  she  most  needs  the  sympathy  of 
man,  she  often  experiences  it  least.  The  God  of 
Israel  is  the  widow's  God.  He  offers  to  be  her  hus 
band;  to  fill  the  husband's  place,  and  perform  the 
father's  part.  He  says,  "Let  thy  widows  trust  in 
Me."  As  if  He  had  said,  "  I  am  able  to  supply  all 
the  widow's  needs,  to  crush  all  the  widow's  foes,  to 
sanctify  all  the  widow's  sorrows,  and  *to  fill  the 
widow's  heart  with  comfort  and  peace.  Let  her  ask 
me  to  do  so;  let  her  trust  me  to  do  so;  let  her  expect 
me  to  do  so."  My  widowed  sister!  carry  all  that 
pains  thy  heart  or  depresses  thy  spirit  to  Jesus;  look 
to  Jesus  through  thy  tears,  and  for  the  supply  of  all 
thy  needs.  And  if  enemies  arise,  if  man  would  op 
press  thee,  go  to  Jesus  as  the  judge:  He  will  listen  to 
thee,  take  the  case  in  hand,  carry  thy  cause  for  thee, 
and  even  turn  man's  curse  into  a  blessing.  Take 
thy  poor  fatherless  children  to  Him :  put  them  into 
His  hands,  ask  Him  to  adopt  them  for  His  own,  to 
manage  them  for  thee,  and  make  them  holy,  honor 
able,  and  useful — a  comfort  to  thee  and  a  blessing  to 
others.  You  cannot  ask  too  much  of  Jesus,  nor  ex 
pect  too  much  from  Jesus.  He  will  love  to  hear 
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thee;  He  will  kindly  listen  tothee;  He  will  value  thy 
confidence;  He  will  crown  and  reward  thy  faith. 
Fret  not,  fear  not:  but  put  Jesus  in  thy  husband's 
place,  and  expect  Him  to  do  a  husband's  part.  Be 
lieve  these  precious  words:  "  Thy  Maker  is  thy  hus 
band;  the  Lord  of  hosts  is  His  name:  ami  thy  Ee- 
deemer  the  Holy  One  of  Israel;  the  God  of  the  whole 
earth  shall  He  be  called."  Jesus  loves  to  hear  the 
widow's  voice,  to  sympathize  with  the  widow's  sor 
rows,  and  to  answer  the  widow's  prayers. 

"Ye  shall  not  afflict  any  widow  or  fatherless  child.  If  thou  af 
flict  them  in  any  wise,  and  they  cry  at  all  unto  me,  I  will  surely 
hear  their  cry." — Exod.  xxii.  22,  23. 


A  PARENT'S  DEATH. — The  death  of  a  parent  has 
been  useful.  His  expiring  charge  has  never  been 
forgotten.  The  thought  of  separation  forever  from 
one  so  loved  and  valued  has  awakened  in  the  son  a 
salutary  fear.  Returning  from  a  father's  grave,  he 
has  met  with  God,  saying,  "  Wilt  thou  not  from  this 
time  cry  unto  me,  My  Father  !  thou  art  the  guide  of 
my  youth?"  And  the  death  of  the  parent  has 
proved  the  life  of  the  child. 

WILLIAM  JAY. 


LOOK  not  mournfully  into  the  past- 
It  comes  not  back  again; 
Wisely  improve  the  present — it  is  thine. 
Go  forth  to  meet  the  shadowy  future 
Without  fear  and  with  a  manly  heart. 

II.  W.  LONGFELLOW. 
18 
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A   WORD  OF  WARNING  TO   MOTHERS. 

REV.  DR.  WM.  ANDERSON. 

Psalmist  says  of  God,  "  There  is  none  upon 
earth  that  I  desire  beside  Thee,"  evidently 
speaking  comparatively,  and  signifying  that 
among  many  objects  desired,  God  received  the 
supreme  place.  This  is  a  subject  of  familiar  illus 
tration.  But  David  said  something  before  that: 
"  Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  Thee  ? "  Ah,  let  the 
bereaved  mother  be  admonished.  If  the  vision  of 
her  child  in  heaven  be  more  frequent  and  more  en 
deared  to  her  heart  than  the  vision  of  the  child's 
Saviour;  and  much  more,  if  the  vision  of  the  former 
so  engross  her  heart  as  to  exclude  the  vision  of  the 
latter  altogether,— I  must  assure  her  that  heavemy- 
mindedness  such  as  this  will  not  promote  that  heav 
enly  meeting  on  which  her  hope  is  set.  Her  first 
object  of  admiring  contemplation  in  heaven  must  be 
her  own  Saviour;  and  her  great  hope  must  be,  meet 
ing  with  Him,  and  seeing  Him  in  His  glory,  before 
any  meditation  on  the  present  happiness  of  her 
deceased  child  be  of  a  sanctifying  character;  and 
before  any  hope  of  meeting  again  with  that  child  in 
heavenly  bliss  be  a  hope  not  to  be  disappointed.  I 
would  express  myself  tenderly,  when  it  is  a  bereaved 
mother's  heart  which  is  addressed;  but  would  it  be 
genuine  tenderness  if  it  were  delusive,  flattering 
unfaithfulness  ?  Hope  first  in  Christ  for  yourself, 
and  then  hope,  not  for  your  child's  salvation  (that  is 
secure),  but  that  you  shall  enjoy  companionship  with 
Him  in  glory. 
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THE  SHADOW. 

REV.  J.  S.  MEISSNER. 

T'^r-TE  have  known  what  it  is  to  mourn  over  the 
\/\7  loss  of  beloved  children,  having  acconi- 
iS  panied  two  to  their  resting-place  during  our 
service  in  this  distant  land.  I  was  once  standing  by 
the  grave  of  my  departed  children,  under  a  brilliant 
sun  and  cloudless  sky,  when  suddenly  a  light  shadow 
passed  over  the  green  turf.  Looking  up  for  the 
cause,  I  beheld  a  snow-white  gull  winging  her  lofty 
flight  through  the  air.  The  thought  immediately 
struck  me — Thus  it  is  with  the  dear  objects  of  my 
mournful  remembrance.  Here  indeed  lies  the 
shadow,  but  above  is  the  living  principle.  Nor  was 
the  reflection  without  comfort  to  my  wounded  spirit, 
since  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 


1 1 1  *  1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1  *  1 1 1 1 


"THY  WILL   BE   DONE." 

REV.  HENRY  ALFORD,  D.D. 

IT  SUPPOSE,  when  we  say  every  day  "  Thy  will  be 
done,"  in  our  Lord's  prayer,  we  mean,  "  Here  I 
^  am,  dispose  of  me  as  Thou  wilt. ' '  And  doubtless 
such  a  general  feeling  is  a  good  and  salutary  one,  an 
excellent  introduction  to  our  daily  duties  and  trials. 
It  may  be  well,  however,  to  put  it  sometimes  more 
to  the  test,  and  question  it  somewhat  more  closely 
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than  Christians  usually  do.  Have  we  reflected, 
when  we  thus  say3  that  our  heavenly  Father's  will 
evidently  is,  that  we  should  become  perfect,  as  our 
Saviour  did.  through  suffering  f  Have  we  made  our 
account,  that  health  and  strength,  fortune  and 
friends,  are  all  in  His  hand,  suspended  in  the  balance 
with  our  eternal  welfare  ?  that  our  Father's  care  over 
us  is  such,  that  if  one  of  them  is  seen  by  Him  to  out 
weigh  and  interfere  with  our  soul's  health,  He  will 
surely  interpose  and  take  it  from  us  ?  Have  we 
borne  in  mind  that  the  very  day  in  whose  opening 
hour  we  kneel  in  our  closets  and  say,  "  Thy  will  be 
done,"  may  see  our  whole  life's  bitterest  and  dreari 
est  passage, — may  behold  us  stricken  down  by  our 
Father's  judgment,  may  make  the  strong  man  a 
miserable  wreck,  the  rich  man  a  poor  bankrupt,  the 
social  man  a  solitary  in  the  world's  wilderness  ?  Do 
those  whose  souls  are  knit  in  one  by  love's  closest  tie 
of  God's  own  sanctioning,  reflect,  when  they  say 
these  words  together  in  the  morning,  that  one  may 
be  taken  before  the  evening,  and  the  other  left,  to 
try  how  deep  the  resignation  to  God's  will  really 
was  ?  Does  it  ever  cross  the  mother's  mind,  as  she 
teaches  the  blessed  prayer  to  her  babe,  fresh  risen 
and  bright  in  the  morning,  that,  ere  night  His  will 
may  indeed  be  done  upon  both, — that  she  may  be 
striving  to  suffer  it  on  earth,  while  her  darling  is 
doing  it  in  heaven  ?  Far  be  it  from  me  to  dash  or 
imbitter'the  heart's  joys,  pure  and  holy  like  these. 
But,  0  brethren,  such  thoughts  as  these  will  not 
dash  nor  imbitter  joy.  Then  it  is  imbittered,  when 
the  soul  has  made  her  nest  and  her  home  here  below, 
has  gazed  on  her  beloved  object  insatiably,  and  never 
thought  of  God — has  used  the  world  as  if  she  pos- 
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sessed  it — and  some  hour  when  all  is  fair  and  serene, 
in  the  midst  of  much  treasure  laid  up  for  many  years, 
comes  the  fatal  stroke,  unlocked  for,  unaccountable, 
irremediable. 

One  such  record  I  have  seen  engraved  on  the  tomb 
of  a  beloved  child:  "  The  miserable  parents  ventured 
their  all  on  this  frail  bark,  and  the  wreck  was  total." 
This  is  bitterness  indeed — but  to  see  all  our  comforts 
coming  day  by  day  from  God's  hand— to  live  in  the 
continual  consciousness  that  He  who  to-day  tries 
our  gratitude  by  giving  them,  may  to-morrow  try 
our  faith  by  withdrawing  them, — this  is  not  to  poison 
joy,  but  to  enhance  it  tenfold— it  is  not  to  blight  the 
fair  plant,  but  to  give  it  strength  and  endurance,  so 
that  it  shall  flourish  not  only  in  the  sunshine  but  in 
the  storm;  not  only  in  the  morn  and  promise  of  life, 
but  amidst  disappointment  and  decay  and  death. 

"Thy  will  be  done."  And  what  if  that  will  be 
not  only  afflictive,  but  dark  and  mysterious  also  ? 
What  if  God  be  pleased  to  wound  just  where  we  be 
lieved  we  wanted  cherishing  ?  What  if  to  the  weak 
and  shortsighted  eye  of  sense  He  even  seem  as  a 
tyrant,  delighting  in  doing  us  harm,  striking  us 
when  we  are  down,  yea,  forgetting  His  own  promises 
and  breaking  His  everlasting  covenant  ?  0  brethren, 
I  know  how  hard"  it  is  in  such  cases  to  feel  from  the 
heart  this  prayer — how  the  words  seem  almost  to 
choke  us  in  utterance,  and  the  petition  to  be  more 
than  we  ever  can  really  attain  to.  But  let  us  not, 
for  all  that,  relinquish  our  trust  in  our  Father's  love 
and  care  of  us.  What  He  does  we  know  not,  we 
know  not  now;  but  we  shall  know  hereafter.  I  re 
member,  on  one  of  those  glorious  days  of  all  but 
cloudless  sunshine,  with  which  some  of  our  summers 
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abound,  passing  in  view  of  a  well-known  line  of  bare 
and  majestic  downs,  then  basking  in  the  full  beams 
of  noon.  But  on  one  face  of  the  hill  rested  a  mass 
of  deep  and  gloomy  shadow.  On  searching  for  its 
cause,  I  at  length  discovered  one  little  speck  of 
cloud,  bright  as  light,  floating  in  the  clear  blue 
above;  this  it  was  which  cast  on  the  hill-side  that 
ample  track  of  gloom.  And  what  I  saw  was  an 
image  of  Christian  sorrow.  Dark  and  cheerless 
often  as  it  is,  and  unaccountable  as  it  passes  over  our 
earthly  path,  in  heaven  its  token  shall  be  found;  and 
it  shall  be  known  to  have  been  but  as  a  shadow  of 
His  brightness,  whose  name  is  Love.  In  this  case 
too,  then,  His  will  be  done;  rest  in  the  Lord,  and 
He  shall  make  it  plain.  It  is  good  to  wait;  it  lifts 
men  above  the  world  and  out  of  themselves,  and 
they  grow  in  the  knowledge  of  their  Father  and  God, 
and  in  ripeness  for  the  day  when  He  shall  be  re 
vealed. 

:iii!iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii]iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiimiii!iiiiiini 

"WHAT  a  superlatively  grand  and  consoling  idea 
is  that  of  death  !  Without  this  radiant  idea,  this  de 
lightful  morning  star,  indicating  that  the  luminary 
of  eternity  is  about  to  rise,  life  would,  to  my  view, 
darken  into  midnight  melancholy.  Oh  !  the  expec 
tation  of  living  here,  and  living  thus  always,  would 
be  indeed  a  prospect  of  overwhelming  despair.  But 
thanks  to  that  fatal  decree  that  dooms  us  to  die; 
thanks  to  that  gospel  which  opens  up  the  vista  of  an 
endless  life;  and  thanks,  above  all,  to  that  Saviour 
Friend  who  has  promised  to  conduct  all  the  faithful 
through  the  sacred  trance  of  death  into  scenes  of 
Paradise  and  everlasting  delight." 

JOHN  FOSTER. 
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A  WORD  TO  PARENTS. 

REV.  HENRY  ALLON,  D.D. 

HAT  a  deep  religiousness  appeals  to  us  in  a 
child  !  How  simply  it  prays— how  impli 
citly  it  believes— how  reverently  it  feels  !  It 
has  to  learn  to  disbelieve.  What  a  lesson  to  our 
hard,  unspiritual,  unbelieving  nature  is  the  simple, 
pure,  and  beautiful  religiousness  of  a  child.  Thank 
God,  our  seared,  battered  hearts  come  day  by  day 
into  contact  with  the  gentle  innocence,  purity,  and 
love  of  children.  Thank  God,  we  are  all  children 
before  we  are  men  and  women.  Happy  is  he  who 
is  wise  enough,  and  humble  enough,  to  loarn  the 
lessons  that  his  child  toadies  him. 

No  wonder  that  Christ  himself  takes  a  little  child 
and  makes  him  the  exemplar  of  His  new  kingdom. 
While  the  worldly  teacher  of  a  child  is  ever  sum 
moning  him  to  manhood,  the  spiritual  teacher  of  a 
man  is  ever  recalling  him  to  childhood.     Christ  bids 
us  return  to  the  guileless  consciousness,  the  pure  feel 
ings  of  childhood.     We  must  re-live  our  child-life; 
reproduce  our  child  consciousness;  realize  again  the 
sinless  and  simple  experience  of  childhood;  become 
as  we  were  when  little .  children— humble,  docile, 
pure,  believing,  prayerful— or  we  shall  be  unable  to 
"receive"  the  kingdom  of  heaven,  and  unfitted  to 
" enter"   therein. 
It  is  but  natural,  therefore,  that,  in  the  Bible, 
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children  should  be  represented  as  the  very  choicest 
of  God's  gifts.  They  are  God's  "  heritage, " -that 
which  He  gives  as  our  very  richest  portion  in  life. 
How  enthusiastically  the  Bible  always  speaks  of 
them  as  such  !  We  never  meet  with  a  dubious  esti 
mate  of  them,  with  a  faltering  congratulation. 
Everywhere  they  are  spoken  of  rapturously  and 
exultingly,  as  the  very  crown  of  earthly  blessings. 
Like  all  life,  they  come  more  directly  than  other 
things  from  the  hand  of  God  Himself.  They  are  His 
precious  gift— His  "heritage." 

We  do  not  always  so  conceive  of  them.  Pure, 
unselfish,  and  self-sacrificing  as  parental  love  is— the 
holiest  and  most  perfect  of  all  our  human  affections 
—even  it  is  capable  of  being  deteriorated  by  circum 
stances,  corrupted  by  wrong  and  sinful  feeling.  It 
is  not  every  parent  that  receives  a  child  as  God's 
' '  heritage. ' '  A  precious  thing  it  may  be  to  him,  but 
not  a  gift  from  God.  Other  feelings  of  joy  it  may 
awaken,  and  yet  not  a  feeling  of  religious  gratitude; 
other  obligations  it  may  create,  and  yet  not  the  obli 
gation  to  learn  and  to  teach  religious  lessons.  We 
may  "take  the  child  and  nurse  it"  for  our  own 
parental  joy— for  our  social,  or  commercial,  or  am 
bitious  purposes— and  yet  not  " nurse  it  for  God." 
Every  feeling  of  joy  may  be  awakened  by  it  except 
religious  joy;  every  sense  of  obligation  except  religi 
ous  obligation.  It  ought  to  expel  all  selfishness,  to 
purify  and  intensify  conjugal  love,  and  to  multiply 
it  by  a  new  affection— and  yet  selfishness  may  feel 
a  child  a  restriction  upon  social  pleasure,  a  tax  upon 
worldly  gain.  It  ought  to  inspire  thoughtfulness  and 
faith;— it  is  an  entrustment  so  high  and  holy — a  soul 
to  train  for  God,  and  heaven,  and  eternity; — an  en- 
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trustment  accompanied  by  great  promise,  connected 
with  the  highest  joy  sand  with  the  greatest  destinies; 
—and  yet  the  highest  thoughts  and  purposes  inspired 
by  it  may  be  selfish  and  earthly;  or,  if  pious  feeling 
is  excited  by  it,  it  may  be  only  misgiving  and  fear  an 
unbelieving,  godless  feeling,  that,  almost  as  a  matter 
of  course,  it  will  grow  up  wicked,  and  need  conver 
sion  in  adult  life. 


THE  little  graves,  alas !  how  many  they  arc ! 
The  mourners  above  them,  how  vast  the  multitude  ! 
Brothers,  sisters.  I  am  one  with  you,  I  belong  to 
you.  Those  waxen  folded  hands,  that  still  breast  so 
often  pressed  to  your  own,  those  sleep-bound  eyes 
which  have  been  so  full  of  love  and  life,  that  sweet, 
unmoving,  alabaster  face— ah  !  we  have  all  looked 
upon  them,  and  they  have  made  us  one  and  made 
us  better.  There  is  no  fountain  which  the  angel  of 
healing  troubles  with  his  restless  and  life-giving 
wings  so  constantly  as  the  fountain  of  tears,  and 
only  those  too  lame  and  bruised  to  bathe  miss  the 
blessed  influence. 

DR.  J.  G.  HOLLAND. 


OUR  trials  are  medicines  which  our  gracious  and 
wisp  Physician  prescribes  because  we,  need  them, 
and  he  proportions  the  frequency  and  the  weight  of 
them  to  what  the  case  requires.  Let  us  trust  in  his 
skill,  arid  thank  him  for  his  prescriptions. 

JOHN  NEWTON, 
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ONE   LESS  AT  HOME— ONE   MOKE   IN  HEAVEN. 

UNKNOWN. 

ONE  less  at  home  ! 

The  charmed  circle  broken — a  dear  face 
Missed  day  by  day  from  its  accustomed  place, 
But  cleansed,  and  saved,  and  perfected  by  grace  ! 

One  more  in  Heaven  ! 

One  less  at  home  ! 

One  voice  of  welcome  hushed  and  evermore 
One  farewell  word  spoken ;  on  the  shore 
Where  parting  comes  not,  one  soul  landed  more  - 

One  more  in  Heaven  ! 

One  more  at  home  ! 

This  is  not  home,  where,  cramped  in  earthly  mold, 
Our  sight  of  Christ  is  dim — our  love  is  cold, 
But  there,  where  face  to  face  we  shall  behold, 

Is  home  and  Heaven  ! 

One  less  on  earth  ! 

Its  pain,  its  sorrow,  and  its  toil  to  share; 
One  less  the  pilgrims  daily  cross  to  bear; 
One  more  the  crown  of  ransomed  souls  to  wear, 

At  home  in  Heaven  ! 

One  more  in  Heaven  ! 
Another  thought  to  brighten  cloudy  days, 
Another  theme  of  thankfulness  and  praise, 
Another  link  on  high  our  souls  to  raise 

To  home  and  Heaven  ! 

One  more  at  home  ! 

That  home  where  separation  cannot  be, 
That  home  where  none  are  missed  eternally, 
Lord  Jesus,  grant  us  all  a  place  with  Thee, 

At  home  in  Heaven  ! 
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BENEFICENT  DESIGN   OF  AFFLICTION. 

REV.  ROBERT  TRENCH,  M.A. 

|f  N  the  world  in  which  we  dwell  trouble  and  death 
are  no  strangers.  Few,  indeed  are  the  families 
^  into  which  these  unwelcome  visitors  have  not 
found  an  entrance.  However  long  the  beneficent 
Creator  may  give  them  health  and  prosperity  they 
are  none  the  less  exposed  to  the  calamities  which 
others  around  them  have  endured.  Unexpectedly, 
the  clear  and  cloudless  sky,  which  gave  promise  of 
a  beautiful  day,  may  soon  be  overcast,  and  a  storm 
suddenly  burst  forth,  leaving  destruction  every 
where  in  its  track.  Without  any  warning,  the  un 
timely  frost  may  nip  the  young  bud  and  the  tender 
blossom,  and  our  expectations  of  a  fruitful  autumn 
may  soon  be  blasted.  Exemption  in  the  past  from 
affliction  is^  no  argument  that  we  shall  always  be 
exempted  in  the  future.  Speedily  the  child  who 
romped  about  the  household — whose  presence  shone 
like  a  sunbeam  through  the  dwelling— whose  rosy 
cheek  and  increasing  vigor  inspired  the  hope  of  a 
long  life,  may  be  snatched  away  by  the  rude  hand 
of  death.  The  light  of  our  eyes  may  be  extin 
guished  by  some  sudden  darkness,  and  the  children 
may  soon  miss  the  tenderness  and  soothing  love  of 
one  whom  they  can  never  expect  to  see  again  on 
earth.  The  anxious  father  may  soon  require  to 
commit  to  the  "  Husband  of  the  widow,  and  the 
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Father  of  the  fatherless,"  those  from  whom,  in  this 
life,  he  is  about  to  be  separated  for  ever. 

By  the  majority  of  families  such  events  do  not 
need  to  be  anticipated.  In  some  form  or  other,  they 
have  already  happened.  Since,  therefore,  there  is 
nothing  we  may  more  surely  expect  than  "  a  day  of 
trouble,"  it  is  well  for  us  not  to  disregard  the  trials 
of  others,  that  we  may  not  be  impatient  under  our 
own  afflictions,  or  unsatisfied  murmurers  when 
death  removes  from  us  the  objects  of  our  warmest 
love 

Trouble  and  death  seize  upon  us  by  God's  appoint 
ment.     These  are  the  penalties  attached  to  sin.     In 
His  infinite  mercy,  Ho  seeks  to  turn  them  into  chan 
nels  through  which  spiritual  blessings  may  flow. 
They  are  always  inflicted  not  in  anger,  but  in  love, 
and  are  designed  to  bring  back  the  unbelieving  to 
the  favor  of  God,  and  to  refine,  purify,  and  prepare 
His  own  people  for  the  fellowship  of  the  redeemed 
in  heaven.     With  regard  to  the  first,  in  whatever 
form  trials  may  come,  the  end  the  great  loving 
Father  has  in  view  is  to  lead  his  erring  offspring  to 
thoughtfulness,  repentance,  and  reformation.     "I 
smote  you  with  blasting,  with  mildew,  and  with 
hail,  in  all  the  labor  of  your  hands;  yet  ye  turned 
not  to  me,  saith  the  Lord."     Tender,  yet  awful,  are 
words  like  these  !     "  Turn  ye.  turn  ye."  is  His  ear 
nest  entreaty,  and  when  treaty  fails,  He  lifts  the 
rod  and  strikes.     Eeader,  has  your  life  been  spent 
in  sin  ?    Have  you  been  careless  in  regard  to  your 
best  interest  ?    Have  you  been  selfish  and  self-indul 
gent—caring  nothing  for  the  God  of  love  ?    Have 
you  been  living  without  Christ— a  stranger  to  His 
brotherly  sympathy,  and  a  despiser  of  His  mercy  ? 
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Do  not  wonder,  then  that  God  has  lifted  His  rod 
and  smitten  you.     Do  not  imagine  that  He  hates 
you  because  He  has  sent  trouble  and  death  into  your 
domestic  circle.    You  are  mourning— perhaps  you 
are  murmuring— perhaps  you  are  saying,   "Such 
things  must  happen;  we  must  yield;  we  cannot  help 
ourselves."     0  see  the  mercy  of  God  in  your  trials  ! 
He  is  seeking  to  redeem  you  from  neglect  of  your 
eternal  interests,  and  from  indifference  to  His  honor 
and  glory.     He  seeks  your  highest  well-being.     He 
is  watching  with  intense  interest  the  effect  produced 
upon  your  mind  and  heart  by  these  severe  and  crush 
ing  blows,  and  upon  your  first  motion  towards  Him 
to  express  regret  for  the  past,  He  will  run  to  meet 
you;  clasp  you  in  the  arms  of  His  love;  clothe  you 
with  the  best  robe;  put  a  ring  on  your  hand,  and 
shoes  on  your  feet,  and  make  you  a  partaker  of  all 
the  honors  and  privileges  which  the  members  of  His 
family  enjoy.     Here,   then,   is    your    consolation. 
Your  trials  have  been  sent  in  mercy.     See  that  they 
do  not  harden  your  heart  and  drive  you  further  from 
God.     Return  to  the  great  loving-hearted  Father, 
and  you  shall  never  cease  to  rejoice  that  you  have 
been  brought  back,  even  though  it  has  been  through 
a  fiery  furnace.     "  Call  upon  me  in  the  day  of  trou 
ble;  I  will  deliver  thee,  and  thou  shalt  glorify  me." 
As  to  His  own  people,  God  deals  with  them  not 
merely  in  mercy,  but  with  the  greatest  parental 
love.     They  are  His  children,  and  accordingly  Ho 
addresses  them:   "My  son,  despise  not  thou  the 
chastening  of  the  Lord,  nor  faint  when  thou  art  re 
buked  of  Him:  for  whom  the  Lord  loveth  He  chas- 
teneth,  and  scourgeth  every  son  whom  He  receiv- 
eth."     Purification,   refinement,   elevation  of    the 
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spiritual  faculties,  are  the  ends  He  seeks  when  He 
sends  trouble  and  death  upon  them.  Reader,  have 
you  met  with  worldly  losses  ?  Have  your  children 
been  swept  away  by  the  pestilence  ?  Or  have  they 
drooped,  and  withered,  and  died  ?  Have  you  had 
severe  domestic  trials  in  which  "  living  griefs  "  were 
worse  to  bear  than  even  the  ravages  of  death  ?  Do 
not  think  God  has  forsaken  you  because  of  these 
things.  You  may  have  been  severely  afflicted.  The 
billows  may  have  passed  over  your  soul.  The  very 
flames  of  the  fire  may  have  kindled  upon  you. 
What  then?  Perhaps  you  were  becoming  too 
worldly  and  needed  all  you  have  endured  to  enable 
you  to  set  your  affections  on  things  above.  You 
may  rest  assured  that  whatever  may  have  been  your 
trials,  however  severe  and  difficult  to  bear,  the  one 
grand  end  your  Father  has  in  view  is  to  draw  you 
nearer  to  himself;  to  make  you  wiser  and  happier, 
and  better  qualified  for  the  purity  of  the  heavenly 
home.  You  may  not  soon  or  easily  perceive  either 
the  goodness  or  wisdom  of  His  procedure  in  these 
troubles  and  bereavements;  but  for  the  present  you 
must  "  walk  by  faith  not  by  sight. "  Patiently  wait 
and  you  shall  see  the  glory  of  God.  Call  upon  Him 
in  your  "day  of  trouble/'  and  He  will  disclose  to 
you  in  due  time,  His  great  purposes,  both  in  regard 
to  yourself  and  your  loved  ones.  Remember,  infi 
nite  wisdom  is  at  work  on  your  behalf.  Can  you 
then  murmur  or  question  God's  plan  of  operation  ? 
Remember,  also,  infinite  goodness  is  at  work  on 
your  behalf.  Can  you  then  imagine  that  God  hates 
you,  and  is  plotting  your  ruin?  Remember,  still 
further,  that  infinite  power  is  at  work  on  your  be 
half.  How,  then,  can  any  real  harm  befall  you? 
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When  you  reflect  that  all  these  divine  attributes  are 
exerted  on  your  behalf,  how  can  you  doubt  that 
your  highest  good  will  be  secured  ? 

Listen  to  His  voice  while  He  speaks  to  you  through 
these  afflictions,  and  drink  at  this  well  of  consola 
tion—"  Fear  not;  for  I  have  redeemed  tliee,  I  have 
called  thee  by  name;  thou  art  mine.  When  thou 
passest  through  the  waters  I  will  be  with  thee; 
when  thou  walkest  through  the  fire,  thou  shalt  not 
be  burnt;  neither  shall  the  flame  kindle  upon  thee. 
For  I  am  the  Lord  thy  God,  the  Holy  One  of  Israel, 
thy  Saviour." 


OUR  EVENING   STAR   IN   HEAVEN   AFAR. 

"CHRISTIAN   TREASURY.1' 

HE  was  "  the  evening  star"  I  thought  would 

shine 

Upon  my  path,  as  I,  with  years  decline- 
Thought  I  should  watch  its  lustre  softer  glow, 
Cheering  my  weary  pilgrimage  below; 
But  God  hast  my  bright  and  gentle  star 

In  heaven  afar. 

She  was  my  flower:  the  sad  pathway  of  life, 
So  full,  to  sinful  man,  of  care  and  strife, 
Was  by  her  presence  stripped  of  many  a  thorn, 
Making  my  trials  easier  to  be  borne. 
My  flower  is  now  in  realms  of  holy  light, 

In  glory  bright. 

Yes,  she  is  there;  for,  while  on  earth  in  pain, 
She  loved  supremely  her  Redeemer's  name; 
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Now  she  is  with  Him,  near  His  throne  she  stands, 
Rests  in  His  arms,  one  of  His  folded  lambs. 
Soon  shall  we  meet  before  that  glorious  throne 

My  little  one. 

Yes,  there's  my  child;  I  see,  with  eye  of  faith, 
Her  happy  spirit  free  from  sin  and  death; 
She  is  a  jewel  on  her  Saviour's  brow; 
Low  at  His  feet  her  crown  she  loves  to  throw; 
While  He,  enthroned  in  love  and  mercy  mild, 

Smiles  on  my  child. 

Shall  I  then  grieve,  my  precious  one  is  where 
She  doth  the  golden  crown  and  white  robe  wear  ? 
No;  rather  would  I  joy  that  she  is  free, 
And  wait  my  Father's  summons  patiently, 
To  join  with  her  the  heavenly  blessed  throng, 

In  glorious  song. 


THE   MOTHER'S  COMFORT. 

Miss  JESSIE  BLEVIN. 

OME  day,  0  lonely  mother, 

You  will  find  the  child  you  miss, 
And  your  heart  will  feel  the  rapture 

Of  touch  and  voice  and  kiss  ; 
And  when  mid  fields  of  glory, 

You  greet  your  child  once  more, 
Earth-shadows  will  have  vanished 
In  the  light  of  that  blest  shore. 
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HOME   BEREAVEMENTS. 

HENRY  WARD  BEECHER.* 

•E  are  joined  together,  many  of  us,  by  a  com 
mon  experience.  Many  of  us  have  met  in 
—  —  •  each  others'  houses  and  in  each  others' 
company  on  just  such  errands  of  grief  and  sympathy 
and  Christian  triumph  as  this.  How  many  of  us 
have  sent  children  forward;  and  how  many  of  us 
feel  to-day  that  all  things  are  for  our  sakes;  and  that 
those  things  which  for  the  present  are  not  joyous 
hut  grievous,  nevertheless  work  in  us  the  peaceable 
fruit  of  righteousness  !  So  we  stand  in  what  may 
be  called  a  relationship  of  grief.  We  are  knit  to 
gether  and  brought  into  each  other's  company  by 
the  ministration  of  grief,  made  Christian  and  blessed. 
To  be  sure,  if  we  were  to  ask  this  life  what  would 
be  best;  there  is  no  father,  there  is  no  mother,  who 
would  not  plead  with  all  the  strength  which  lies  in 
natural  affection,  "  Spare  me,  and  spare  mine." 
For  the  outward  man  this  is  reasonable  and  unre- 
bukable;  and  yet,  if  it  be  overruled  by  Him  who 
loves  us  even  better  than  He  loves  His  own  life, 
then  there  comes  the  revelation  of  another  truth: 
namely,  that  the  things  which  are  seen  are  the  unreal 
things,  and  that  the  real  things  are  the  things  which 
are  invisible. 

*  Remarks  made  at  the  funeral  of  a  child  in  Plymouth  Church, 
Brooklyn. 
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When  our  children  that  are  so  dear  to  us  are 
plucked  out  of  our  arms,  and  carried  away,  we  feel, 
for  the  time  being,  that  we  have  lost  them,  because 
our  body  does  not  triumph;  but  are  they  taken  from 
our  inward  man  ?  Are  they  taken  from  that  which 
is  to  be  saved — the  spiritual  man  ?  Are  they  taken 
from  memory?  Are  they  taken  from  love?  Are 
they  taken  from  the  scope  and  reach  of  the  imagi 
nation,  which,  in  its  sanctified  form,  is  only  another 
name  of  faith  ?  Do  we  not  sometimes  dwell  with 
them  more  intimately  than  we  did  when  they  were 
with  us  on  earth  ?  The  care  of  them  is  no  longer 
ours,  that  love-burden  we  bear  no  longer,  since  they 
are  with  the  angels  of  God  and  with  God;  and  we 
shed  tears  over  what  seems  to  be  our  loss;  but  do 
they  not  hover  in  the  air  over  our  heads  ?  And  to 
day  could  the  room  hold  them  all  ? 

As  you  recollect,  the  background  of  the  Sistine 
Madonna,  at  Dresden  (in  some  respects  the  most 
wonderful  picture  of  maternal  love  which  exists  in 
the  world),  for  a  long  time  was  merely  dark;  and  an 
artist,  in  making  some  repairs,  discovered  a  cherub's 
face  in  the  grime  of  that  dark  background;  and  be 
ing  led  to  suspect  that  the  picture  had  been  overlaid 
by  time  and  neglect,  commenced  cleansing  it;  and 
as  he  went  on,  cherub  after  cherub  appeared,  until 
it  was  found  that  the  Madonna  was  on  a  background 
made  up  wholly  of  little  heavenly  cherubs. 

Now,  by  nature  motherhood  stands  against  a  dark 
background;  but  that  background  being  cleaned  by 
the  touch  of  God,  and  by  the  cleansing  hand  of  faith, 
we  see  that  the  whole  heaven  is  full  of  little  cherub 
faces.  And  to-day  it  is  not  this  little  child  alone 
that  we  look  at,  which  we  see  only  in  the  outward 
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guise;  we  look  upon  a  background  of  children  in 
numerable,  each  one  as  sweet  to  its  mother's  heart 
as  this  child  has  been  to  its  mother's  heart,  each  one 
as  dear  to  the  clasping  arms  of  its  father  as  this  child 
has  been  to  the  clasping  arms  of  its  father;  and  it  is 
in  good  company.  It  is  in  a  spring-land.  It  is  in  a 
summer- world.  It  is  with  God.  You  have  given  it 
back  to  Him  who  lent  it  to  you. 

Now,  the  giving  back  is  very  hard,  but  you  can 
not  give  back  to  God  all  that  you  received  with 
your  child.  You  cannot  give  back  to  God  those 
springs  of  new  and  deeper  affection  which  were 
awakened  by  the  coming  of  the  little  one  You  can 
not  give  back  to  God  the  experiences  which  you 
have  had  in  dwelling  with  your  darling.  You  can 
not  givo  back  to  God  the  hours  which,  when  you 
look  upon  them  now,  seem  like  one  golden  chain  of 
linked  happiness.  You  are  better,  you  are  riper, 
you  are  richer,  even  in  this  hour  of  bereavement, 
than  you  were.  God  gave;  and  he  has  not  taken 
away  except  in  outward  form.  He  holds,  he  keeps, 
he  reserves,  he  watches,  he  loves.  You  shall  have 
again  that  which  you  have  given  back  to  him  only 
outwardly. 

Meanwhile  the  key  is  in  your  hand;  and  it  is  not 
a  black  iron  key;  it  is  a  golden  key  of  faith  and  love. 
This  little  child  has  taught  you  to  follow  it.  There 
will  not  be  a  sunrise  or  a  sunset  when  you  will  not 
in  imagination  go  through  the  gate  of  heaven  after 
it.  There  is  no  door  so  fast  that  a  mother's  love 
and  a  father's  love  will  not  open  it  and  follow  a  be 
loved  child.  And  so,  by  its  ministration,  this  child 
will  guide  you  a  thousand  times  into  a  realization  of 
the  great  spirit-land,  and  into  a  faith  of  the  invisible, 
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which  will  make  you  as  much  larger  as  it  makes  you 
less  dependent  on  the  body,  and  more  rich  in  the 
fruitage  of  the  spirit. 

To-day,  then,  we  have  an  errand  of  thanksgiving. 
We  thank  God  for  sending  this  little  gift  into  this 
household.  We  thank  God  for  the  light  which  he 
kindled  here,  and  which  burned  with  so  pure  a  flame, 
and  taught  so  sweet  a  lesson.  And  we  thank  God, 
that,  when  this  child  was  to  go  to  a  better  place,  it 
walked  so  few  steps,  for  so  few  hours,  through  pain. 
Men  who  look  on  the  dark  side  shake  the  head,  and 
say,  "  Oh,  how  sudden  !  "  but  I  say,  Since  it  was  to 
go  God  be  thanked  that  it  was  permitted  to  pass 
through  so  brief  a  period  of  suffering;  that  there 
were  no  long  weeks  or  months  of  gradual  decay 
and  then  a  final  extinction;  that  out  of  the  fullness 
of  health  it  dropped  into  the  fullness  of  heaven, 
leaving  its  body  as  it  lies  before  you  to-day,  a  thing 
of  beauty.  Blessed  be  God  for  such  mercy  in  the 
ministration  of  sickness  and  of  departure. 

I  appreciate  your  sorrow,  having  myself  often 
gone  through  this  experience;  and  I  can  say  there 
is  no  other  experience  which  throws  such  a  light 
upon  the  storm  cloud.  We  are  never  ripe  till  we 
have  been  made  so  by  suffering.  We  belong  to 
those  fruits  which  must  be  touched  by  frost  before 
they  lose  their  sourness  and  come  to  their  sweetness, 
I  see  the  goodness  of  God  in  this  dispensation  as 
pointing  us  toward  heaven  and  immortality.  In  this 
bereavement  there  is  cause  for  rejoicing;  for  such  it 
is  that  you  and  your  child  shall  meet  again  never  to 
be  separated. 
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THE  DEAD  ARE   WITH   US. 

REV.  S.  IKEN^KUS  PRIME,  D.D. 

-{""I  "T  TLU<  >NS  of  spiritual  brings  walk  tlir  rarlh 
•'  M/V  unseen,  both  \vlim  we  \vakr  ,-unl  \vhm  we 
— — —  sleep.  And  we  believe,  with  many  others, 
that  if  we  were  suddenly  divested  of  this  mortal,  we 
should  find  ourselves  in  a  vast  amphitheatre  reaching 
to  the  throne  of  God,  filled  with  spirits,  the  unseen 
witnesses,  the  cloud  of  witnesses  of  which  we  are 
encompassed  continually.  There  is  a  place  where 
the  Most  High  dwells  in  light  that  no  man  can 
approach,  where  the  darkness  of  excessive  bright 
ness  hangs  over  and  around  his  throne,  making 
Heaven,  as  Heaven  is  not  elsewhere  in  the  Universe 
of  God.  But  neither  time  nor  place  may  with  pro 
priety  be  affirmed  of  spiritual  existence.  It 
is,  therefore,  scriptural  and  rational  to  suppose  that 
the  spirits  of  our  departed  friends  are  around  by  day 
and  night;  not  away  from  God;  His  presence  fills 
immensity;  He  is  everywhere  present.  If  an  angel 
or  the  soul  should  take  the  wings  of  the  morning, 
and  dwell  in  the  uttermost  part  of  the  sea,  there  to 
be  with  us  or  with  those  we  love,  even  there  the 
gracious  presence  of  God  would  dwell,  and  the  sanc 
tified  would  find  Heaven  as  blessed  and  glorious  as 
in  the  temple  of  which  the  Lamb  is  the  Light. 
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ONE  LINK  GONE. 

UNKNOWN 

AKE  the  pillows  from  the  cradle 
Where  the  little  sufferer  lay; 
Draw  the  curtain,  close  the  shutters, 
Shut  out  every  beam  of  day. 

Spread  the  pall  upon  the  table, 

Place  the  lifeless  body  there; 
Back  from  off  the  marble  features 

Lay  the  auburn  curls  with  care. 

With  its  little  blue-veined  fingers 

Crossed  upon  its  sinless  breast, 
Free  from  care,  and  pain,  and  anguish, 

Let  the  infant  cherub  rest. 

Smooth  its  little  shroud  about  it; 

Pick  the  toys  from  off  the  floor, 
They,  with  all  their  sparkling  beauty, 

Ne'er  can  charm  their  owner  more. 

Take  the  little  shoes  and  stockings 
From  the  doting  mother's  sight; 

Pattering  feet  no  more  will  need  them, 
Walking  in  the  fields  of  light. 

Parents,  faint  and  worn  with  watching 
Through  the  long,  dark  night  of  grief, 

Dry  your  tears  and  soothe  your  sighing — 
Gain  a  respite  of  relief, 
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Mother,  care  is  no  more  needed 

To  allay  the  rising  moan; 
And  though  you  perchance  may  leave  it, 
It  can  never  be  alone. 

Angels  bright  will  watch  beside  it 

In  its  quiet,  holy  slumber 
Till  the  morning,  then  awake  it 

To  a  place  among  their  number. 

Thus  a  golden  link  is  broken 

In  the  chain  of  earthly  bliss, 
Thus  the  distance  shorter  making 

'Twixt  the  brighter  world  and  this. 

it  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i  i 

HEAVEN   IS   OUU   HOMK. 

E.  L.  BULWKK. 

PPY,  thrice  happy,  he  who  relies  on  the  eter 
nity  of  the  soul;  who  believes,  as  the  loved 
*!£'  fall  one  after  one  from  his  side,  that  they  have 
returned  to  their  native  country;  who  feels  that  each 
treasure  of  knowledge  he  attains,  he  carries  with 
him  through  illimitable  being;  who  sees  in  virtue  the 
essence  and  the  element  of  the  world  he  is  to  inherit. 
He  comforts  his  weariness  amid  the  storms  of  time, 
by  seeing,  far  across  the  melancholy  seas,  the 
heaven  he  will  reach  at  last;  he  deems  that  every 
struggle  has  its  assured  reward,  and  every  sorrow 
has  its  balm;  he  knows,  however  forsaken  or  be 
reaved  below,  that  he  never  can  be  alone,  and  never 
deserted;  that  above  him  is  the  protection  of  eternal 
power,  and  the  mercy  of  eternal  love  !  Ah,  well 
said  the  dreamer  of  philosophy,  "How  much  HE 
knew  of  the  human  heart,  who  first  called  God  our 
Father!" 
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TO  A  FATIIEE  BEREFT   OF   A   SON. 

RALPH  ERSKINE. 

J|  CANNOT,  I  dare  not  say,  weep  not.  Jesus  wept 
at  the  grave  of  Lazarus,  and  surely,  he  allows 
Sj?  you  to  weep;  surely,  there  is  a  "  needs  be" 
that  you  feel  a  heaviness  under  such  a  trial.  But  0, 
let  hope  and  joy  mitigate  your  heaviness.  I  know 
not  how  this,  or  a  former  trial,  shall  work  for  your 
good,  but  it  is  enough  that  God  knows.  He  that 
said,  "All  things  shall  work  together  for  good  to 
them  that  love  God,"  excepts  not  from  this  promise 
the  sorest  trial.  You  devoted  your  son  to  God;  you 
cannot  doubt  that  he  accepted  the  surrender.  If  he 
has  been  hid  in  the  chamber  of  the  grave  from  the 
evil  of  sin,  and  from  the  evil  of  suffering,  let  not 
your  eye  be  evil,  when  God  is  good.  What  you 
chiefly  wished  for  him,  and  prayed  on  his  behalf, 
was  spiritual  and  heavenly  blessings.  If  the  great 
est  thing  you  wished  for  is  accomplished,  at  the 
season  and  in  the  manner  Infinite  Wisdom  saw  best, 
refuse  not  to  be  comforted;  you  know  not  what 
work  and  joy  have  been  waiting  for  him  in  that 
world,  where  God's  "servants  shall  serve  him." 
Should  you  sorrow  immoderately  when  you  have 
such  ground  of  hope  that  he,  and  his  other  parent,  are 
rejoicing  in  what  you  lament  ?  I  know  that  nature 
will  feel;  and  I  believe  suppressing  its  emotions  in 
such  cases  is  not  profitable,  either  to  soul  or  body; 
but  I  trust,  though  you  mourn,  God  will  keep  you 
from  murmuring,  and  that  you  shall  have  to  glory 
in  your  tribulation  and  infirmity,  while  the  power  of 
Christ  is  manifested  thereby. 
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WEEP  NOT   FOR   HER! 

D.  M.  Mom. 

T  -rT  KEP  not  for  her!— Oh  she  was  far  too  fair, 
L  \/\/'i     Too   pure   to  dwell  on  this   guilt  -  tainted 
'.~  — j         earth  ! 
The  sinless  glory,  and  the  golden  air 

Of  Zion,  seemed  to  claim  her  from  her  birth- 
A  spirit  wandering  from  its  native  zone: 

Which  soon  discov'ring  took  her  for  its  own, 

Weep  not  for  her  ! 

Weep  not  for  her! — her  span  was  like  the  sky; 

Whose  thousand  stars  shine  beautiful  and  bright; 
Like  flowers  that  know  not  what  it  is  to  die  ! 

Like  long-link'd  shadeless  months  of  Polar  light; 
Like  music  floating  o'er  a  waveless  lake, 

While  Echo  answers  from  the  flowery  brake, 

Weep  not  for  her  ! 

Weep  not  for  her  ! — She  died  in  early  youth, 

Ere  hope  had  lost  its  rich  romantic  hues; 
When  human  bosoms  seem'd  the  homes  of  truth, 
And  earth  still  gleani'd  with  beauty's  radiant 

dews, 

Her  summer  prime  waned  not  to  days  that  freeze, 
Her  wine  of  life  was  run  not  to  the  lees: 

Weep  not  for  her  ! 

Weep  not  for  her  !— By  fleet  or  slow  decay, 
It  never  griev'd  her  bosom's  core  to  mark 

The  playmates  of  her  childhood  wane  away, 

Her  prospects  wither,  or  her  hopes  grow  dark:— 
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Translated  by  her  God  with  spirits  shriven, 
She  passed  as  'twere  in  smiles  from  earth  to  heaven: 

Weep  not  for  her  ! 

Weep  not  for  her  ! — It  was  not  hers  to  feel 
The  miseries  that  corrode  amassing  years, 

'Gainst  dreams  of  baffled  bliss  the  heart  to  steel, 
To  wander  sad  down  Age's  vale  of  tears, 

As  whirl  the  wither'd  leaves  from  Friendship's  tree, 
And  on  earth's  wintry  world  alone  to  be: 

Weep  not  for  her  ! 

Weep  not  for  her  ! — She  is  an  angel  now, 
And  treads  the  sapphire  floors  of  Paradise,— 

All  darkness  wiped  from  her  refulgent  brow, 
Sin,  sorrow,  suffering,  banished  from  her  eyes; 

Victorious  over  death,  to  her  appear 

The  vista'd  joys  of  Heaven's  eternal  year: 

Weep  not  for  her  ! 

Weep  not  for  her  ! — Her  memory  is  the  shrine. 

Of  pleasing  thoughts,  soft  as  the  scent  of  flowers, 
Calm  as  on  windless  eve  the  sun's  decline, 

Sweet  as  the  song  of  birds  among  the  bowers, 
Eich  as  a  rainbow  with  its  hues  of  light, 

Pure  as  the  moonshine  of  an  autumn  night: 

Weep  not  for  her  ! 

Weep  not  for  her  !    There  is  no  cause  for  woe; 

But  rather  nerve  the  spirit,  that  it  walk 
Unshrinking  o'er  the  thorny  paths  below, 

And  from  earth's  low  defilements  keep  thee  back: 
So,  when  a  few  fleet  severing  years  have  flown, 

She'll  meet  thee  at  Heaven's  gate,  and  lead  thee  on! 

Weep  not  for  her  ! 
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CONSOLATION  FOR  THE   LONELY. 

MARY  Ho  WITT. 

TT^TIERE  is  a  land  where  beauty  cannot  fade, 

Nor  sorrow  dim  the  eye; 
Where  true  love  shall  not  droop,  nor  he  dis 
mayed, 

And  none  shall  ever  die  ! 

Where  is  that  land,  0  where  ? 

For  I  would  hasten  there  ! 

Tell  me,— I  fain  would  go, 
For  I  am  wearied  with  a  heavy  woe  ! 
The  beautiful  have  left  me  all  alone; 
The  true,  the  tender  from  my  path  are  gone  ! 

0,  guide  me  with  thy  hand, 

If  thou  dost  know  that  land, 
For  I  am  burdened  with  oppressive  care, 
And  I  am  weak  and  fearful  with  despair  ! 

Where  is  it '(  tell  me  where. 

Friend,  fchou  must  trust  in  Him  who  trod  before 

The  desolate  paths  of  life: 
Must  bear  in  meekness,  as  He  meekly  bore, 

Sorrow,  and  pain,  and  strife  ! 

Think  how  the  Son  of  God 

These  thorny  paths  hath  trod; 

Think  how  He  longed  to  go, 
Yet  tarried  out  for  thee  the  appointed  woe: 
Think  of  His  weariness  in  places  dim, 
When  no  man  comforted  or  cared  for  Him  ! 
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Think  of  the  blood,  like  sweat, 

With  which  His  brow  was  wet, 
Yet  how  He  prayed,  unaided  and  alone, 
In  that  great  agony,  "  Thy  will  be  done  !  " 

Friend,  do  not  thou  despair, 
Christ  from  His  heaven  of  heavens  will  hear  thy 

prayer  ! 


ON  THE  DEATH   OF  A  YOUNG   GIRL. 

WILLIAM  H.  BURLEIGH. 

HE  hath  gone  in  the  spring-time  of  life, 

Ere  her  sky  had  been  dimmed  by  a  cloud, 
While  her  heart  with  the  rapture  of  love  was 

yet  rife, 

And  the  hopes  of  her  youth  were  unoowed — 
From  the  lovely,  who  loved  her  too  well; 

From  the  heart  that  had  grown  to  her  own ; 
From  the  sorrow  which  late  o'er  her  young  spirit  fell, 

Like  a  dream  of  the  night  she  hath  flown; 
And  the  earth  hath  received  to  its  bosom  its  trust — 
Ashes  to  ashes,  and  dust  unto  dust. 

The  spring,  in  its  loveliness  dressed, 

Will  return  with  its  music -winged  hours, 
And,  kissed  by  the  breath  of  the  sweet  southwest, 

The  buds  shall  burst  but  in  flowers; 
And  the  flowers  her  grave-sod  above, 

Though  the  sleeper  recks  it  not, 
Shall  thickly  be  strown  by  the  hand  of  Love, 

To  cover  with  beauty  the  spot- 
Meet  emblems  are  they  of  the  pure  one  and  bright, 

Who  faded  and  fell  with  so  early  a  blight. 
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Ay,  the  spring  will  return—but  the  blossom 

That  bloomed  in  our  presence  the  sweetest, 
By  the  spoiler  is  borne  from  the  cherishing  bosom, 

The  loveliest  of  all  and  the  fleetest ! 
The  music  of  stream  and  of  bird 

Shall  come  back  when  the  winter  is  o'er; 
But  the  voice  that  was  dearest  to  us  shall  be  heard 

In  our  desolate  chamber  no  more  ! 
The  sunlight  of  May  011  the  waters  shall  quiver, 

The  light  of  her  eye  hath  departed  forever  ! 

As  the  bird  to  its  sheltering  nest, 

When  the  storm  011  the  hills  is  abroad, 
So  her  spirit  hath  flown  from  this  world  of  unrest 

To  repose  on  the  bosom  of  God  ! 
Where  the  sorrows  of  earth  never  more 

May  fling  o'er  its  brightness  a  stain  ; 
Where  in  rapture  and  love,  it  shall  never  adore, 

With  a  gladness  uiimingled  with  pain; 
And  its  thirst  shall  be  slaked  by  the  waters  which 
spring 

Like  a  river  of  light,  from  the  throne  of  the  King  ! 

There  is  weeping  on  earth  for  the  lost ! 

There  is  bowing  in  grief  to  the  ground  ! 
But  rejoicing  and  praise  'mid  the  sanctified  host, 

For  a  spirit  in  paradise  found  ! 
Though  brightness  hath  passed  from  the  earth, 

Yet  a  star  is  new-born  in  the  sky, 
And  a  soul  hath  gone  home  to  the  land  of  its  birth, 

Where  are  pleasures  and  fullness  of  joy  ! 
And  a  new  harp  is  strung,  and  a  new  song  is  given 

To  the  breezes  that  float  o'er  the  gardens  of  heaven. 
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OK   THE  DEATH    OF    A   SON. 

ARCHBISHOP  FENELON. 

great  loss  which  you  have  sustained  escapes 
not  my  sight;  but  God  has  taken  what  be 
longed  to  him,  and  not  to  us.    Who  dare  say 
to  Him,  Why  hast  thou  done  thus  ?  This  language 
s  far  from  you.     You  know  He  is  not  accountable 
for  what  He  doeth.    His  good  pleasure  is  the  supreme 
reason;  besides,   we  may  always  see,  in  the  most 
severe  strokes  of  His  fatherly  hand,  a  secret  design 
of  mercy.     He  takes  away  in  a  happy  hour  certain 
weak  men,   whom,   periiaps,  the  delusions  of  the 
world  might  have  caused  to  err.     He  is  hasted  away 
to  prevent  a  miserable  fall.     0  what  wonders  shall 
we  see  in  the  next  world,  that  escape  us  in  this  ! 
then  shall  we  sing  the  song  of  joy  and  everlasting 
thanks,  for  events  that  made  us  weep  here.     Alas  ! 
in  the  present  darkness,  we  know  not  what  is  really 
good  for  us,  or  really  evil.     If  God  should  do  what 
pleases  us,  all  would  be  lost.     He  saves  us,  by  break 
ing  our  chains,    and   making  us  sorrowful.     The 
same  stroke  that  saves  him  we  love,  by  taking  him 
from  the  midst  of  iniquity,  prepares  us  by  his  death 
for  our  own.     What  can  we  desire  for  ourselves  and 
our  friends  in  this  vain  and  corrupted  world  ?    If  it 
be  true  that  faith  and  love  constitute  the  life  of  our 
soul,  can  we  weep  because  God  loves  us  better  than 
we  know  how  to  love  ourselves;  shall  we  lament  His 
taking  out  of  temptation  and  sin,  those  that  are  dear 
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to  us  ?  Does  He  hurt  us,  by  contracting  the  days 
of  misery  ?  Do  we  desire  a  continuance  of  danger, 
and  greater  temptations  ?  We  would  have  every 
thing  that  flatters  self-love,  in  order  to  make  us  for 
get  ourselves  in  this  place  of  exile.  Your  son  was 
prosperous  in  the  midst  of  a  corrupted  world;  it  is 
this  afflicts  you,  in  the  loss  of  him.  But  his  success 
was,  perhaps,  the  cause  that  the  thread  of  his  life  was 
cut  short  by  a  design  replete  with  mercy,  both  for 
him  and  his  friends.  Let  us,  then,  adore  God,  and 
be  silent.  Nothing  but  prayer  can  comfort  us.  As 
soon  as  we  are  with  God,  by  an  union  of  heart  in 
the  simple  view  of  faith,  we  are  in  prayer.  And 
every  occupation,  even  in  the  most  holy  things,  that 
does  not  place  us  in  this  presence,  and  this  society 
of  love,  is  rather  a  study  than  a  prayer.  At  this 
time  nothing  but  the  society  of  the  true  Comforter 
can  comfort  us.  Let  us,  then,  rest  in  silence;  He 
will  comfort  us,  and  we  shall  find  all  in  Him  nlone. 
Blessed  are  those  who  desire  no  other  comfort ! 
This  is  pure  and  inexhaustible. 


JESUS   IS  DRAWING. 

WILLIAM  LUFF. 

^TRAYING  and  playing,  our  journey  delaying, 
'ivSl        Often  we  linger  for  blossoms  of  gold  : 
^p     In  danger  of  falling,  while  Jesus  is  calling, 
Craving  and  seeking  each  flower  we  behold. 

Is  our  heart  breaking,  to  find  Jesus  taking 
All  the  sweet  bloom  we  have  plucked  by  the  way  ? 

Is  he  alluring — our  laggard  steps  curing  ? 
Let  us  come  nearer  as  fadeth  the  day. 
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DEATH  OF  THE  FIRST-BORN. 

WILLIS  GAYLORD  CLARK. 

|OUNG  mother,  he  is  gone  ! 

His  dimpled  cheek  no  more  will  touch 

thy  breast; 
No  more  the  music-tone 

Float  from  his  lips,  to  thine  all  fondly  pressed  ; 
His  smiles  and  happy  laugh  are  lost  to  thee  ; 
Earth  must  his  mother  and  his  pillow  be. 

His  was  the  morning  hour, 
And  he  hath  passed  in  beauty  from  the  day, 

A  bud,  not  yet  a  flower, 

Torn,  in  its  sweetness,  from  the  parent's  spray; 
The  death- wind  swept  him  to  his  soft  repose, 
As  frost,  in  spring-time,  blights  the  early  rose. 

Never  on  earth  again 
Will  his  rich  accents  charm  thy  listening  ear, 

Like  some  .^Eolian  strain, 
Breathing  at  eventide  serene  and  clear  ; 
His  voice  is  choked  in  dust,  and  on  his  eyes 
The  unbroken  seal  of  peace  and  silence  lies. 

And  from  thy  yearning  heart, 
Whose  inmost  core  was  warm  with  love  for  him, 

A  gladness  must  depart, 

And  those  kind  eyes  with  many  tears  be  dim; 
While  lonely  memories,  an  unceasing  train, 
Will  turn  the  raptures  of  the  past  to  pain. 
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Yet,  mourner,  while  the  day 
Rolls  like  the  darkness  of  a  funeral  by, 

And  hope  forbids  one  ray 
To  stream  athwart  the  grief -discolored  sky; 
There  breaks  upon  thy  sorrow's  evening  gloom 
A  trembling  lustre  from  beyond  the  tomb. 

'Tis  fr.om  the  better  land  ! 
There,  bathed  in  radiance  that  around  them  springs, 

Thy  loved  one's  wings  expand; 
As  with  the  choiring  cherubim  he  sings, 
And  all  the  glory  of  God  can  see, 
Who  said,  on  earth,  to  children,  "  Come  to  me." 

Mother,  thy  child  is  blessed: 
And  though  his  presence  may  be  lost  to  thee, 

And  vacant  leave  thy  breast, 
And  missed,  a  sweet  load  from  thy  parent  knee; 
Though  tones  familiar  from  thine  ear  have  passed, 
Thou'lt  meet  thy  first-born  with  his  Lord  at  last. 


THE   MOURNING   MOTHER. 

BISHOP  DOANE. 

WHO  shall  tell  what  fearful  pangs 
That  mother's  heart  are  rending, 
As  o'er  her  infant's  little  grave 
Her  wasted  form  is  bending; 
From  many  an  eye  that  weeps  to-day 

Delight  may  beam  tomorrow; 
But  she — her  precious  babe  is  not ! 

And  what  remains  but  sorrow  ? 
20 
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Bereaved  one!  I  may  not  chide 

Thy  tears  and  bitter  sobbing,— 
Weep  on  !  'twill  cool  that  burning  brow, 

And  still  that  bosom's  throbbing: 
Be  not  thine  such  grief  as  theirs 

To  whom  no  hope  is  given.— 
Snatched  from  the  world,  its  sins  and  snares, 

Thy  infant  rests  in  heaven. 


THE   DEPARTED   WIFE. 

JOHN  NEWTON. 

|ES,  she  is  absent !  she  who  was  to  me  the  light 
and  music  of  my  happy  home.  It  was  her 
smile  that  made  this  house  so  gay,  her  voice 
that  made  it  eloquent  with  joy.  Her  very  tread  had 
life  and  gladness  in  it.  But  'tis  gone,  and  silence 
fills  her  place,  and  solitude  spreads  like  a  shadow 
over  the  very  walls.  Not  a  place,  chair,  or  book,  is 
what  it  was  when  she  was  here.  Alas  !  how  fondly 
do  we  concentrate  our  happiness  in  one  beloved 
form  !  a  human  form  so  perishably  frail !  On  that 
one  form  we  staked  our  earthly  joy.  In  that  one 
life  we  lived.  It  was  our  world;  that  gone,  our  sun 
is  darkened,  and  the  scene,  of  late  so  full  of  beauty, 
is  rife  with  desolation.  From  the  dark  ruins  of  our 
withered  love,  methinks  there  comes  a  voice  in 
unison  with  thine,  eternal  Father  !  "  Set  your  affec 
tions  upon  things  above,  lay  up  your  treasure  there ! " 
and  not  beneath;  earth  is  too  treacherous  for  so  vast 
a  trust ! 
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ON  THE   DEATH  OF   A  SON. 

W.  B.  O.  PEABODY. 

NEVER  trusted  to  have  lived 

To  bid  farewell  to  thee, 
?    And  almost  said,  in  agony, 

It  ought  not  so  to  be; 
I  hoped  that  thou  within  the  grave 

My  weary  head  shouldst  lay, 
And  live  beloved,  when  I  was  gone, 
For  many  a  happy  day. 

With  trembling  hand,  I  vainly  tried 

Thy  dying  eyes  to  close; 
And  almost  envied,  in  that  hour, 

Thy  calm  and  deep  repose; 
For  I  was  left  in  loneliness, 

With  pain  and  grief  oppressed, 
And  thou  wast  with  the  sainted, 

Where  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

Yes,  I  arn  sad  and  weary  now, 

But  let  me  not  repine, 
Because  a  spirit,  loved  so  well, 

Is  earlier  blessed  than  mine; 
My  faith  may  darken  as  it  will, 

I  shall  not  much  deplore, 
Since  thou  art  where  the  ills  of  life 

Can  never  reach  thee  more. 
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MOURN    NOT   THE   DEAD. 

ELIZA  COOK. 

iOURN  not  the  dead — shed  not  a  tear 

Above  the  moss-stained  sculptured  stone, 
But  weep  for  those  whose  living  woes, 
Still  yield  the  bitter,  rending  groan. 
Grieve  not  to  see  the  eyelids  close 

In  rest  that  has  no  fevered  start, 
Wish  not  to  break  the  deep  repose 

That  curtains  round  the  pulseless  heart. 
But  keep  thy  pity  for  the  eyes 

That  pray  for  night,  yet  fear  to  sleep, 
Lest  wilder,  sadder  visions  rise 

Than  those  o'er  which  they  waking  weep. 
Mourn  not  the  dead — 'tis  they  alone 

Who  are  the  peaceful  and  the  free; 
The  purest  olive  branch  is  known 

To  twine  about  the  cypress  tree. 
Crime,  pride,  and  passion  hold  no  more 

The  willing  or  the  struggling  slave  ; 
The  throbbing  pangs  of  earth  are  o'er, 

And  hatred  dwells  not  in  the  grave. 
The  world  may  pour  its  venomed  blame 

And  fiercely  spurn  the  shroud-wrapped  bier, 
Some  few  may  call  upon  the  name, 

And  sigh  to  meet  a  "dull,  cold  ear." 
But  vain  the  scorn  that  would  offend, 

In  vain  the  lips  that  would  beguile; 
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The  coldest  foe,  the  warmest  friend, 

Are  mocked  by  Death's  unchanging  smile. 

The  only  watchword  that  can  tell 
Of  peace  and  freedom  won  by  all, 

Is  echoed  by  the  rolling  bell, 
And  traced  upon  the  sable  pall. 


GRIEF  WAS    SENT  THEE  FOR   THY  GOOD. 

T.  H.  BAYLEY. 

OME  there  are  who  seem  exempted 
From  the  doom  incurred  by  all; 

Are  they  not  more  sorely  tempted  ? 
Are  they  not  the  first  to  fall  ? 

As  a  mother's  firm  denial 
Checks  her  infant's  wayward  mood, 

Wisdom  lurks  in  every  trial— 
Grief  was  sent  theefor  thy  good. 

In  the  scenes  of  former  pleasure, 
Present  anguish  hast  thou  felt  ? 

O'er  thy  fond  heart's  dearest  treasure, 
As  a  mourner  hast  thou  knelt  ? 

In  the  hour  of  deep  affliction, 
Let  no  impious  thought  intrude— 

Meekly  bow  with  this  conviction, 
Grief  ivas  sent  thee  for  thy  good. 
1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 

THE  Lord  blows  off  the  blossoms  of  our  hopes  in 
this  life,  and  lops  the  branches  of  our  worldly  joys 
to  the  very  root,  on  purpose  that  they  should  not 
thrive.  Lord,  spoil  my  fool's  heaven  for  this  life 

that  I  may  be  saved  forever. 

RUTHERFORD. 
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COMFORTED. 

REV.   P.   T.   POCKMAN. 

ffJLESSED  are  they  that  mourn:  for  they 
shall  be  comforted."  So  our  Saviour  in 
structed  His  disciples  of  old,  and  so  we 
have  declared  to  many  of  His  children  in  our  day 
upon  His  authority.  Grief  is  the  forerunner  of  the 
blessing.  Sorrow  is  the  condition  upon  which  we 
inherit  this  promise.  Before  we  enter  the  deep 
waters  we  wonder  how  the  comfort  will  be  given, 
through  what  channels  it  will  come,  and  who  will 
speak  the  word  that  will  do  us  most  good.  We  also 
wonder  what  will  be  the  occasion  of  our  mourning, 
and  what  the  time. 

Few  ever  care  to  anticipate  this  blessing  because 
it  costs  so  much  of  heartache,  and  is  so  frequently 
accompanied  by  earthly  desolation.  None  know  the 
beauty  and  power  of  it.  except  those  who  have  ex 
perienced  the  separation  which  is  never  atoned  for 
by  a  reunion  in  this  life.  The  company  of  those 
who  mourn  is  very  great,  and  hence  the  blessing  is 
in  constant  demand.  It  is  administered  freely  and 
is  just  what  the  dear  Lord  said  it  would  be— a  bless 
ing  of  comfort. 

We  speak  from  experience.  We  were  precipitated 
into  mourning  by  a  few  clicks  of  the  telegraph. 
Two  days  previous  we  left  the  darling  well  and 
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strong.  When  next  we  saw  her  cherub  face  she  had 
been  sixteen  hours  in  the  arms  of  Jesus.  Dear  little 
saint,  how  we  loved  her  !  The  Spirit  brought  many 
tender  words  of  the  Saviour  to  our  remembrance 
and  opened  up  a  hitherto  sealed  revelation.  Chris 
tian  friends,  in  every  direction,  sent  words  of  love 
and  cheer  until  our  hearts  were  made  to  rejoice  with 
the  thought  that  we  had  been  honored  by  this  visita 
tion.  Confidence  and  resignation,  like  twin  sisters, 
composed  themselves  at  the  thought  advanced  by 
one  of  the  Lord's  true  pastors,  as,  stretching  forth 
the  hand  of  sympathy,  he  said:  "The  hand  of  the 
Lord  is  upon  you:  but  it  is  the  hand  of  the  Lord." 
Others  said:  "God  knows  best."  "He  doth  not 
afflict  willingly."  "He  has  done  it  for  some  wise 
purpose. "  "He  does  it  in  love. ' '  These,  and  many 
more,  magnified  our  heavenly  Father,  who  loans  us 
these  treasures  to  enjoy  until  He  wants  them  on 
high;  and  a  dear  friend  writes:  "  This  morning  you 
were  remembered  at  our  family  altar,  when  we  be 
sought  '  the  God  of  all  comfort '  that  He  would  com 
fort  your  hearts." 

Some  made  mention  of  the  Saviour  and  of  His 
loving  care  for  the  tender  lambs  in  strains  that  were 
most  beautiful  and  helpful.  A  number  said: 
"  Jesus  doeth  all  things  well,"  and  "  She  is  safe  in 
the  arms  of  Jesus."  One  chord  was  touched  when 
a  kind  mother  in  her  "  In  Memoriam  "  penned  the 
words: 

"  Away  He  bore  thee  in  His  arms 
To  shield  thee  from  all  earthly  harm. 
From  sorrow,  sickness,  sin  and  pain, — 
Our  loss  is  your  unending  gain." 

Another    chord    was  touched  when  a  younger 
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mother,  who  had  passed  through  the  first  trying 
ordeal  of  parting  with  her  only  child — her  first-born 
son— declared,  "  It  was  sweet  to  give  him  to  Jesus." 
Still  another  chord  thrilled  us  when  the  voice  of 
the  preacher  uttered  in  his  prayer,  "The  dear 
Saviour  has  laid  His  hand  upon  this  little  child  and 
blessed  her,  and  said  suffer  her  to  come  unto  me." 
And  thus  the  Lord  Jesus  was  magnified. 

Others  brought  consolation  by  speaking  of  the 
preferment  given  to  the  child.  "  What  trouble  she 
is  spared  !  "  "  She  is  in  heaven,  where  there  is  no 
sin."  "  She  will  be  supremely  happy  forever." 
"If  we  love  little  ones  more  for  what  they  will 
become  than  for  what  they  are,  then  your  first  one 
taken  is  your  most  precious  now." 

"  She  is  not  dead — 
The  child  of  jour  affections, 
But  gone  into  that  school.     .     . 
Where  Christ  Himself  doth  rule." 

Just  think  of  it— "A  life  just  opening  here  and 
expanding  there  all  unstained  by  sin." 

Our  troubled  hearts  were  pacified.  A  great  calm 
set  in,  for  we  knew  it  was  well  with  the  child. 

Some  would  soothe  our  anguish  by  referring  to 
parental  exaltation  through  bereavement.  "You 
have  become  the  father  and  mother  of  an  angel." 
"This  'little  child'  will  lead  you  nearer,  and  into 
deeper,  sweeter  knowledge  than,  you  have  yet  been 
led,  as  you  look  up  and  see  the  heaven  open  and 
Jesus  calling  little  children  unto  Him. "  "The  little 
white-robed  angel  will  await  your  coming  and  wel 
come  you  with  greatest  joy."  You  will  find,  dear 
friends.  "  It  has  the  sweetest  lesson  of  all,  the  lessons 
living  is  bringing  us." 
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The  experience  is  one  which  will  fit  you  for  some 
higher  duty  in  the  world.  It  comes  within  the  pro 
vince  of  your  calling  "to  comfort;"  now  you  can 
do  it  more  efficiently. 

To  offset  the  thought  of  the  "  empty  crib  "  came 
a  "  Tract,"  with  the  message: 

"  One  less  at  home ! 

The  charmed  circle  broken — a  dear  face 
Missed  day  by  day  from  its  accustomed  place, 
But  cleansed  and  saved  and  perfected  by  grace  ! 
One  more  in  heaven  ! 

"One  more  in  heaven  ! 
Another  thought  to  brighten  cloudy  days, 
Another  theme  of  thankfulness  and  praise, 
Another  link  on  high  our  souls  to  raise 
To  home  and  heaven  ! 

"One  more  at  Home  ! 
That  home  where  separation  cannot  be, 
That  home  where  none  are  missed  eternally. 
Lord  Jesus,  grant  us  all  a  place  with  Thee, 
At  home  in  heaven  I  " 

In  addition  to  all  the  foregoing,  the  suggestion  of 
Dr.  Bridgman  brought  its  measure  of  solace.  ."A 
family  lives  but  a  half -life  until  it  has  sent  its  fore 
runners  into  the  heavenly  world,  until  those  who 
linger  here  in  thought  can  cross  the  river  and  fold 
a  transfigured,  glorious  form  in  the  embrace  of  their 
human  love."  The  blessing  is  ours.  By  these 
means  the  great  Sympathizer  has  given  "  a  garland 
for  ashes,  the  oil  of  joy  for  mourning,  the  garment 
of  praise  for  the  spirit  of  heaviness." 
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FRIENDS    GONE    BEFORE. 

L.  W.  WARD. 

I  sit  all  alone,  at  the  close  of  the  day, 

I  muse  on  the  years  that  are  fled 
And  I  think  of  the  friends  that  are  far,  far 

away, 
And  of  those  that  have  long  since  been  dead. 

And  my  thoughts  wander  on  to  the  sweet  by-and-hy, 

And  I  fancy  I'm  with  them  again. 
And  we  roam  through  the  land  where  the  saints 
never  die, 

And  never  know  sorrow  or  pain. 

They  have  passed  from  my  sight.     Oft  I  fancy  I  hear 

Their  sweet  voices  calling  me  home; 
And  I  long  to  depart  from  this  wilderness  drear, 

With  them,  and  in  glory,  to  roam. 

Sweet  music,  sweet  music,  falls  soft  on  my  ear, 
As  it  floats  through  the  portals  above, 

And  it  speaks  to  my  soul  words  of  comfort  and  cheer, 
And  whispers  of  mercy  and  love. 


WERE  there  a  common  bank  made  of  all  men's 
troubles,  most  men  would  choose  rather  to  take 
those  they  brought  than  venture  on  a  new  dividend, 
and  think  it  best  to  sit  down  with  their  own. 

SOCRATES. 
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THE  SILVER   LINING. 

UNKNOWN. 

^HERE'S  never  a  day  so  sunny 
But  a  little  cloud  appears; 
There's  never  a  life  so  happy 
But  has  its  time  of  tears; 
Yet  the  sun  shines  out  the  brighter 
Whenever  the  tempest  clears. 

There's  never  a  garden  growing 

With  roses  in  every  plot; 
There's  never  a  heart  so  hardened 

But  it  has  one  tender  spot; 
We  have  only  to  prune  the  border 

To  find  the  forget-me-not. 

There's  never  a  sun  that  rises 
But  we  know  'twill  set  at  night; 

The  tints  that  gleam  in  the  morning 
At  evening  are  just  as  bright, 

And  the  hour  that  is  the  sweetest 
Is  between  the  dark  and  light. 

There's  never  a  dream  so  happy 

But  the  waking  makes  us  sad; 
There's  never  a  dream  of  sorrow 

But  the  waking  makes  us  glad; 
We  shall  look  some  day  with  wonder 

At  the  troubles  we  have  had. 
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TRUE  SYMPATHY. 

UNKNOWN. 

|fF  you  have  a  friend  worth  loving. 

Love  him — yes,  and  let  him  know 
^    That  you  love  him,  ere  life's  evening 
Tinge  his  brow  with  sunset  glow. 
Why  should  good  words  ne'er  be  said 
Of  a  friend  till  he  is  dead  ? 

If  you  hear  a  song  that  thrills  you, 

Sung  by  any  child  of  song, 
Praise  it— do  not  let  the  singer 
Wait  deserved  praises  long. 
Why  should  one  that  thrills  your  heart 
Lack  the  joy  you  may  impart « 

If  you  hear  a  prayer  that  moves  you 

By  its  humble,  pleading  tone, 
Join  it — do  not  let  the  seeker 
Bow  before  his  God  alone. 
Why  should  not  your  brother  share 
The  strength  of  two  or  three  in  prayer  ? 

If  you  see  the  hot  tears  falling, 
Falling  from  a  brother's  eyes, 
Share  them— and  thus  by  the  sharing 
Own  your  kinship  with  the  skies. 
Why  should  any  one  be  glad 
When  a  brother's  heart  is  sad  ? 
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THE  COMPENSATIONS  OF  LIFE. 

REV.  JOHN  PHILIP,  M.A. 

HE  law  of  compensation  is  one  of  the  most 
hruiitii'iil  and  beneficent  in  God's  kingdom. 
It  is  most  wonderful,  too,  in  its  operation, 
and  crops  out  in  so  many  unlooked-for  ways,  that  it 
gives  man  a  sweet  surprise  to  those  who  carefully 
study  it.  There  is,  perhaps,  110  study  that  will  more 
deeply  interest  us,  or  more  richly  reward  us. 

That  there  are  many  bitternesses  and  burdens  and 
problems  in  life  no  one  can  fail  to  see;  and  yet  there 
are  so  many  counter-balancing  sweets  and  uplooks, 
and'  uplif tings,  that  those  who  duly  mark  these  pro 
vidences,  are  made  to  feel  that  life  is  very  different 
from  what  it  would  otherwise  be.  A  quiet,  cultured, 
observant  eye,  a  calm  reflective  spirit,  will  discover 
threads  of  gold  interlacing  the  homespun  sombre 
web  of  life,  and  green  spots  dotting  the  dreary 
wilderness,  where  others  would  see  only  dull  mono 
tony  and  everlasting  sameness. 

And  thus,  amid  the  dullness  and  monotony,  or 
even  the  sadness  and  sorrowfulness,  that  often  seem 
to  characterize  life  in  general;  there  are  many  re 
lieving  sights  and  cheering  sounds  and  counter 
balancing  joys,  which  steal  in  upon  the  wakeful  and 
sympathetic  mind,  and  which,  although  trifling  in 
themselves,  yet  in  the  aggregate  may  do  much  to 
sweeten  life,  and  to  render  it  not  only  tolerable,  but 
even  enjoyable. 
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God's  law  of  compensation  is  all-embracing  in  its 
manif  oldness  and  extent.  It  runs  through  aU  the 
seasons  of  the  year,  all  the  stages  of  human  life,  and 
all  the  varieties  of  individual  experience. 

The  same  beneficent  law  that  rules  the  succesion  of 
the  seasons,  each  one  being,  so  to  speak,  the  comple 
ment  of  the  other,  we  see  operating  also  in  the  alter 
nation  of  day  and  night,  the  rest  and  repose  of  the 
night  recruiting  the  wasted  energies  of  the  day,  and 
the  rest  and  refreshment  of  the  holy  Sabbath  fitting 
in  with  and  following  after  the  toils  of  the  week. 

This  law  of  compensation,  too,  is  seen  pervading 
all  the  different  ages  and  stages  of  human  life: 
Childhood,  youth,  manhood,  and  old  age,  have  each 
their  joys  and  sorrows,  their  lights  and  shadows. 

When  we  come  down  to  the  details  of  individual 
experience,  to  one's  own  personal  history,  how  many 
striking  illustrations  we  find  of  the  law  of  compen 
sation  running  through  life  ! 

How  true  it  is  that  God  hath  set  the  day  of  pros 
perity  over  against  the  day  of  adversity  !  The  ups 
and  downs  of  life,  like  the  hills  and  valleys  in  nature, 
border  on  each  other,  and  as  it  were  arise  out  of 
each  other.  Our  temporary  depressions  are  met  by 
corresponding  elevations.  The  days  of  gladness  are 
intended  as  a  foil  and  relief  to  the  days  of  sadness. 
Although  the  latter  may  score  a  deeper  mark  on  the 
mind  and  memory,  yet  how  many  are  our  days  of 
gladness,  and  what  sweet  and  seasonable  surprises 
they  often  give  us  ! 

"  For  every  cloud,  a  silvery  light : 

God  wills  it  so, 

For  every  vale,  a  shining  height, 
A  glorious  morn  for  every  night, 

And  birth  for  labor's  throe. 
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"For  snow's  white  wing,  a  verdant  field; 

A  gain  for  loss. 

For  buried  seed,  the  harvest  yield  ; 
For  pain,  a  strength,  a  joy  revealed  ; 

A  crown  for  every  cross." 

The  means  and  measure  of  happiness  are  far  more 
equally  distributed  than  many  are  willing  to  allow. 
It  is  even  within  the  reach  and  at  the  command  of 
all  who  seek  it  and  will  take  the  trouble  to  find  it. 
The  inequalities  of  life  are  often  more  apparent  than 
real.  Happiness  is  far  less  dependent  on  mere  ex 
ternals  than  many  suppose.  It  is  much  more  closely 
linked  to  the  world  within  than  to  the  world  with 
out. 

On  one  occasion,  when  some  friends  were  condol 
ing  with  an  old  man  regarding  the  many  troubles 
of  his  long  and  chequered  pilgrimage,  he  remarked, 
"What  you  say  is  too  true.  I  have  been  sur 
rounded  with  troubles  all  my  life  long;  but  there  is 
a  curious  thing  about  them—  nine-tenths  of  them 
never  happened ! "  Another  genial  spirit  said, 
"  Some  people  are  always  finding  fault  with  nature 
for  putting  thorns  on  roses;  I  always  thank  her  for 
putting  roses  on  thorns." 

A  London  city  missionary  calling  on  a  poor 
woman,  who  lived  in  a  garret  on  two  and  sixpence  a 
week,  and  observed  a  strawberry  plant  growing  in  a 
pot  in  the  room,  remarked  that  she  would  soon  have 
some  fruit  from  it.  She  replied,  "  It  is  not  for  fruit 
I  keep  it;  but  because  when  I  see  it  growing,  I  know 
no  power  but  God's  could  cause  it  to  grow,  and  as 
lie  makes  it  grow,  I  know  that  God  is  near — that's 
why  I  keep  it." 

But  not  only  in  cases  of  poverty  and  want,  but 
also  in  many  other  very  trying  circumstances,  as 
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under  the  privation  of  some  bodily  or  even  mental 
faculty,  do  we  see  the  law  of  compensation  manifestly 
at  work.  How  often  do  we  find  the  loss  of  one 
faculty,  as  of  sight  or  hearing,  compensated  for  by 
the  sharpening  of  another,  or  by  the  infusion  of  such 
a  spirit  of  contentment,  or  even  of  cheerfulness,  as 
might  well  put  to  the  blush  any  grumblers  among 
those  who  have  all  their  senses  and  faculties  unim 
paired.  In  the  case  of  the  deaf,  the  power  of  vision 
and  observation  is  sometimes  wonderfully  quickened, 
as  with  the  well-known  John  Kitto,  whose  Bible 
illustrations  will  remain  a  standing  monument,  not 
only  of  his  learning,  but  also  of  his  wide  observa 
tion  and  patient  research.  In  the  case  of  the  blind, 
too,  the  senses  of  hearing  and  of  touch  often  become 
very  acute;  and  notwithstanding  the  blank  expres 
sion  of  their  sightless  eyeballs  you  will  often  see  a 
smile  of  quiet,  contented  joy  lighting  up  their  count 
enance,  as  if  some  secret  spring  of  happiness  had 
been  revealed  to  them  that  was  denied  to  others, 
as  if— 

"  Some  heaven  were  opening  on  their  sightless  eyes, 
And  airs  from  Paradise  refreshed  their  brow." 

Dr.  Moon,  the  noted  blind  philanthropist,  has 
recorded  the  following  remarkable  testimony:  "  On 
my  blindness  would  I  ever  have  this  inscribed,  and 
through  eternity  my  song  of  praise  shall  be,  '  He 
hath  done  all  things  well. '  When  I  think  of  the 
honored  instrument  He  has  made  me,  enabling  me 
to  put  portions  of  the  Word  of  Life  into  251  lan 
guages  and  dialects,  and  when  thousands  of  the 
blind  have  borne  the  testimony  that  these  precious 
truths  have  been  made  a  blessing  and  salvation  to 
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their  souls,  I  feel  that  it  would  more  than  compens 
ate  for  a  thousand  eyes  had  I  them  to  give." 

Perhaps  the  operation  of  the  law  of  compensation, 
in  the  way  of  making  up  for  heavy  losses  and  hard 
trials,  was  never  more  signally  illustrated  than  in 
the  case  of  one  who  lived  in  a  little  village,  and  who. 
when  eighteen  years  old,  met  with  a  terrible  acci 
dent  in  a  mine,  whereby  her  spine  was  broken  in 
three  places,  and  five  ribs  also,  two  on  one  side  and 
three  on  the  other.  And  at  the  time  he  wrote  she 
had  been  in  this  state  forty-five  years,  without  any 
feeling  below  her  waist,  and  one  leg  bent  completely 
under  her.  An  old  sister,  over  seventy  years,  who 
was  both  deaf  and  dumb,  and  could  not  read,  waited 
upon  her.  And  truly  wonderful  was  it  to  see  the  two 
together— they  were  so  fond  of  each  other.  The 
sick  one  was  turned  from  her  back  to  her  chest  by 
this  sister  who  understood  a  little  by  means  of  signs. 
And  notwithstanding  her  long  and  sore  affliction, 
this  poor  invalid  was  yet  the  brightest  of  Christians. 
She  was  full  of  rejoicing  and  gratitude,  and  remarked 
one  day  to  a  lady  who  went  to  see  her,  "  How  good 
it  is  of  the  Lord  to  let  the  sun  shine  in  at  my  little 
window ! " 

Such  examples  as  have  been  given  of  the  law  of 
compensation  might  be  multiplied  indefinitely. 
That  law,  we  might  say,  runs  through  every  man's 
life.  Is  it  not  matter  of  observation  how  daily 
wants  are  met  with  daily  supplies,  reverses  followed 
by  successes,  sorrows  lustred  with  joys,  losses  turned 
into  gains,  and  even  crosses  into  crowns  ? 

There  is  a  wonderful  balancing  of  opposite  forces 
in  every  one's  life,  a  most  wise  adjustment  of  seem 
ingly  conflicting  providences.     And  we  find  not  only 
21 


322  THE  BOW  IN  THE   CLOUD. 

the  loss  often  issuing  in  gain,  but  also  the  gain  far 
exceeding  the  loss;  it  may  be  spiritual  and  eternal 
results  flowing  out  of  physical  pain  and  temporal 
losses. 

Even  in  cases  where  it  might  seem  the  loss  was 
irreparable,  as  in  some  heart-crushing  bereavement, 
still  the  law  may  be  traced  in  its  benign  and  blessed 
operation.  Against  the  loss  sustained  by  the  be 
reaved  must  be  set  the  gain  of  the  departed,  if  he  has 
fallen  asleep  in  Jesus;  and  his  gain  is  also  theirs. 
Then  the  hallowed  memories  that  often  creep  into 
the  chamber  of  the  imagination  !  Does  it  not  often 
happen  that  the  departed  seems  more  nearly  and 
dearly  present  than  before. 

But  while  the  law  of  compensation  thus,  more  or 
less,  obtains  everywhere,  it  is  only  the  Gospel  that 
can  enable  us  to  read  it  aright,  or  to  turn  it  to  pro 
per  account.  And  indeed  the  Gospel  itself  is  the 
best  illustration,  as  it  is  the  highest  embodiment,  of 
that  law. 

The  compensations  of  life  have  a  new  meaning 
when  studied  by  the  light  of  the  Gospel.  Thus 
studied,  they  may  serve  to  beget  and  foster  that 
spirit  of  contentment  which  is  one  of  the  chief  fac 
tors  of  the  law.  Paul  said  of  himself:  "I  have 
learned,  in  whatsoever  state  I  am,  therewith  to  be 
content."  It  might  help  sometimes  to  silence  our 
murmurs  and  stir  our  gratitude  to  contrast  our  con 
dition  with  that  of  many  others,  and  still  more  with 
our  own  deserts.  As  one,  who  was  grumbling  for 
want  of  shoes,  felt  rebuked  on  hearing  of  another 
who  wanted  feet. 

In  studying  the  law  of  compensation,  everything 
depends  on  your  standpoint.  In  surveying  a  beau- 
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tif ul  picture,  say  of  some  lovely  landscape,  you  must 
have  it  in  a  proper  position,  and  view  it  at  a  proper 
distance  and  under  proper  light.  Then  you  can  see 
the  due  proportions  and  true  perspective  of  the  dif 
ferent  parts,  and  the  wonderful  effect  of  the  skillful 
Mendings  of  the  lights  and  shadows.  The  shadows 
are  an  offset  to  the  sunshine.  Thus  it  is  that  we  can 
take  a  right  survey  and  form  a  right  estimate  of  life 
only  from  the  standpoint  and  in  the  light  of  the 
Gospel.  Then  we  can  see  how  beautifully  the  law 
of  compensation  operates  and  how  wisely  blended 
and  balanced  are  the  joys  and  sorrows  of  life.  Then 
we  can  see  how  the  sunshine  and  the  shade  mutually 
relieve  and  illustrate  each  other.  It  would  not  do 
if  life  were  all  sunshine  or  all  shade.  The  one  is  as 
needful  as  the  other,  and  the  presence  of  the  one 
bespeaks  the  presence  of  the  other. 

"  No  shadow,  but  its  sister  light 

Not  far  away  must  burn  ! 
No  weary  night,  but  morning  light 
SI  Kill  follow  in  its  turn. 

"  No  chilly  snow,  but  safe  below 
A  million  buds  are  sleeping  ; 
No  wintry  days,  but  fair  spring  rnys 
Are  swiftly  onward  sweeping. 

4  No  note  of  sorrow,  but  shall  melt 

In  sweetest  chord  unguessed  ; 
No  labor  all  too  pressing  felt, 
But  ends  in  quiet  rest." 

The  Gospel  has  shed  altogether  a  new  light  and 
given  a  new  interpretation  to  human  life.  It  brings 
order  out  of  chaos,  and  harmony  out  of  discord.  Its 
compensating  power  will  be  found  more  than  equal 
to  all  the  burdens  and  sufferings  and  sorrows  of 
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time.  It  offers  salvation  to  the  lost,  it  brings  pardon 
to  the  guilty,  it  speaks  peace  to  the  troubled,  it  gives 
strength  to  the  weak,  it  breathes  patience  and  sub 
mission  . into  the  tried,  and  holds  out  succor  and 
victory  to  the  tempted.  All  the  other  compensa 
tions  of  life  are  nothing  to  this.  In  fact,  they  are 
as  nothing  without  this.  They  are  all  designed  to 
find  their  highest  fulfillment  here. 


OUR  SAINTED   DEAD:   LIVING   EPISTLES. 

ALFRED  H.  MOMENT,  D.D. 

ITT  was  no  fancy  of  Chrysostom  when  he  said: 
\\  "The  True  Shechinah  is  Man;"  that  is,  the 
if  true  representative  of  God  on  Earth  is  the 
sincere  Christian.  "  We  witness,"  says  the  author 
of  Ecce  Deus,  ' '  and  are  daily  called  upon  to  read 
ever-enlarging  editions  of  the  New  Testament,  in 
the  lives  and  characters  of  God's  children. "  Even 
Paul  could  say  to  the  members  of  the  Church  of 
Corinth:  "  Ye  are  our  Epistle  written  in  our  hearts^ 
knoivn  and  read  of  all  men;  being  made  manifest 
that  ye  are  an  Epistle  of  Christ*  ministered  by  us, 
written  not  with  ink,  but  with  the  Spirit  of  the  living 
God;  not  in  tables  of  stone,  but  in  tables  that  are 
hearts  of  flesh."  In  Christ's  own  ministry,  He 
recognized  the  Christian  to  be  his  own  open-epistle, 
written  by,  and  revealing  His  own  glorious  spirit  of 
goodness  and  love;  of  the  humble,  obscure  woman  of 
Bethany,  who  poured  upon  His  head  the  precious 
ointment,  He  said:  "  Wheresoever  this  gospel  shall 
be  preached  in  the  whole  world,  there  shall  also  this, 
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that  this  woman  hath  done,  be  told  for  a  memorial 
of  her.''  The  act  performed  demonstrated  the  di 
vine  in  man  -  revealed  the  real  Christ  in  a  human 
deed — was  the  Shechinah,  not  in  an  effulgent  cloud, 
but  in  sweet,  loving  self-sacrificing  life. 

Jesus,  our  Lord,  does  not  change.  He  is  still 
writing  enlarged  editions  of  the  Gospel  with  the  pen 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  upon  fleshly  tablets.  Our  friends 
and  loved  ones  who  have  joined  the  "  great  ma 
jority,"  and  have  left  behind  them  long  years  of  toil 
for  the  Master,  are  to-day  "Living  Epistles"  in 
the  which  the  world  may  behold  Jesus  Christ. 
While  here  in  the  flesh  they  represented  God;  and 
all  that  bemoan  them  have  this  glorious  consolation, 
that  those  who  were  so  like  Jesus  in  the  flesh  are  now 
with  Jesus  in  the  spirit,  and  are  in  possession  of  the 
fullness  of  that  rich  reward  inseparable  from  faithful 
service  and  holy  love. 

In  the  Saviour,  men  may  indeed  find,  in  the  dark 
est  hour  of  sorrow,  and  altogether  independent  of 
the  lives  of  those  for  whom  they  mourn,  a  solace, 
calming  the  troubled  heart — illuminating  the  black 
cloud  of  bereavement  with  ' '  The  Bow  ' '  of  supernal 
brightness  and  beauty;  and  in  "the  songs  in  the 
night,"  which  He  giveth  to  His  beloved,  even  when 
they  mourn,  without  hope  as  to  their  dead  !  But  in 
the  death  of  Christians  there  is  this  additional  source 
of  true  consolation — viz.,  the  open-living  Epistle  of 
Christ,  which  their  works  which  follow  them  ex 
hibit,  showing,  though  imperfectly,  Christ's  fidelity 
to  human  needs— the  love  and  goodness  by  which 
the  ever-living  Saviour  is  seeking  to  still  the  world's 
tumults,  soften  its  selfishness,  and  make  beautiful 
and  attractive  its  unsightly  parts.  The  true  believer 
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though  dead  is  still  such  an  open-Epistle.  Death 
cannot  obliterate  it.  Ink  may  fade — the  record  of 
the  diamond  pen  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  never!  This 
Epistle  the  blessed  Father  would  have  us  read;  and, 
in  its  jewelled  pages  of  humble  service,  kindness 
and  sacrifice,  He  would  have  us  behold  ' '  The  Bow 
in  the  Cloud."  In  such  a  life,  lived  in  our  own 
homes,  or  in  the  inner  circle  of  our  sweetest  friend 
ship  and  purest  love,  we  behold  that  which  we  can 
fully  comprehend,  having  presented  to  us,  in  pal 
pable  form,  one  of  the  strongest  and  clearest  evi 
dences  of  a  glorious  immortality  and  of  a  coming  re 
union  of  all  that  here  are  "  the  true  Epistles  of  God. " 
The  reader  may  look  at  these  lines  under  the  pres 
sure  of  an  overwhelming  bereavement — when  life 
has  became  a  "  tear; "  when  he  himself  is  "  a  man 
of  sorrows  and  acquainted  with  grief,"  and  when  he 
feels  an  aching  heart;  yet  joy  must  not  be  absent— 
for  though  there  may  be  a  cloud,  massive  and 
motionless  as  it  would  seem,  yet  spanning  it  is 
"  The  Bow  "  radiant  with  light  from  the  throne,  in 
which  we  read  of  one  who  may  have  remembered 
His  Creator  in  the  days  of  youth,  and  whose  life  was 
spent  in  scattering  seeds  of  kindness  and  fighting 
battles  for  God  !  Next  to  the  witness  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  in  the  Christian  heart  and  the  assurance  of 
Christ's  personal  love,  and  the  consolations  there 
from,  is  the  blessing  which  the  bereaved  daily  enjoy 
of  such  an  Epistle  of  Christ,  written,  it  may  be 
years  ago,  by  the  Spirit  of  the  living  God,  upon  a 
heart  which  the  mourner  loved  ! 


ed  Afflict  ions. 


THOU     WHICH     HAST     SHOWED     ME     GREAT     AND     SORE 

TROUBLES  SHALT  QUICKEN  ME  AGAIN,  AND  SHALT 
BRING  ME  UP  AGAIN  FROM  THE  DEPTHS 
OF  THE  EARTH.—  Ps.  Ixxi.,  20. 


VARIED   AFFLICTIONS. 


TEMPTATIONS.  -THE   TRIALS    OF  OUR    FAITH. 

JOHN  WESLEY. 
first  and  great  end  of  God's  permitting  the 


temptations  which  bring  heaviness  on  his 
children  is  the  trial  of  their  faith,  which  is 
tried  by  these  even  as  gold  by  the  fire.  Now  we 
know  gold  tried  in  the  fire  is  purified  thereby,  is 
separated  from  its  dross.  And  so  is  faith  in  the  fire 
of  temptation;  the  more  it  is  tried,  the  more  it  is 
purified.  Yea,  and  not  only  purified,  but  also 
strengthened,  confirmed,  increased  abundantly  by 
so  many  more  proofs  of  the  wisdom  and  power,  the 
love  and  faithfulness  of  God. 

When  severely  tried  and  tempted  there  can  be 
no  need  of  darkness,  but  there  may  be  need  of  our 
being  in  heaviness  for  a  season,  in  order  to  the 
end  above  recited;  at  least  in  this  sense,  as  it  is  a 
natural  result  of  those  manifold  temptations  which 
are  needful  to  try  and  increase  our  faith,  to  confirm 
and  enlarge  our  hope,  to  purify  our  hearts  from  all 
unholy  tempers,  and  to  perfect  us  in  love.  And, 
by  consequence,  they  are  needful  in  order  to  brighten 
our  crown,  and  add  to  our  eternal  weight  of  glory. 
But  we  cannot  say  that  darkness  is  needful  in  order 
to  any  of  these  ends.  It  is  no  way  conducive  to 
them;  the  loss  of  faith,  hope,  love,  is  surely  neither 
conducive  to  holiness,  nor  to  the  increase  of  that 
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reward  in  heaven  which  will  be  in  prpportion  to  our 
holiness  on  earth. 

We  ought,  therefore,  to  watch  and  pray,  and  use 
our  utmost  endeavors  to  avoid  falling  into  darkness, 
but  we  need  not  be  solicitous  how  to  avoid,  so  much 
as  how  to  improve  by  heaviness. 

Our  great  care  should  be  so  to  behave  ourselves 
under  it,  so  to  wait  upon  the  Lord  therein,  that  it 
may  fully  answer  all  the  design  of  his  love  in  per 
mitting  it  ^o  come  upon  us,  that  it  may  be  a  means 
of  increasing  our  faith,  of  confirming  our  hope,  of 
perfecting  us  in  all  holiness.  Whenever  it  comes,  let 
us  have  an  eye  to  these  gracious  ends  for  which  it  is 
permitted,  and  use  all  diligence,  that  we  may  not 
u  make  void  the  counsel  of  God  against  ourselves." 


ABIDING   IN  JESUS. 

H.  B.  STOWE. 

in  Me — o'ershadowed  by  thy  love, 
Each  half-born  purpose  and  dark  thought  of 

sin, 

Quench  ere  it  rise — each  selfish  low  desire, 
And  keep  my  soul  as  thine — calm  and  divine. 
Abide  in  Me:  there  have  been  moments  pure, 

When  I  have  seen  thy  face  and  felt  Thy  power; 
Then  evil  lost  its  grasp,  and  passion,  hushed, 

Owned  the  divine  enchantment  of  the  hour. 
These  were  but  seasons  beautiful  and  rare. 

Abide  in  Me — and  they  shall  ever  be; 

I  pray  thee  now  fulfill  my  earnest  prayer 

Come  and  abide  in  Me  and  I  in  thee. 
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THE  BIBLE  AND  PRAYER  IN  AFFLICTION. 

JAMES  BUCHANAN.  D.D. 

HE  Bible  opens  a  spring  of  comfort  for  the  af- 


flicted  by  giving  them  free  access  to  the  throne 
7J$     of  grace,  and  inviting  them  to  enjoy  the  priv 
ilege  of  prayer. 

This  is,  indeed,  the  Christian's  privilege  at  all  sea 
sons;  and  never  will  he  feel  himself  to  be  in  a  right 
or  comfortable  state,  whatever  may  be  his  outward 
prosperity,  if  he  allow  himself  to  neglect  that  blessed 
ordinance,  by  which  intercourse  is  maintained  be 
twixt  heaven  and  earth,  and  fellowship  enjoyed  by 
the  creature  with  the  Creator.  And  he  who, 
whether  in  prosperity  or  adversity,  makes  it  his  daily 
practice  to  go  to  the  throne  of  grace,  and  in  every 
thing  by  prayer  and  supplication  with  thanksgiving, 
makes  his  request  known  unto  God,  will,  from  his 
own  experience,  bear  testimony  to  the  truth  of  the 
promise,  that  "the  peace  of  God  which  passeth  all 
understanding,  shall  keep  his  heart  and  mind 
through  Christ  Jesus."  In  the  day  of  prosperity, 
when  every  want  or  appetite  of  our  nature  is  sup 
plied,  we  may  not  be  conscious  of  any  very  strong 
desire,  and  are  too  apt  to  forget  the  fact  of  our  de 
pendence,  in  respect  to  the  supply  of  our  temporal 
wants;  and  even  in  regard  to  our  spiritual  necessi 
ties,  we  are  prone,  when  surfeited  with  worldly 
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prosperity,  to  become  cold  and  lukewarm  in  oar 
desires  after  the  communication  of  divine  grace,  by 
which  alone  they  can  be  supplied.  Is  there  one 
Christian  who  has  not  experienced  the  deadening 
effect  of  uninterrupted  prosperity  on  the  spiritual 
desires  and  holiest  affections  of  his  nature  ?  And  if 
even  Christians  are  too  often  lulled  asleep  by  its  in 
fluence,  how  much  more  may  those  be  cradled  into 
profound  forgetfulness  of  God,  who  have  never 
known  the  necessity,  nor  made  the  deliberate  choice, 
of  a  better  and  more  enduring  portion  ?  But  when 
their  prosperous  course  is  broken  by  severe  afflic 
tion,  the  minds  of  both  classes  are  brought  into  a 
new  state;  the  Christian  is  then  thrown  back  on 
the  inward  resources  of  his  religion,  and  will  then 
feel  their  necessity  and  value.  The  most  ungodly 
and  careless,  when  they  are  suddenly  brought  into 
imminent  danger,  will  then  tremble,  and  think  of 
God,  who  cared  nothing  for  religion  before.  Have 
we  not  seen  a  family,  enjoying  a  long  course  of 
prosperity,  and  as  unmindful  of  God  and  religion  as 
if  they  were  ignorant  that  they  had  a  God  to  wor 
ship,  and  soul  to  bs  saved;  but  when  one  of  their 
number  was  suddenly  seized  by  the  hand  of  death, 
the  whole  of  that  gay  household  were  also  seized 
with  religious  fear,  and  none  more  anxious  than  they 
to  procure  the  aid  of  a  minister's  consolations  and  a 
minister's  prayers  !  Have  we  not  known  a  rude  and 
thoughtless  sailor,  spending  every  hour  of  fair 
weather  and  prosperous  winds  in  jovial  mirth,— 
night  after  night  retiring  to  his  cot  without  thinking 
of  the  God  above,  or  of  the  hell  beneath  him, — and 
even,  when  the  first  gale  arose  that  was  to  founder 
his  ship,  reckless  of  the  coming  storm;  but  when 
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the  crash  was  heard,  and  when,  from  the  force  of 
habit,  the  first  word  upon  his  lip  was  an  oath,  that 
oath  died  away  into  a  prayer,  when  the  foaming 
waters  burst  across  the  deck,  and  lashed  him  into 
the  mighty  deep  !  In  the  107th  Psalm  we  find  the 
tendency  of  affliction  to  produce  prayer  illustrated 
by  many  beautiful  examples — as  in  the  case  of  the 
Jews  wandering  in  the  wilderness,  in  a  solitary  way, 
hungry  and  thirsty,  and  their  souls  fainting  within 
them;  or  in  the  case  of  those  who,  by  reason  of  per 
sonal  distress,  "sit  in  darkness  and  in  the  shadow 
of  death,  being  bound  in  affliction  and  iron,  because 
they  rebelled  against  the  words  of  God;  "  or  in  the 
case  of  those  who  go  down  to  the  seas  in  ships, 
whole  soul  is  melted  because  of  trouble; — in  each 
case,  it  is  added,  "  they  cried  unto  the  Lord  in  their 
trouble,  and  he  delivered  them  out  of  their  dis 
tresses." 

In  the  case  of  backsliders,  too,  who  have  fallen 
from  their  first  love,  and  have  become  conformed  to 
the  world,  affliction  is  often  sent  as  the  most  suita 
ble  means  of  reclaiming  them  from  declension,  and 
restoring  them  to  spiritual  health.  This  it  does,  by 
leading  them  to  pray.  Oh  !  how  many  Christians 
have  had  reason  to  acknowledge  the  blessed  effect 
of  affliction,  in  renewing  their  communion  with 
God,  and  reviving  their  decayed  devotion  !  Are 
there  not  many  who  can  testify,  from  their  own  ex 
perience,  that  while  they  were  prosperous  the  spirit 
of  devotion  became  imperceptibly  more  languid  in 
their  bosoms;  that  instead  of  frequently  enjoying 
prayer  as  a  delightful  privilege,  they  were  gradually 
losing  their  relish  for  it,  and  that  when  they  did  ob 
serve  it,  it  was  observed  in  a  cold  and  formal  man- 
19 
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ner;  and  that  they  were  not  sensible  of  the  length 
to  which  they  had  proceeded  in  spiritual  declension, 
till,  by  some  severe  stroke  of  affliction,  they  were 
thrown  on  the  resources  of  a  piety  too  decayed  to 
afford  them  either  support  or  consolation,  and  were 
thus,  for  the  first  time,  apprised  of  a  danger  till 
then  unperceived  ?  Can  they  not  remember  what 
deep  humiliation,  what  earnest  desires,  and  what 
fervent  supplications  were  produced  by  that  afflic 
tion,  and  the  discoveries  which  it  enabled  them  to 
make?  and  are  they  not  sensible  that  it  was  in 
prayer  they  found  their  consolation,— when,  with 
their  eyes  opened  to  the  reality  of  their  condition, 
they  besought  the  Lord  with  tears  ?  Indeed;  one  of 
the  greatest  benefits  of  severe  affliction,  in  the  case 
of  God's  people,  is,  that  it  awakens  them  to  greater 
ardor  and  diligence  in  prayer;  and  such  is  the 
blessedness  of  communion  with  God,  and  such  the 
elevating  and  sanctifying  effect  of  earnest  prayer, 
that  were  affliction  productive  of  no  other  benefit, 
this  alone  might  well  compensate  for  all  the  loss 
which  is  sustained,  and  all  the  pain  which  is  in 
flicted,  even  by  the  severest  dispensation  of  provi 
dence. 

The  impressions  that  are  made  during  a  season  of 
affliction  may  be  the  result,  in  a  great  measure,  of 
mere  natural  feeling;  but  they  may,  nevertheless, 
be  the  means  which  the  Holy  Spirit  has  chosen  for 
the  commencement  of  a  saving  change;  and  if  they 
lead  the  sufferer  to  pray,  they  bring  him  under  a 
new  influence,  whereby  the  sentient  feelings  which 
at  first  prompted  him,  may  gradually  and  imper 
ceptibly  rise  into  gracious  and  devout  affections. 

The  history  of  the  people  of  Israel  affords  many 
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interesting  examples  of  the  effect  of  prayer  in  deliv 
ering  from  outward  trouble,  as  well  as  of  the  ten 
dency  of  affliction  to  impress  the  most  careless  with 
the  necessity  and  value  of  prayer.  These  examples 
are  thus  beautifully  referred  to  in  the  107th  Psalm : 
"0  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord,  for  he  is  good;  for 
his  mercy  endureth  for  ever.  Let  the  redeemed  of 
the  Lord  say  so,  whom  he  hath  redeemed  from  the 
hand  of  the  enemy.  They  wandered  in  the  wilder 
ness  in  a  solitary  way;  they  found  no  city  to  dwell 
in.  Hungry  and  thirsty,  their  souls  fainted  in  them. 
Then  they  cried  unto  the  Lord  in  their  trouble,  and 
he  delivered  them  out  of  their  distresses.  For  he 
satisfieth  the  longing  soul,  and  filleth  the  hungry 
soul  with  goodness. ' ' 


LOVE  IN  CHASTISEMENT. 

J.  D.  BURNS,  D.D. 

fHOU,  Lord  art  Love,  and  everywhere 

Thy  name  is  brightly  shown, 
Beneath  on  earth — thy  footstool  fair; 
Above  in  heaven — thy  throne. 
Thy  Chastisements  are  Love — more  deep 

They  stamp  the  seal  divine 
And  by  a  sweet  compulsion  keep 

Our  spirits  nearer  Thine. 
Thy  heaven  is  the  abode  of  Love  ! 

O  blessed  Lord  that  we 
May  there,  when  time's  dim  shades  remove, 
Be  gathered  home  to  Thee  ! 
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GOD'S  LAW  OF  COMPENSATION. 

REV.  THEODORE  L.  CUYLER,  D.D. 

[OD  not  only  reigns,  but  He  governs  His  world 
by  a  most  beautiful  law  of  compensations. 
He  setteth  one  thing  over  against  another. 
Faith  loves  to  study  the  illustrations  of  this  law, 
notes  them  in  her  diary,  and  rears  her  pillars  of 
praise  for  every  fresh  discovery.  I  have  noticed 
that  the  deaf  often  have  an  unusual  quickness  of 
eyesight;  the  blind  are  often  gifted  with  an  in 
creased  capacity  for  hearing;  and  sometimes  when 
the  eye  is  darkened  and  the  ear  is  closed,  the  sense 
of  touch  becomes  so  exquisite^  that  we  are  able  to 
converse  with  the  sufferer  through  that  sense  alone. 
God  puts  many  of  His  people  under  a  sharp  regimen 
of  hardship  and  burden-bearing  in  order  that  they 
may  be  sinewed  into  strength.  This  law  explains 
the  reason  why  God  often  sweeps  away  a  Chris 
tian's  possessions  in  order  that  he  may  become 
rich  in  faith,  and  why  He  dashes  many  persons 
off  the  track  of  prosperity  where  they  were  run 
ning  at  fifty  miles  the  hour,  in  order  that  their 
pride  might  be  crushed,  and  that  they  might  seek 
the  safer  track  of  humility  and  holy  living.  God's 
people  are  never  so  exalted  as  when  they  are  brought 
low,  never  so  enriched  as  when  they  are  emptied, 
never  so  advanced  as  when  they  are  set  back  by 
adversity,  never  so  near  the  crown  as  when  under 
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the  cross.  One  of  the  sweetest  enjoyments  of  heaven 
will  be  to  review  our  own  experiences  under  this  law 
of  compensations,  and  to  see  how  often  affliction 
worked  out  for  us  the  exceeding  weight  of  glory. 

There  is  a  great  want  in  all  God's  people  who 
have  never  had  the  education  of  sharp  trial.  There 
are  so  many  graces  that  can  only  be  pricked  into  us 
by  the  puncture  of  suffering,  and  so  many  lessons 
that  can  only  be  learned  through  tears,  that  when 
God  leaves  a  Christian  without  any  trial,  He  really 
leaves  him  to  a  terrible  danger.  His  heart,  un- 
ploughed  by  discipline,  will  be  very  apt  to  run  to  the 
tares  of  selfishness,  and  worldliness,  and  pride. 

In  no  direction  do  we  behold  more  wonderful  un- 
foldings  of  God  than  in  what  we  call  His  Providence. 
This  is  a  department  of  God's  school  in  which  we 
are  learning  fresh  lessons  every  day.  In  Providence, 
divine  wisdom  is  married  to  divine  love.  All  things 
work  together  for  good  to  them  who  love  God  and 
trust  him.  The  sceptic  jeers  at  this,  but  the  trust 
ing  Christian  knows  it  from  actual  experience,  for 
some  of  God's  truths  are  knocked  into  us  by  hard 
blows,  and  some  lessons  are  spelled  out  through  eyes 
cleansed  with  tears.  Our  perverse  mistake  is  that 
we  demand  that  God  shall  explain  Himself  at  every 
step,  instead  of  waiting  for  Him  to  unfold  His  intri 
cate  purposes  at  His  own  time  and  in  His  own  way. 
Why  A—  -  is  set  up  and  good  Brother  B—  -  (who 
seems  equally  deserving)  is  cast  down;  why  the  only 
little  crib  in  one  Christian  home  is  emptied  by  death, 
and  the  nursery  in  another  home  is  full  of  happy 
voices;  why  one  good  enterprise  prospers  and  another 
one  is  wrecked— all  such  perplexing  puzzles  shake 
terribly  the  faith  that  is  not  well  grounded  on  the 
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Eock.  To  all  these  pitiable  outcries  the  calm  answer 
of  our  Heavenly  Father  is :  "Be  still  and  know  that  I 
am  God.  I  lead  the  blind  by  a  way  they  know  not. 
What  I  dp  thou  knowest  not  now,  but  thou  shalt 
know  hereafter. ' '  These  are  the  voices  of  love  which 
come  to  us  from  behind  the  cloud.  If  we  wait 
patiently,  the  cloud  will  break  away  or  part  asunder, 
and  our  eyes  will  behold  the  Eainbow  of  Mercy 
over-arching  the  Throne.  God's  ways  are  not  our 
way,  but  they  are  infinitely  better.  The  cloud  is 
not  so  dense  but  love-rays  shine  through.  In  time 
the  revealing  "  winds  shall  clear  "away  the  dark 
and  dreadful  mystery.  Kind  words  of  sympathy 
steal  into  the  shadowed  room  of  suffering.  If  Christ 
does  not  come  in  visible  form  to  our  Bethanys,  He 
sends  His  faithful  servants  and  handmaidens  with 
words  of  warm,  tender  condolence.  The  fourteenth 
chapter  of  John  never  gleams  with  such  a  celestial 
brightness  as  when  we  read  it  under  the  cloud.  No 
cloud  can  be  big  enough  to  shut  out  heaven  if  we 
keep  the  eye  towards  the  Throne.  And  when  we 
reach  heaven  and  see  the  cloud  from  God's  side,  it 
will  be  blazing  and  beaming  with  the  illuminations 
of  His  love. 


THE  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  alone, 
Leads  to  the  land  where  sorrow  is  unknown; 
No  traveller  ever  reached  that  blest  abode, 
Who  found  not  thorns  and  briars  in  his  road. 

WILLIAM  COWPER. 
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THE  PILLAR  OF  CLOUDS. 

EDWARD  PAXTON  HOOD,  D.D. 

cheerful  beneath  the  cloud.  And  if  the  cloud 
should  come  in  the  daytime,  still  be  cheerful. 
I  recollect  once  kneeling  with  familiar  friend 
liness  and  love  around  the  family  altar  of  a  dear 
friend  whom  I  loved  as  I  believe  I  loved  no  other 
on  earth,  and  he  prayed  for  me  that  I  might  know 
what  it  was  to  have  the  pillar  of  cloud  when  the  day 
was  too  bright,  and  the  pillar  of  fire  when  the  night 
was  too  dark.  We  need  that  always,  do  we  not  ? 
The  pillar  of  cloud  and  pillar  of  fire  are  needed  as 
much  for  us  as  for  the  Israelites  of  old.  I  will  men 
tion  what  I  thought  as  I  saw  that  picture  of  the 
German  painter  some  time  ago.  I  could  not  make 
out  what  he  meant  by  it.  It  was  called  "  cloud- 
land,"  and  it  seemed  nothing  but  cloud  on  cloud. 
But  what  do  you  think  ?  As  I  looked,  I  saw  that 
every  cloud  turned  into  an  angel  or  an  angel's  wing, 
and  the  whole  picture,  that  seemed  at  first  only  a 
mass  of  gloom,  looked  out  upon  me  with  hundreds 
of  angels'  eyes  and  hundreds  of  angels'  wings.  So 
with  all  clouds;  if  God  comes  nigh  to  us  by  them, 
look  at»them  and  they  turn  into  angels.  They  are 
not  desirable  in  themselves,  they  are  not  pleasant; 
no  chastisement,  no  affliction,  no  cloud  is  at  present 
joyous,  but  grievous.  We  foolish  men  would  walk 
always  in  the  day -brightness;  we  do  not  want 
clouds;  but  the  angels  know  their  value,  and  God 
too,  or  he  would  never  send  them. 
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NEEDED  BLESSINGS. 

WILLIAM  HENRY  BURLEIGH. 

|E  ask  not  that  our  path  be  always  bright, 
But  for  Thy  aid  to  walk  therein  aright; 
That  Thou,  O  Lord,  through  all  its  devious 

way, 

Wilt  give  us  strength  sufficient  to  our  day. 
For  this,  for  this  we  pray. 

Not  for  the  fleeting  joys  that  earth  bestows, 
Not  for  exemption  from  its  many  woes; 
But  that,  come  joy  or  woe,  come  good  or  ill, 
With  childlike  faith  we  trust  Thy  guidance  still, 
And  do  Thy  holy  will. 

Teach  us,  dear  Lord,  to  find  the  latent  good 
That  sorrow  yields,  when  rightly  understood; 
And  for  the  frequent  joy  that  crowns  our  days 
Help  us  with  grateful  hearts  our  hymns  to  raise, 
Of  thankfulness  and  praise. 

Thou  kiiowest  all  our  needs,  and  will  supply: 
No  veil  of  darkness  hides  us  from  Thine  eyes, 
Nor  vainly  from  the  depths,  on  Thee  we  call; 
Thy  tender  love,  that  breaks  the  tempter's  thrall, 
Folds  and  encircles  all. 

Through  sorrow  and  through  loss,  by  toil  and  prayer, 
Saints  won  the  starry  crowns  which  now  they  wear, 
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And  by  the  bitter  ministry  of  pain, 
Grievous  and  harsh,  but  oh,  not  sent  in  vain 
Found  their  eternal  gain. 

If  it  be  ours,  like  theirs,  to  suffer  loss, 
Give  grace,  as  unto  them,  to  bear  our  cross, 
Till,  victors  over  the  besetting  sin, 
We  too  Thy  perfect  peace  shall  enter  in, 
And  crowns  of  glory  win. 


GRACE   PROPORTIONATE  TO   THE  TRIAL. 

REV.  F.  WHITFIELD. 


: 


?OU  may  have  yet  to  pass  through  many  trials, 
but  He  will  draw  close  as  the  night  grows 
darker.  He  will  not  let  one  unneeded  thun 
der-cloud  burst  over  your  head,  and  you  shall  find 
the  promise  true,  "  He  giveth  power  to  the  faint  and 
to  them  that  have  no  might  He  increaseth  strength. " 
When  outward  things  look  darkest  the  peace  of  God 
is  often  fullest  in  the  soul.  The  Lord  gives  His  peo 
ple  '  *  songs  in  the  night. ' '  They  rejoice  in  the  midst 
of  sorrow.  When  the  thorn  is  piercing  their  song 
is  sweetest,  their  joy  is  fullest.  So,  reader,  let  it  be 
with  you.  If  trials  press  sorely,  tiy  to  praise  Him. 
If  the  cloud  no  bigger  than  a  man's  hand  grow 
larger  and  darker,  still  continue  to  praise  Him. 
If  wants  press  sorely  on  every  side,  carry  them  to 
your  Heavenly  Father  and  yet  mingle  your  prayers 
with  praises.  The  Lord  will  command  His  loving- 
kindness  in  the  day  time,  and  in  the  night  His  song 
shall  be  with  you. 
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LIGHT  ON  DARK  PROVIDENCES. 

KEV,  ROBERT  F.  SAMPLE,  D.D. 

dispensations  of  Providence  are  often  mys 
terious.  It  is  true  that  the  relations  of  sin  and 
suffering  may  be  apparent.  As  in  the  cases  of 
Gehazi,  Ananias,  and  Simon  Magus,  the  punish 
ment  may  tread  on  the  heels  of  the  offense,  and  al 
though  we  may  be  unwilling  to  admit  it  to  others,  we 
know  at  what  sin  the  rod  points.  But  in  many  in 
stances  the  footsteps  of  God,  as  they  relate  to  our 
selves,  are  not  known.  The  people  of  God  are  often 
led  by  ways  that  are  dark,  and  the  interpretation 
must  be  referred  to  that  Sovereignty  which  embraces 
the  long  reach  of  ages.  There  are  trials  that  seem  to 
contravene  the  divine  will.  They  arrest  some  work 
to  which  God  had  evidently  called  His  servants, 
where  the  need  was  great,  and  the  door  widely 
opened.  They  involve  defeat,  suffering,  persecu 
tion,  death.  We  had  not  anticipated  this.  It  is 
not  at  all  as  we  would  have  ordered.  Unbelief 
suggests  that  God  is  occupied  with  other  interests 
and  has  forgotten  ours.  We  limit  the  Holy  One  as 
to  His  presence  and  power. 

The  apostolic  Church  encountered  the  opposition 
of  ungodly  men,  and  the  fires  of  persecution  girdled 
them  as  they  pressed  their  way  westward.  In  the 
first  three  centuries  three  millions  of  Christians  suf 
fered  martyrdom;  were  stoned,  sawn  asunder,  burnt 
at  the  stake,  torn  in  pieces  by  devouring  dogs, 
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drowned  in  the  seas,  and  wrapped  in  combustible 
garments  and  burned  like  torches  in  the  night. 

Then,  coming  down  to  a  later  period,  we  are  re 
minded  of  the  massacres  in  the  reign  of  Charles 
XII.,  when  in  the  space  of  a  few  days  seventy 
thousand  Protestants  were  slain;  and  we  recall  the 
still  greater  and  more  protracted  cruelties  inflicted 
by  Louis  XIV.,  and  the  slaughter  of  the  saints  in 
Holland,  England,  Scotland  and  Ireland.  Truly  the 
Church  has  passed  through  fires  and  deep  waters, 
and  hard  by  the  gates  of  hell,  on  her  way  to  the 
present.  Why  was  it  thus  ? 

Then  we  raise  another  question  concerning  the 
progress  of  the  truth.  Why  have  its  conquests  not 
been  more  general  ?  Why  has  darkness  followed  in 
the  wake  of  its  advance  ?  Why  are  great  empires 
still  enveloped  in  moral  night?  Why  is  error  so 
prevalent,  and  opposition  so  strong,  and  wickedness 
so  defiant  in  this  age,  when,  for  aught  we  know,  the 
end  is  drawing  nigh  ?  Why  does  God  permit  men  to 
trample  on  His  Sabbaths,  mutilate  His  Gospel,  obey 
unrighteousness,  open  floodgates  of  iniquity,  the 
heavens  meanwhile  serene,  as  if  vindictiveness  slept 
and  God  had  ceased  to  restrain  the  powers  of  evil  ? 
An  answer  is  sent  from  His  changeless  throne, 
"What  I  do  thou  knowest  not  now."  "Be  still 
and  know  that  I  am  God." 

The  providences  of  God  are  often  obscure  as  they 
relate  to  individual  believers. 

You  may  think  a  certain  line  of  action  is  in  ac 
cordance  with  the  divine  will,  and  you  enter  prayer 
fully  upon  it.  But  suddenly  some  great  barrier  is 
thrown  across  your  path,  and  conscientious  effort 
ends  in  humiliating  defeat.  You  devote  yourself  to 
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some  form  of  Christian  service,  prompted  by  sense 
of  duty  and  love  to  the  Master,  and  on  the  threshold 
of  a  work  full  of  promise  you  lie  down  to  die.  You 
form  relations  in  life  which  promise  to  be  helpful, 
and  your  confidence  is  abused,  your  expectations 
disappointed,  and  your  faith  in  men  disappears  like 
a  dissolving  cloud.  Or  you  have  prayerfully  labored 
to  bring  your  children  to  Christ  and  fit  them  for 
usefulness  and  honorable  life.  But  they  reject 
your  instructions,  resist  your  authority,  disregard 
each  appeal  of  parental  love,  persist  in  sin  and  go 
down  under  a  cloud  of  shame.  Or  bereavements 
occur  at  what  seems  the  most  inopportune  time; 
they  come  when  you  need  a  strong  arm  on  which  to 
lean;  when  by  reason  of  other  trials  a  loved  presence 
seemed  essential  to  your  life;  when  the  son  or 
daughter  of  your  hope  promised  surcease  of  sorrow, 
and  the  sepulchre  is  closed  with  a  stone. 

There  occur  to  us  many  illustrations  of  provi 
dences  that  are  uninterpreted  as  yet,  or  were  once 
unknown.  The  first  of  our  race  to  depart  out  of  life, 
entering  the  mysterious  beyond  along  an  untra veiled 
passage,  was  one  who  feared  God  and  walked  trust 
fully  with  Him.  And  yet  he  fell  by  the  hand  of  a 
murderer,  and  that  murderer  his  own  brother.  So 
soon  was  the  throne  of  empire  enveloped  in  clouds 
and  darkness.  And  that  early  martyr  had  many 
successors  all  along  the  generations,  until  Stephen 
was  stoned  on  the  margin  of  a  new  dispensation. 
Still  later  James  and  Paul  were  beheaded,  and  Peter 
was  crucified.  Polycarp  suffered  martyrdom  after 
a  long  and  exceptionally  devoted  life,  and  sleeps  to 
day  under  a  lone  cypress  tree.  These  are  represen 
tatives  of  a  noble  army  of  martyrs. 
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Take  another  class  of  providences.  Luther  was 
confined  in  the  Wartburg,  and  Latimer  in  the  old 
London  Tower.  Harriet  Newell  departed  for  the 
heathen  world  with  the  benedictions  of  weeping 
parents  on  her  head,  and  .died,  ere  her  voyage  was 
completed,  on  the  Isle  of  France.  Sarah  Mateer 
suddenly  fell  in  the  furrow  when  with  joyfulness 
she  anticipated  an  abundant  harvest  of  souls. 
Walter  Lowrie  consecrated  the  ardor  of  youth  to 
like  service,  and  slain,  by  pirates,  went  to  an  uneasy 
grave  full  many  a  fathom  deep. 

There  are  other  experiences  darker  and  sadder 
than  these.  The  sons  of  pious  Eli  defiled  them 
selves,  and  the  news  of  their  sudden  taking  off 
proved  the  father's  death.  David  mourned  the  filial 
impiety  and  wickedness  of  his  son,  whose  possibili 
ties  of  honor  were  great,  and  in  his  death,  without 
hope,  quite  forgot  the  grave  of  his  own  and  Bath- 
sheba's  child.  Why  all  these  forms  of  suffering? 
Why  do  the  people  of  God,  especially  beloved,  God's 
in  covenant,  objects  of  that  gentleness  that  knows 
our  feeble  frame,  meet  these  sore  trials  on  their  way 
home  ?  We  may  find  it  difficult  at  times  to  recon 
cile  all  this  with  our  conceptions  of  the  divine  char 
acter,  especially  with  that  love  which  is  its  out  stand 
ing  feature.  Desolate  homes,  buried  hopes,  broken 
hearts,  the  past  wrapped  in  sadness,  the  future 
darkened  with  clouds — what  means  all  this  ?  Is  God 
on  our  side  or  is  He  against  us  ?  If  He  is  our  Father, 
though  Abraham  be  ignorant  of  us,  why  this  long 
controversy  with  us?  "  Joseph  is  not  and  Simeon 
is  not,  and  ye  will  take  Benjamin  away;  all  these 
things  are  against  us."  Ah,  let  the  believer  look 
up  and  he  shall  see  the  outstretched  hand  of  vigilant 
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love  beyond  the  rim  of  the  cloud,  and  he  shall  hear 
a  kind  voice  saying,  "  What  I  do  thou  knowest  not 
now.  hut  thou  shalt  know  hereafter." 

Observe,  first:  Our  view  of  divine  providence  is 
necessarily  limited.  We  are  finite;  God  is  infinite. 

We  see  the  little  segment  of  time  through  which 
we  are  passing;  God's  view  embraces  eternity. 
Our  thought  is  engaged  with  a  present  event,  and 
we  do  not  see  its  relations  to  the  future.  A  given  ex 
perience  seems  to  terminate  on  itself,  as  a  completed 
circle,  and  to  stand  motionless,  whilst  in  fact,  it  is  a 
significant  and  onward  step  in  history's  imperial 
march.  Yonder  star  by  which  our  Pilgrim  Fathers 
directed  their  passage  across  the  unknown  sea,  ap 
pears  to  occupy  the  very  same  place  in  the  heavens 
it  occupied  then.  But  there  are  no  fixed  stars.  The 
whole  universe  is  moving  on,  and  will  never  call  a 
halt,  and  each  revolution  of  our  earth  is  necessary 
to  the  measured  step  and  harmony  of  the  whole. 
So  it  is  in  the  moral  government  of  God.  How  lit 
tle  of  this  we  comprehend.  We  cannot  see  afar  off. 
And  since  we  do  not  discern  how  this  experience  is 
to  influence  another,  and  to  give  shape  to  all  the 
future,  we  are  unable  to  pass  intelligent  judgment 
upon  it.  "  Thou  knowest  not  now." 

We  are  much  like  those  creations  of  God  which 
live  but  a  single  day.  How  little  they  know  about 
the  world  in  which  they  spend  a  joyous  existence 
whilst  the  sun  is  up,  and  then  die  with  its  setting. 
If  they  were  endowed  with  intelligence  they  would 
conclude  as  the  night  gathered  that  there  would 
never  be  another  day.  They  would  know  nothing 
about  the  great  stretch  of  earth.  They  would  not 
know  how  the  chilly  rains  of  April  were  related  to 
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the  future  harvests  and  the  autumn  fruits.  They 
would  not  understand  that  by  exchange  of  products 
the  cold  North  enjoys  the  wealth  of  the  Southland. 
and  the  people  along  the  equatorial  line  realize  the 
benefits  of  rigorous  climes.  Just  as  true  is  it  that 
man,  although  the  inspiration  of  God  has  given  him 
understanding,  cannot  measure  infinity,  or  traverse 
existences  out  of  sight.  "  Thou  knowest  not  now/7 
Second:  We  do  not  know  what  is  real  and  desirable 
good.  We  often  crave  what  it  would  be  an  injury 
to  us  to  possess.  We  are  troubled  by  its  denial. 
We  long  to  secure  wealth,  and  perchance  we  pledge 
ourselves  to  a  faithful  stewardship.  But  instead  of 
riches  we  are  reman  tied  to  poverty.  We  pray  for 
physical  strength,  and  propose  to  consecrate  it  to 
the  Master's  service.  But  instead  of  health  we  live 
on  in  protracted  invalidism.  Unable  to  do,  we  sim 
ply  endure.  God  has  something  better  in  store  for 
us.  The  thorn  in  the  flesh  will  yet  prove  our  crown. 
Imprisonment  in  the  Bedford  jail  was  to  John  Bun- 
yan  a  blessing  in  disguise.  It  gave  to  the  world  the 
"  Pilgrim's  Progress,"  and  to  the  Bedford  tinker  a 
name  that  shall  never  die.  When  Luther  was  has 
tened  across  the  moat  and  the  iron  door  of  the  old 
castle  closed  behind  him,  it  seemed  that  his  life- 
work  was  done.  But  on  that  secluded  height  in  the 
Thuringian  forest  he  found  time  to  translate  the 
Bible  into  the  tongue  of  a  great  empire,  and  the 
banner  of  the  cross  still  floats  above  the  sombre 
pines,  a  prophecy  of  the  latter-day  glory  of  tlio 
Church.  Thus  our  defeats  are  our  triumphs,  and 
evil  is  good. 
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JOY  AFTER  SORROW. 

PAUL  GERHARDT,  1659. 

jOMETH  sunshine  after  rain, 

After  mourning  joy  again, 

After  heavy,  bitter  grief 
Dawneth  surely  sweet  relief; 

And  my  soul,  who  from  her  height 
Sank  to  realms  of  woe  and  night, 
Wingeth  now  to  heaven  her  flight. 

He,  whom  this  world  dares  not  face, 

Hath  refreshed  me  with  His  grace. 

And  His  mighty  hand  unbound 

Chains  of  hell  about  me  wound; 

Quicker,  stronger,  leaps  my  blood, 
Since  His  mercy,  like  a  flood, 
Poured  o'er  all  my  heart  for  good. 

Bitter  anguish  have  I  borne, 

Keen  regret  my  heart  hath  torn, 

Sorrow  dimmed  my  weeping  eyes, 

Satan  blinded  me  with  lies; 
Yet  at  last  am  I  set  free, 
Help,  protection,  love,  to  me 
Once  more  true  companions  be. 

Ne'er  was  left  a  helpless  prey, 
Ne'er  with  shame  was  turned  away, 
He  who  gave  himself  to  God, 
And  on  Him  had  cast  a  load. 
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Who  in  God  his  hope  hath  placed 
Shall  not  life  in  pain  outwaste, 
Fullest  joy  he  yet  shall  taste. 

Though  to-day  may  not  fulfill 

All  thy  hopes;  have  patience  still; 

For  perchance  to-morrow's  sun 

Sees  thy  happier  days  begun. 

As  God  willeth  march  the  hours, 
Bringing  joy  at  last  in  showers, 
And  whate'er  we  asked  is  ours. 

When  my  heart  was  vexed  with  care, 
Filled  with  fears,  well  nigh  despair; 
When  with  watching  many  a  night 
On  me  fell  pale  sickness'  blight; 

When  my  courage  failed  me  fast, 
Camest  Thou,  my  God,  at  last, 
And  my  woes  were  quickly  past. 

Now  as  long  as  here  I  roam, 
On  this  earth  have  house  and  home, 
Shall  this  wondrous  gleam  from  Thee 
Shine  through  all  my  memory. 
To  my  God  I  yet  will  cling 
All  my  life  the  praises  sing 
That  from  thankful  hearts  outspring. 

Every  sorrow,  every  smart, 

That  the  eternal  Father's  heart 

Hath  appointed  me  of  yore, 

Or  hath  yet  for  me  in  store, 

As  my  life  flows  on  I'll  take 
Calmly,  gladly  for  His  sake, 
No  more  faithless  murmurs  make. 
20 
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I  will  meet  distress  and  pain, 

I  will  greet  e'en  death's  dark  reign, 

I  will  lay  me  in  the  grave, 

With  a  heart  still  glad  and  brave. 

Whom  the  Strongest  doth  defend, 
Whom  the  Highest  counts  His  friend, 
Cannot  perish  in  the  end. 

Translated  by  Catherine  Winkworth,  1855. 


THE  FUTURE  WILL  CLEAR  UP  MANY  MYS 
TERIES. 

EEV.  THEO.  L.  CUYLER,  D.D. 

'HE  future  will  clear  up  many  a  mystery.  A 
few  months  ago  I  went  into  the  house  of  one  of 
the  leading  merchants,  whose  beloved  daugh 
ter  had  been  brought  home  dead  from  being  run 
down  in  the  public  street.  The  first  word  was, 
' '  Tell  me  now  why  God  took  away  that  girl. ' '  Said 
I,  "  My  brother,  I  have  not  come  here  to  interpret 
God's  mysteries.  I  have  come  here  to  lead  you 
closer  to  God's  heart.  Be  still,  and  know  that  He 
who  gave  takes  away.  She  already  knoweth  why 
she  is  yonder;  wait  till  God  clears  away  the  cloud, 
and  thou  wilt  find  that  even  this  was  right  and 
well. ' '  Do  you  not  remember  how  the  prophet  of 
old  once  had  his  eye  touched  at  Dothan,  and  he  be 
held  the  mountains  round  about  him  filled  with 
chariots  and  horsemen  ?  When  you  and  I  work  in 
some  great  cause  of  reform,  and  we  have  met  with 
defiance  and  discouragement — why,  if  God  were  to 
open  the  eyes  of  our  faith,  and  we  could  see  the  bat- 


VARIED    AFFLICTIONS.  P>r>l 

tie-field  as  He  does,  we  would  find  all  round  about 
us  a  great  army  of  God's  promises,  assuring  us  of 
inevitable  victory— nothing  to  do  with  chariots  and 
horsemen,  but  simply  to  stand  our  ground  and  fight 
out  the  battle,  and  trust  that  He  will  finally  clear 
away  the  cloud,  and  the  light  of  His  glory  shall  shine 
on  the  banners  of  truth  borne  over  the  field;  for  by 
and  by  shall  come  the  last  great  day  of  revelation, 
when  nothing  that  is  right  shall  be  found  to  have 
been  vanquished,  and  nothing  that  is  wrong  shall  be 
found  to  have  triumphed. 


WE   SHALL  KNOW   HEREAFTER. 

REV.  ROBERT  F.  SAMPLE,  D.D. 

HAT  is  now  mysterious  in  providence  will 
\/\l      eventually  be  made  plain.     "Thou  shalt 
~~  TT J     know  hereafter." 

1.  The  interpretation  may  be  given  in  the  present 
world.  The  generation  following  may  receive  it,  or 
it  may  be  granted  to  ourselves.  It  may  be  reserved 
to  the  world  to  come.  There  was  much  in  old 
Hebrew  history  that  was  not  understood  until  the 
substance  displaced  the  shadow.  Typical  men  were 
an  enigma  until  the  Christ  whom  they  adumbrated 
came.  The  offering  of  Isaac  was  a  mystery  until 
God's  only  Son  hung  on  the  tree.  The  hiding  of 
the  child  in  the  wicker  basket  by  the  water's  edge 
was  a  mystery,  but  the  anxious  parents  understood 
it  better  when  Moses  entered  Pharaoh's  palace,  or 
led  Israel  through  the  Red  Sea.  The  same  is  true 
of  later  history.  The  father  of  Pericles  reproved 
his  boy  for  wasting  his  time  over  an  old  classic,  but 
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Athens  reaped  the  fruitage  of  that  study  when  the 
Olympian  orator  thundered  from  the  Bema,  and 
reared  magnificent  temples.  John  Newton  could 
not  conjecture  why.  when  a  wicked  sailor  boy,  a 
rough  hand,  cut  down  his  hammock  and  transferred 
him  to  another  vessel;  but  when  years  had  passed 
by  he  understood  it  all  as  he  saw  Jesus  coming 
across  the  troubled  waters.  If  men  who  study  the 
heavens  need  years  of  observation  to  enable  them 
to  compute  so  much  as  the  curve  of  a  planet's  orbit, 
we  need  not  wonder  if  our  intelligence  fails  to  fore 
cast  the  results  of  a  present  joy  or  sorrow.  We  do 
not  know  the  real  trend  of  things.  In  the  expres 
sive  language  of  the  Scriptures,  we  know  not  how  to 
go  to  the  city.  Time  will  declare  it. 

Age  may  interpret  the  unknown  experiences  of 
youth.  The  old  man  may  see  how  his  early  years 
of  permitted  sin  have  magnified  the  grace  of  God 
and  made  him  at  last  a  mighty  helper  to  the  outcast 
and  enslaved;  or  how  some  domestic  sorrow  that 
darkened  the  morning  of  life,  fitted  him  to  sympa 
thize  with  other  sufferers,  and  pushed  far  out  the 
boundary  line  of  useful  service.  Thus  the  memory 
of  the  sins  of  youth  casts  its  shadow  over  all  the 
ministry  of  the  converted  Paul,  but  it  made  him  a 
more  effective  preacher  of  righteousness  than  he 
would  otherwise  have  been,  and  he  led  the  chief  of 
sinners  to  Christ,  who,  in  their  low  estate  had  a 
feeling  of  spiritual  kinship  with  Saul  of  Tarsus. 
And  when  he  was  afterwards  persecuted  for  Christ's 
sake,  defamed,  stoned  and  imprisoned;  when  he 
raised  psalms  of  praise  with  his  feet  in  the  stocks, 
and  repeated  the  sweet  evangel  when  in  Eome  a 
chain  bound  him  and  the  axe  gleamed  above  him, 
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he  wrote  to  Christians  in  old  Corinth,  and  did  it  joy 
fully:  "  Whether  we  be  afflicted,  it  is  for  your  con 
solation  and  salvation,  which  is  effectual  in  the  en 
during  of  the  same  sufferings  which  we  also  suffer: 
or  whether  we  be  comforted,  it  is  for  your  consola 
tion  and  salvation." 

When  Jacob  saw  Joseph's  wagons,  sent  to  carry 
him  down  to  Egypt,  and  learned  of  the  honor  which 
crowned  the  son  he  thought  dead,  he  understood 
for  the  first  time  the  dreamings  and  sufferings  of 
his  favorite  boy,  and  unravelled  the  tangled  skein 
of  providence  which  had  confounded  the  long,  sad 
years.  By  that  early  sorrow  many  souls  were  saved 
alive,  and  the  sunset  of  the  patriarch's  life  was 
without  a  cloud.  Like  illustrations  might  be  gath 
ered  from  all  the  years.  We  have  found  them  in 
our  own  day.  The  blood  of  martyrs  has  been  the 
seed  of  the  Church.  When  Harriet  Newell  died; 
when  Walter  Lowrie  was  drowned;  when  the  Sepoy 
insurrection  startled  the  world,  a  multitude  arose  to 
fill  the  vacancies  and  increase  the  ranks  of  the  sac 
ramental  host.  Thus  God  makes  the  wrath  of  man 
to  praise  Him,  and  our  eyes  may  see  it  ere  we  de 
part. 

In  like  manner  our  personal  experiences  of  sor 
row  may  be  interpreted  before  we  go  to  the  better 
life.  Some  severe  affliction  may  almost  immedi 
ately  bear  the  peaceable  fruits  of  righteousness. 
It  may  bring  increased  fitness  for  the  Master's  ser 
vice,  an  enlargement  of  our  spiritual  vision,  or 
sweeter  communion  with  Christ  than  ever  before 
enjoyed.  We  are  like  some  plants  which  the  more 
they  are  trodden  upon  the  more  they  grow.  In  the 
deep  valley,  like  that  near  to  Chamouni,  we  see 
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stars  by  day.  So  we  may  obtain  new  and  precious 
views  of  Jesus  from  the  low  places  of  human  suffer 
ing.  Well  did  the  holy -But  herford  know  this,  and 
he  was  accustomed  to  say,  "Welcome,  welcome, 
Jesus!  in  whatsoever  way  Thou  comest,  if  we  can 
but  get  a  glimpse  of  Thee." 

So,  too,  conversions  may  quickly  succeed  some 
form  of  suffering.  Oftentimes  the  rough  knock  of 
God's  hammer  has  opened  the  gate  of  Mercy,  and 
the  natural  death  of  one  member  of  the  home  has 
brought  spiritual  life  to  another.  "  Before  I  was 
afflicted  I  went  astray;  but  now  I  have  kept  Thy 
word."  The  hereafter  often  lies  on  this  side  eter 
nity.  But  if  not,  then 

2.  The  world  to  come  will  reveal  what  is  now  hid 
den. 

There  our  range  of  vision  will  be  greatly  enlarged. 
From  the  summits  of  the  heavenly  estate  we  shall 
survey  the  earthly  life,  as  from  a  mountain -top  the 
traveller  traces  all  the  windings  of  the  way  thither. 
Much  that  was  inexplicable  here  will  be  made  plain 
there.  The  wisdom  and  goodness  of  God  will  ap 
pear  written  on  every  passage  that  was  painful,  and 
shall  shine  in  every  experience  that  was  dark.  We 
shall  see  how  the  varied  and  oft-recurring  trials  of 
life  were  necessary  to  keep  us  humble,  to  mellow 
our  character,  to  increase  our  knowledge  of  our 
selves  and  of  Christ,  to  enlarge  our  usefulness,  to 
deliver  us  from  threatening  evil,  and  shut  us  up  to 
the  narrow  way.  Then  our  misunderstanding  of 
many  events  shall  be  corrected.  What  we  called  a 
tremolante,  which  seemed  to  sob  itself  out  through 
the  cadences  of  earth,  shall  only  prove  our  ears  de 
fective,  and  those  very  notes  prolonged  above  shall 
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complete  the  song  of  the  redeemed.  Then  the 
wheels  of  providence  that  seemed  to  oppose  each 
other  will  he  viewed  in  their  far-reaching  relations, 
and  the  perfect  harmony  of  the  parts  shall  awaken 
grateful  praise.  .Then  it  shall  appear  that  the  trem 
bling  descent  into  the  trough  of  the  sea  was  neces 
sary  to  the  ascent  to  the  crest  of  the  wave,  whence 
we  caught  our  helpful  vie\v  of  the  world  to  come; 
and  that  the  tacking  to  the  right  and  to  the  left, 
our  progress  never  directly  onward,  was  the  only 
possible  means  of  reaching  our  desired  port.  We 
shall  learn  how  the  mystery  of  providence  was  nec 
essary  to  the  cultivation  of  faith,  and  each  experi 
ence  of  trial  was  fitting  us  for  a  higher  place  in 
Heaven  than  we  could  have  attained  without  it. 
Then,  too,  our  fears  shall,  for  the  first  time,  be  de 
clared  wholly  groundless,  and 

"Out  of  our  stony  griefs, 
Bethels  we'll  raise." 

Let  us  note  briefly  some  of  the  lessons  this  subject 
suggests. 

1st.  A  lesson  of  trust.  We  are  slow  to  under 
stand  that  God  intends  this  life  shall  be  a  life  of 
faith.  We  cannot  walk  by  sight .  Much  we  would 
like  to  know  is  for  our  good  concealed.  Only  thus 
can  we  be  shut  up  to  God.  And  only  when  we  hide 
ourselves  in  Him  can  we  put  on  His  beauty,  and  be 
prepared  for  heavenly  visions.  Faith,  and  that  only, 
bridges  over  the  gulf  that  separates  worlds,  and  "  all 
its  horrors  hides."  Hence  that  discipline  which 
teaches  us  to  trust;  that  turns  our  weakness  into 
strength  by  constraining  us  to  take  hold  on  omnipo 
tence  itself;  that  puts  our  hands  in  the  hand  that 
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is  infinitely  wise  and  knows  the  way  to  the  kingdom, 
is  a  discipline  we  should  welcome.  This  was  the 
lesson  the  Psalmist  learned,  though  his  poor  mem 
ory  sometimes  dropped  it  by  the  way.  ''What 
time  I  am  afraid  I  will  trust  in  Thee."  The  pious 
Cowper,  tossed  with  tempest,  the  equilibrium  of  his 
cultured  thought  often  lost,  yet  sang  himself  back 
to  faith  when  troubles  came,  and  patiently  waited 
for  the  interpretation  which  only  God  could  give. 
In  the  same  spirit  Toplady  wrote  that  sweet  stanza 
we  should  often  raise  in  this  house  of  our  pilgrimage: 

"When  we  in  darkness  walk, 

Nor  feel  the  heavenly  flame, 
Then  is  the  time  to  trust  our  Lord, 

And  rest  upon  His  name." 

The  Highlander  travelling  southward  for  the  first 
time,  when  he  approached  a  long,  forbidding  tun 
nel,  did  not  leap  from  the  train,  but  exercised  trust 
in  the  conveyance  that  had  brought  him  hither, 
then  calmly  plunged  into  the  darkness.  Only  thus 
could  he  enter  the  historic  Edinburg,  and  join  the 
friend  who  had  gone  before  him  in  the  home  over 
shadowed  by  the  ancient  castle.  The  trust  he  ex 
ercised  along  the  way  brought  him  to  his  journey's 
end.  David's  hand  would  not  have  been  bold  to 
contend  with  the  Philistine  if  he  had  not  trusted 
God  when  he  fought  with  the  lion  and  the  bear,  and 
slew  them.  Beloved,  let  us  accept  the  discipline  by 
which  God  would  cultivate  the  grace  that  opens 
Heaven,  and  turns  earth's  discords  to  undying  har 
monies  on  high 

2d.  The  second  is  a  lesson  of  patience. 

This  is  a  grace  which  honors  God.     It  rests  upon 
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His  word.  It  trusts  His  power.  It  believes  that  all 
things  are  working  for  good,  and  that  Heaven  will 
more  than  requite  him  for  all  the  trials  on  the  way. 
The  connection  of  the  Apostle  is  suggestive  when  he 
couples  "  rejoicing  in  hope  "  with  "  patience  in  trib 
ulation  '  Hope  anticipates  the  sorrowless  life,  the 
ever-abounding  joy.  and  Patience  says,  "I  will 
quietly  wait  the  breaking  of  the  eternal  day."  So 
far  from  seeking  to  break  open  its  prison  doors, 
Patience  watches  at  the  window  for  the  Christ  to 
pass  by,  assured  that  He  will  give  release  at  the  ap 
pointed  time,  and  wing  the  soul  for  its  heavenward 
flight.  Surely  with  such  an  issue  out  of  all  our 
troubles  we  should  bear  them  patiently  through  the 
"little  while"  that  they  stay,  then  exchange  the 
"  light  affliction  which  is  but  for  a  moment  "  for  the 
"  far  more  exceeding  and  eternal  weight  of  glory." 
May  God  help  each  of  us  to  patiently  wait,  and  no 
matter  what  the  cross,  to  say, 

"I  will  boar  it 

With  all  the  tender  suflrance  of  a  f riend, 
As  calmly  as  the  wounded  patient  bears 
The  artist's  hand  that  ministers  his  cure." 

3d.  Finally,  a  lesson  of  thankfulness. 

There  never  comes  an  hour  to  the  believer,  though 
every  earthly  light  goes  out,  that  he  has  not  reason 
for  thanksgiving.  Pie  should  sing  songs  in  prison, 
and  join  his  hallelujahs  with  the  waitings  of  the 
storm.  He  should  be  thankful  that  tribulation 
worketh  patience,  and  patience  experience,  and  ex 
perience  hope;  that  the  chisel  which  is  often  upon 
him  is  fitting  him  to  be  a  pillar  in  God's  temple;  that 
the  weariness  by  the  way  is  preparing  him  for  a 
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richer  enjoyment  of  the  rest  that  remaineth;  that 
the  path  of  suffering  is  the  path  the  Saviour  trod, 
and  that,  with  the  sweet  privilege  of  putting  his 
feet  where  Christ's  have  been,  he  is  going  to  the 
Heaven  where  the  King  has  established  His  throne, 
and  waits  for  his  coining. 

Dearly  beloved,  let  us  trust  the  Heavenly  Friend, 
and  with  our  hands  in  the  Father's  hand,  whatever 
the  mystery  of  life,  and  the  painfulness  of  the  road, 
may  we  patiently  wait  the  revelations  of  the  life  to 
come;  the  life  just  beyond  the  western  hills — as 
sured  that  Christ  will  keep  His  royal  word:  "  Thou 
shalt  know  hereafter." 

"  God  is  His  own  interpreter, 
And  He  will  make  it  plain." 


TRUST  GOD   IN   TRIAL. 

PAUL  GERHARDT. 

Him  to  govern,  then; 
King  can  rule  like  Him: 
How  wilt  thou  wonder  when 
Thine  eyes  no  more  are  dim. 
To  see  those  paths  which  vexed  thee, 
How  wise  they  were  and  meet — 
The  works  which  now  perplex  thee, 
How  beautiful,  complete; 
In  thy  right  hand  to-morrow, 
Thy  God  shall  place  the  palms; 
To  Him  who  chased  thy  sorrow 
How  glad  will  be  thy  psalms. 
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BLESSINGS   IN    DISGUISE. 

UNKNOWN. 

ISFORTUNES  often  prove  blessings  in  dis 
^  ^  guise.  It  is  said  that  the  great  European 
physiologist'and  natural  philosopher.  Helm- 
holtz,  dates  his  start  in  science  from  an  attack  of 
typhoid  fever.  Strangely  enough,  this  illness  put 
him  in  possession  of  a  microscope,  which  he  was 
enabled  to  purchase,  as  he  tells  us  himself,  "  by  hav 
ing  spent  my  autumn  vacation  in  1SA1  in  the  hospi 
tal,  prostrated  by  typhoid  fever.  Being  a  pupil,  I 
was  nursed  without  charge,  and  on  my  recovery  I 
found  myself  in  possession  of  the  savings  of  my 
small  resources."  This  fever  proved  a  fortunate 
illness  for  Helmholtz  and  the  world,  and  is  a  strik 
ing  instance  of  a  blessing  in  disguise. 

John  Bunyan  was  thrown  into  a  dungeon  for 
preaching  the  gospel;  but  while  there  he  wrote  "  The 
Pilgrim's  Progress"  and  other  books  that  have 
blessed  the  world  and  immortalized  his  name.  The 
persecutions  which  were  cruel  and  severe  proved  to 
be  real  blessings  in  disguises,  for  by  them  he  was  led 
into  paths  of  usefulness  which  he  could  otherwise 
never  have  known.  The  seeming  misfortunes  of 
John  Bunyan  made  him  the  hero  of  Bedford  jail. 

So  John  Kitto,  the  eminent  writer  on  biblical  sub 
jects,  and  thousands  of  others,  have  been  led  into 
paths  of  distinguished  usefulness  through  some 
seeming  accidental,  though  no  doubt  providential 
occurrence.  Many  of  our  most  common  ills  are 
really  blessings  in  disguise.  We  shall  so  see  them 
4 'when  the  mists  are  cleared  away."  It  is  well, 
therefore,  to  trust  God  in  all  things  and  say,  "  Thy 
will  be  done." 
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THE   BURDEN   OF   SORROW. 

REV.  JOHN  PHILIP,  M.A. 

brotherhood  of  sorrow  is  a  guild  that  com 
prehends  all  the  race.  Who  has  not  wept  be- 
times  ?  What  human  heart  is  there  but  has 
sometimes  been  riven  with  sorrow  ?  What  bodily 
frame  but  has  sometimes  quivered  with  pain  ?  No 
doubt  some  have  a  far  larger  share  of  sorrow  than 
others.  Even  God's  own  children  may  be  corrected 
when  others  are  let  alone.  He  loves  them  too  well 
not  to  correct  them.  "  Whom  the  Lord  loveth  He 
correcteth,  and  scourgeth  every  son  whom  He  re- 
ceiveth."  Sonship  is  not  incompatible  with  scourg 
ing,  but  may  rather  be  attested  a]  id  approved  thereby. 
Yet  sometimes  it  is  not  easy  to  spell  love  out  of 
trials.  It  may  be  true  of  God's  children,  as  afore 
time,  "  Now  for  a  season  if  need  be,  ye  are  in  heavi 
ness  through  manifold  temptations." 

The  manif oldness  of  our  relations  in  life  makes  us 
a  broader  mark  for  the  shafts  of  sorrow.  The  more 
tender  our  sensibilities  the  warmer  our  affections, 
and  the  more  nearly  and  closely  we  touch  one  an 
other,  the  oftener  and  more  freely  may  our  hearts 
be  made  to  bleed.  And  how  often  when  trouble 
comes  does  it  seem  to  double  itself  !  Our  bodily  and 
mental  troubles,  our  personal  afflictions  and  relative 
bereavements,  our  private  and  public  misfortunes, 
especially  when  they  come  together,  like  two  seas 
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meeting,  sometimes  make  the  burden  of  sorrow  a 
very  heavy  one.  We  may  feel  at  such  times  as  if 
it  were  heavier  than  we  could  bear. 

Especially  so  when  it  seems  as  if  we  must  bear 
the  weight  all  alone.     Human  sympathy,  when  sin 
cere,  is  very  sweet;  'tis  like  an  oasis  in  the  desert. 
Yet  it  is  often  very  powerless  to  relieve.     It  may 
soothe  and  yet  not  be  able  to  sustain;  it  may  bend 
over  us  with  yearning  pity,  and  yet  be  utterly  una 
ble  to  lift  off  our  load.     There  are  times  when  we 
are  made  to  feel  how  far  removed  we  are  beyond 
the  power  of  human  sympathy,  and  when  we  real 
ize  a  terrible  isolation  and  solitariness  in  our  sorrow. 
Perhaps  in  our  anguish  we  are  ready  to  cry,    "I 
looked  on  my  right  hand,  but  there  was  no  man  that 
would  know  me:  refuge  failed  me;  no  man  cared 
for  my  soul."    Nevertheless,  at  such  times  we  may 
be  able  to  add;  "  I  cried  unto  Thee,  0  Lord:  I  said. 
Thou  art  my  refuge  and  my  portion  in  the  land  of 
the  living."      Blessed  be  God  there  is  a  great  Sor 
row-bearer  as  well  as  a  sin-bearer.  He  who  bare  our 
sins,  carried  our  infirmities.     Jesus  Christ  was  in 
deed  "  a  Man  of  sorrows  and  acquainted  with  grief. " 
and  His  sinlessness  does  not  impair,  but  perfects 
His  sympathy;  for  sin  blunts  sensibility  and  deadens 
feeling.     His  sympathy  is  indeed  exquisitely  tender, 
as  it  is  thoroughly  human;  and  yet  it  is  all-power 
ful,  for  it  is  Divine.     We  see  the  tenderness  of  His 
human  sympathy  on  His  way  to  the  grave  of  Laza 
rus,  for  "  Jesus  wept;  "  and  we  see  also  the  divinity 
of    His  power  when  He    cried,    "  Lazarus,   come 
forth  ! " 

If  it  is  a  great  relief  to  a  sorrow -burdened  heart 
to  vent  its  sorrow  in  the  presence  of  one  who  is 
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possessed  of  a  large,  loving,  and  sympathizing  heart, 
even  when  he  can  do  little  or  nothing  to  help,  how 
much  more  should  it  be  to  spread  out  our  sorrow 
before  Him  whose  pity  is  equalled  by  His  power, 
who  is  both  infinitely  able  and  willing  to  do  exceed 
ing  abundantly  for  us  above  what  we  ask  or  think  ! 
If  he  does  not  see  fit  to  remove  the  burden  yet  He 
can  render  our  strength  equal  to  bear  it.  If  the 
thorn  is  not  taken  away,  yet  the  promise  may  be 
made  good,  "  My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee:  for  My 
strength  is  made  perfect  in  weakness  !  "  How  often 
has  it  been  proved  that  the  sorrow  that  has  driven 
the  heart  has  but  cleft  a  way  for  the  entrance  of 
that  word  that  giveth  light.  The  farther  down  the 
ploughshare  of  sorrow  has  gone,  and  the  deeper 
the  furrows  made  in  the  heart,  the  more  deeply 
bedded  has  been  the  precious  seed,  and  the  more 
abundant  the  future  harvest,  "They  that  sow  in 
tears  shall  reap  in  joy." 
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IN  TRIAL. 

SIR  ROBERT  GRANT. 

gathering  clouds  around  I  view, 
And  days  are  dark  and  friends  are  few, 
On  Him  I  lean  who  not  in  vain 
Experienced  every  human  pain; 
He  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears, 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to 'stray 
From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way, 
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To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue, 

Or  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do, 

Still  He  who  felt  temptation's  power 

Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 

If  wounded  love  my  bosom  swell, 
Deceived  by  those  I  prized  too  well, 
He  shall  his  pitying  aid  bestow 
Who  felt  on  earth  severer  woe; 
At  once  betrayed,  denied,  or  fled, 
By  those  who  shared  His  daily  bread. 

If  vexing  thoughts  within  mo  rise, 
And  sore  dismayed  my  spirit  dies, 
Still  He  who  once  vouchsafed  to  bear 
The  sickening  anguish  of  despair 
Shall  sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry, 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  streaming  eye. 

When  sorrowing  o'er  some  stone  I  bend, 
Which  covers  what  was  once  a  friend, 
And  from  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile, 
Divides  me  for  a  little  while, 
Thou,  Saviour,  mark'st  the  tears  I  shed, 
For  Thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead  ! 

And  0,  when  I  have  safely  past 
Through  every  conflict  but  the  last, 
Still,  still  unchanging,  watcli  beside 
My  painful  bed,  for  Thou  hast  died; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away  ! 


IT  may  be  that  thou  art  entered  into  a  cloud,  which 
will  bring  a  gentle  shower  to  refresh  thy  sorrows.— 

JEREMY  TAYLOR. 
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VICTORY  OVER  TEMPTATIONS. 

WILLIAM  S.  PLUMER,  D.D. 

|f  T  almost  startles  one  to  hear  the  apostle  James 
saying,  "  My  brethren,  count  it  all  joy  when  ye 
^  fall  into  divers  temptations.  .  .  Blessed  is  the 
man  that  endureth  [patiently  endures,  with  con 
stancy  bears  up  under]  temptation."  But  when  we 
search  God's  Word,  we  find  the  doctrine  abundantly 
supported  and  illustrated. 

Take  the  case  of  our  Blessed  Lord.  He  was  long 
and  sorely  tempted  of  the  devil— tempted  as  no  man 
ever  was.  Yet  see  the  happy  consequences  imme 
diately  following:  "  Bshold,  angels  came  and  minis 
tered  unto  Him."  While  His  temptation  lasted, 
they  stood  at  a  distance  to  let  it  appear  that  Christ 
could  conquer  by  His  own  power  and  holiness. 
But  when  the  battle  was  fought  and  the  victory 
won,  they  rejoiced  in  such  a  Lord;  they  brought 
Him  food;  they  comforted  Him,  as  they  often 
strengthen  and  comfort  His  tempted  people.  If 
Satan  was  allowed  to  assail  Him,  angels  were  sent 
to  congratulate  Him,  adore  Him,  and  serve  Him. 
Thus  He  was  prepared  and  encouraged  to  go  boldly 
on  in  His  great  work  of  destroying  the  works  of  the 
devil,  and  in  setting  up  the  kingdom  of  God. 

A  like  result  is  reached  when  the  saints  endure 
temptation.  The  trying  of  their  faith  worketh 
patience,  constancy,  heavenly  heroism;  and  patience 
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worketh  experience;  and  experience  hope;  and  hope 
maketh  not  ashamed:  hecause  the  love  of  God  is 
shed  abroad  in  our  hearts  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  which 
is  given  unto  us.  So  uniformly  and  so  wonderfully 
does  the  Lord  bless  temptation  to  the  edification  of 
His  people,  that  the  great  and  good  Luther  said: 
"One  Christian  well  tempted  is  worth  a  thous 
and."  Another  of  his  sayings  was:  "  Three  things 
make  a  good  theologian:  meditation,  temptation, 
and  prayer." 

Like  testimonies  have  been  borne  by  others. 
Fenelon  said:  "  Temptations,  as  a  file,  rub  off  much 
of  the  rust  of  our  self-confidence."  Dr.  Samuel 
Clarke  says:  "  Bearing  up  against  temptations  and 
prevailing  over  them,  is  the  very  thing  wherein  the 
whole  life  of  religion  consists.  It  is  the  trial  which 
God  puts  upon  us  in  this  world,  by  which  we  are  to 
make  evidence  of  our  love  and  obedience  to  Him, 
and  of  our  fitness  to  be  made  members  of  His  king 
dom." 

How  ill-prepared  would  David  have  been  for  the 
conflicts  of  his  riper  years  had  he  not  fought  with 
the  lion,  and  the  bear,  and  the  giant  of  Gath,  when 
young  !  O,  it  is  good  for  a  man  that  he  bear  the 
yoke  in  his  youth.  It  makes  a  man  of  him.  "  He 
sitteth  alone  and  keepeth  silence,  because  he  hath 
borne  it  upon  him.  He  putteth  his  mouth  in  the 
dust,  if  so  be  there  may  be  hope."  All  great  char 
acters  are  formed  more  or  less  in  the  school  of  trial 
—even  sharp  trial. 

The  difference  between  Daniel  going  into  Baby 
lon  and  Daniel  beholding  the  fall  of  the  Chaldean 
monarch,  was  as  great  as  could  well  be  imagined. 
Hardly  any  two  pious  men  were  less  alike  than 
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were  the  young  Israelite  and  the  old  prophet  pro 
nouncing  sentence  of  death  on  Lucifer,  the  son  of 
the  morning,  when  he  was  about  to  be  cast  down  to 
hell. 

Compare  the  young  Saul  of  Tarsus,  crying, 
"  Lord,  what  will  Thou  have  me  to  do  ? "  with  such 
an  one  as  Paul  the  aged.  How  great  the  contrast ! 
What  made  the  difference  ?  Chiefly  his  experience 
in  trials  and  afflictions  and  temptations. 

The  little  child  Moses  in  the  rushes,  and  the  old 
man  Moses,  with  his  eye  undimmed  and  his  natural 
force  unabated  at  the  age  of  a  hundred  and  twenty 
years,  were  not  so  unlike  in  appearance  of  body  as 
they  were  in  strength  and  excellence  of  character. 

Everlasting  bliss  will  bear  a  proportion  to  what 
men  have  endured  for  Christ  and  His  cause.  On 
earth,  Mordecai  once  wore  a  crown  of  gold;  and 
our  Saviour  once  wore  a  crown  of  thorns:  but  in 
the  world  to  come,  the  saints  shall  wear  different 
crowns.  "  Blessed  is  the  man  that  endureth  temp 
tation;  for  when  he  is  tried  he  shall  receive  the 
crown  of  life,  which  the  Lord  hath  prepared  for 
them  that  love  Him."  So  spoke  James.  Paul  says: 
"  I  am  now  ready  to  be  offered,  and  the  time  of  my 
departure  is  at  hand.  I  have  fought  a  good  fight,  I 
have  finished  my  course,  I  have  kept  the  faith: 
henceforth  there  is  laid  up  for  me  a  crown  of  right 
eousness."  Peter  says:  "When  the  Chief  Shep 
herd  shall  appear,  ye  shall  receive  a  crown  of  glory 
that  fadeth  not  away."  0,  what  a  crowning  that 
will  be:  life,  righteousness,  glory  — all  in  one  day- 
all  for  nothing— all  by  grace— and  all  for  eternity. 
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MYSTERIES    MADE   PLAIN  HEREAFTER. 

F.  C.  MONFORT,  D.D. 


eye  is  a  more  wonderful  instrument  than 
glasses  which  men  have  invented  to  help 
rp  it  in  its  work.  The  ease  with  which  a  land 
scape,  or  a  star,  or  a  companion's  face  is  pictured 
in  it  so  that  we  see  distinctly,  is  proof  of  wider  and 
greater  skill  than  that  of  man;  yet  the  powers  of 
the  eye  are  limited.  There  are  things  within  its 
range  too  bright  for  its  study.  It  was  not  made  to 
look  at  the  sun  except  through  a  medium  or  veil  of 
protection.  The  direct  light  of  the  sun  would  de 
stroy  it. 

The  mind  is  more  wonderful  than  the  eye.  Its 
range  is  not  limited  by  distance  or  time.  It  dis 
cerns  not  only  color  and  shape  and  beauty,  but  rea 
sons  and  truth.  It  knows  cause  and  effect,  as  well 
as  right  and  wrong.  It  knows  present  and  past, 
and  searches  the  earth  and  the  heavens.  It  makes 
disco  veries,  and  prides  itself  on  its  powers;  yet  its 
powers  have  a  limit.  There  are  things  which  it  can 
no  more  compass  than  the  unaided  eye  can  study 
the  sun. 

The  being  and  character  of  God  are  too  great  for 
.its  powers.  "  No  man  hath  seen  God  at  any  time.  " 
No  man  with  mortal  eyes  can  see  Him.  The  faint 
est  manifestations  of  His  glory  have  proved  too 
much  for  eyes  of  flesh.  Paul,  on  the  way  to  Damas- 
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cus,  fell  to  the  earth.  Neither  can  the  mind  endure 
it.  Peter  and  James  and  John,  when  on  the  Mount 
of  Transfiguration,  were  bewildered  and  knew  not 
what  they  did.  A  faint  earnest  of  the  glory  of 
heaven  overcame  them. 

It  is  only  through  a  medium  that  we  can  know 
the  Infinite — l  i  the  only  begotten  Son,  who  is  in  the 
bosom  of  the  Father;  He  hath  revealed  Him."  Not 
in  the  full  majesty  of  His  glory,  but  only  in  so  far 
as  men  are  able  to  bear  it. 

The  mysteries  of  religion  are  a  study  too  great  for 
the  mind.  We  look  upon  things  infinite,  as  one 
studies  the  sun  through  a  glass  which  has  been 
smoked. 

The  mind  is  finite,  and  God's  works  and  provi 
dences,  though  plain  to  superior  intelligences,  are 
a  mystery  to  it.  God  manifest  in  the  flesh  was  seen 
of  angels,  but  men  recognized  Him  only  by  His 
works  and  by  the  testimony  from  heaven — things 
which  they  could  see  and  understand.  The  incar 
nation,  the  world's  great  fact,  with  the  whole  plan 
of  salvation,  is  understood  in  heaven— the  angels 
who  sang  at  the  Saviour's  birth,  who  sustained  Him 
and  ministered  to  Him,  understand  better  than  we 
1 '  the  great  mystery  of  godliness. ' '  The  work  of 
God's  spirit  may  be  understood  by  the  angels,  but 
it  is  to  us  as  mysterious  as  the  power  which  causes 
the  seed  to  open  and  the  trees  to  grow.  It  is  not 
within  the  range  of  intellect.  We  may  feel  the  in 
fluence  of  the  Spirit,  and  be  guided  and  sanctified 
by  Him,  but  His  work  is  a  mystery. 

The  same  is  true  of  the  future  life.  Heaven  is 
the  Christian's  hope;  yet  how  little  he  knows  of  its. 
glory.  The  Bible  promises  him  a  better  country, 
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but  he  can  not  survey  it  nor  picture  its  scenery.  He 
is  assured  of  a  mansion,  but  knows  not  its  architec 
ture.  Descriptions  are  given,  but  they  are  veiled  in 
human  language.  The  tree  and  river  of  life;  the 
gates  of  precious  stones;  the  light  without  the  sun; 
continued  day;  freedom  from  pain,  from  sin  and 
death;  the  throne  and  the  rainbow,  and  the  King 
in  His  beauty— though  they  tell  of  heaven,  are  feeble 
expressions  of  its  glory.  They  are  illustrations 
suited  to  our  limited  capacity.  A  perfect  picture  of 
heaven  could  not  be  painted  in  human  language, 
and  would  not  be  intelligible  to  human  minds. 

What  we  know  not  now  we  shall  know  hereafter. 
Our  souls  are  in  their  childhood.  They  will  one  day 
understand  things  which  are  now  hidden.  The  veil 
will  be  removed,  and  we  shall  know  even  as  we  are 
known.  When  we  were  children  we  talked  and 
understood  as  children.  We  now  see  that  many 
childish  thoughts  were  foolish.  Things  are  plain 
which  sorely  puzzled  us.  Mysteries  have  vanished. 
We  have  outgrown  joys,  sorrows,  hopes  and  fears. 
We  have  put  away  childish  things.  So  the  soul 
will  put  away  the  things  of  its  childhood.  It  wih1 
understand  things  now  hidden.  The  being  of  God, 
the  work  of  the  Spirit,  and  the  joy  of  heaven,  will 
no  longer  be  veiled  and  darkened.  "  Then,  face  to 
face."  it  shall  know  the  full  enjoyment  of  God  and 
of  heaven.  "What  I  do  (said  the  Saviour),  thou 
knowest  not  now;  but  thou  shalt  know  hereafter.'7 

This  is  the  Christian's  hope.  It  is  his  comfort  in 
time  of  trial.  It  strengthens  him  against  tempta 
tion.  The  world  may  be  dark,  but  he  looks  beyond. 
His  life  may  be  a  battle  with  evil,  but  he  sees  vic 
tory  and  its  reward.  His  way  may  be  hedged  and 
24 
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rough,  but  he  journeys  to  a  sure  place— "  to  a  land 
of  which  the  Lord  hath  said,  I  will  give  thee." 
Our  Saviour,  for  the  joy  that  was  set  before  Him, 
endured  the  cross,  despising  the  shame.  So  His  fol 
lowers,  in  the  hope  of  heaven,  bear  their  burdens, 
counting  it  a  joy  that  they  are  allowed  to  suffer 
with  Him. 

Unbelievers  may  doubt  the  value  of  this  comfort 
and  strength.  They  may  ask  us  to  demonstrate  it 
and  prove  its  value  by  figures,  as  men  prove  earthly 
good.  So  we  may  ask  a  child  to  prove  its  father's 
love,  or  demonstrate  the  nature  of  its  faith  in  him. 
We  have  no  just  conception  of  heaven.  No  more 
has  a  little  child  a  true  idea  of  its  country  or  of  lib 
erty.  We  can  only  say,  We  know  in  whom  we  be 
lieve.  We  know  that  God  is  true.  We  know  that 
if  "our  earthly  house  of  this  tabernacle  were  dis 
solved,  we  have  a  building  of  God;  a  house  not 
made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens." 


IT  is  not  hard  to  die.  It  is  harder  a  thousand 
times  to  live.  To  live  is  to  see  God  through  a  glass 
darkly.  To  die  is  to  see  Him  face  to  face.  To  live 
is  to  be  one  in  the  ore.  To  die  is  to  be  smelted  and 
come  out  pure  gold.  To  live  is  to  be  in  March  and 
November.  To  die  is  to  find  midsummer  where 
there  is  perfect  harmony  and  perfect  beauty.— 

HENRY  WARD  BEECHER. 

CAN  any  man  trust  a  better  support  under  afflic 
tion  than  the  friendship  of  omnipotence,  who  is  both 
able  and  willing,  and  knows  how  to  relieve  him  ? 

R.  BENTLEY. 
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EARTH  TO  EARTH. 

JOHN  HAMPTON  GURNEY. 

|AETH  to  earth  and  dust  to  dust, 
Lord  we  own  the  sentence  just; 
Head  and  tongue,  and  hand  and  heart, 

All  in  guilt  have  borne  their  part; 

Righteous  is  the  common  doom, 

All  must  moulder  in  the  tomb. 

Like  the  seed  in  spring-time  sown, 
Like  the  leaves  in  autumn  strown, 
Low  these  goodly  frames  must  lie, 
All  our  pomp  and  glory  die; 
Soon  the  spoiler  seeks  his  prey, 
Soon  he  bears  us  all  away. 

Yet  the  seed,  upraised  again, 
Clothes  with  green  the  smiling  plain; 
Onward  as  the  seasons  move, 
Leaves  and  blossoms  deck  the  grove; 
And  shall  we  forgotten  lie, 
Lost  forever,  when  we  die  ? 

Lord,  from  Nature's  gloomy  night 
Turn  we  to  the  Gospel's  light; 
Thou  didst  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
Thou  wilt  all  Thy  people  save; 
Ransomed  by  Thy  blood,  the  just 
Rise  immortal  from  the  dust. 
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IMMORTALITY. 

PHILIP  SCHAFF,  D.D.,  L.L.D. 

( IFE,  death,  eternity— how  vast,  how  deep,  how 
solemn  these  three  words,  so  familiar  to  us 
all !  Who  can  measure,  who  can  fathom  their 
meaning  ?  In  the  midst  of  life  we  are  surrounded 
by  death  and  confronted  by  eternity,  with  its  bound 
less  prospects  of  weal  and  woe.  Life  on  earth  ends 
in  death,  and  death  is  but  the  dark  door  to  another 
life  which  has  no  end.  Astronomy  cannot  tell 
whether  this  visible  universe  has  boundaries  or  not, 
and  what  lies  beyond.  Theology  cannot  determine 
the  locality  of  that  invisible  universe  from  which  no 
traveller  returns,  nor  the  direction  and  length  of 
that  lonely  passage  which  carries  the  disembodied 
spirit  from  its  present  to  its  future  abode.  But  this 
we  do  know— and  it  is  enough  for  our  comfort— that 
in  our  Father's  house  are  many  mansions,  and  that 
our  Saviour  has  prepared  a  place  for  all  His  disciples. 
There  is  an  abundance  of  room  for  all  even  within 
the  limits  of  this  universe,  and  for  aught  we  know 
the  spirit  world  may  be  very  near  and  round  about 
us.  There  are  exalted  moments  in  our  life  when 
we  see  the  heavens  open  and  the  angels  of  God  de 
scending  and  ascending.  Life  is  a  mystery,  a  glori 
ous  mystery  with  a  heaven  beyond,  but  a  terrible 
mystery  with  annihilation  or  endless  punishment  in 
prospect. 
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The  immortality  of  the  soul  is  a  universal  instinct 
and  desire  of  the  human  race.  Like  the  idea  of 
God,  it  is  implanted  in  our  intellectual  and  moral 
constitution.  We  cannot  think  backward  without 
reaching  an  ultimate  cause  which  has  no  beginning; 
we  cannot  think  forward  without  arriving  at  a  re 
sult  which  has  no  ending.  God  and  eternity  pre 
cede  time  and  succeed  time,  and  time  itself  is  filled 
with  both.  We  cannot  conceive  that  a  wise  Crea 
tor  should  make  man  in  His  own  image  and  endow 
him  with  the  highest  faculties  without  ordaining 
him  for  endless  existence.  He  cannot  intend  the 
head  of  His  creatures,  the  master -piece  of  His  hand, 
to  perish  like  the  brute.  He  cannot  allo\v  virtue  to 
suffer  and  iniquity  to  flourish  without  some  future 
adjustment  which  will  give  to  every  one  his  due  and 
restore  the  harmony  of  character  and  condition.  It 
seems  impossible  that  a  rational  being  filled  with 
infinite  longings  and  capable  of  endless  progress 
should  be  suddenly  cut  off  in  the  beginning  of  its 
career,  "like  the  empty  fabric  of  a  vision  leaving 
no  wreck  behind."  It  seems  impossible  that  the 
mind,  which  proves  its  independence  of  the  body 
and  matures  in  strength  while  the  body  declines, 
should  be  dissolved  with  its  material  tent.  No  hus 
band  can  close  the  eyes  of  a  beloved  wife,  no  parent 
can  commit  a  child  to  the  cold  grave,  no  friend  can 
bid  farevvell  to  a  bosom  friend,  without  the  ardent 
wish  of  the  recovery  of  the  loss  and  a  meeting  again 
in  a  better  world,  where  tears  of  parting  are  un 
known.  Every  consideration  of  God's  goodness, 
love,  and  justice,  of  man's  capacities,  desires  and 
hopes,  and  of  surrounding  nature,  with  its  perennial 
renovations  of  seasons  and  transformations  of  death 
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itself  into  new  forms  of  life,  forces  upon  us  the  be 
lief  in  the  immortality  of  the  human  soul. 

But  after  all,  philosophy  and  science  can  lead  us 
only  to  the  probability  of  immortality,  and  there  is 
a  vast  step  f  t'om  probability  to  certainty.  The  starry 
heavens  above  and  the  moral  law  within  may  well 
have  filled  the  great  philosopher  of  the  last  century 
with  ever-growing  reverence  and  awe;  but  beyond 
the  starry  heavens  and  behind  the  moral  law  lie  the 
sublimer  regions  of  faith,  which  fill  us  with  deeper 
reverence  and  which  alone  can  give  us  solid  comfort 
in  life  and  in  death. 

Another  profound  and  keen  thinker  of  the  nine 
teenth  century,  who  had  mastered  all  the  systems 
from  Plato  to  Kant,  when  he  stood  at  the  open  grave 
of  his  only  child,  could  find  no  comfort  in  any  phil 
osophical  argument,  but  only  in  the  all-powerful 
prayer  of  Christ,  "Father,  I  will  that  they  also 
whom  Thou  hast  given  me  be  with  me  where  I  am  ' ' 
(John  xvii.,  26);  and  in  the  assurance  of  His  beloved 
disciple,  "  It  doth  not  yet  appear  what  we  shall  be; 
but  we  know  that  when  He  shall  appear  we  shall  be 
like  Him,  for  we  shall  see  Him  as  He  is"  (John 
iii.,  2).  Supported  by  these  firm  assurances,  he  said, 
and  trusting  therein  my  child's  immortal  life,  I  re 
peat  from  my  heart  the  words  of  Holy  Writ,  "  The 
Lord  gave  and  the  Lord  hath  taken  away;  blessed 
be  the  name  of  the  Lord  !  "  (Job  i.,  21.) 

Faith  in  Christ  who  can  never  die,  who  is  the  con 
queror  of  death  and  the  prince  of  life,  gives  us  the 
best  security  for  our  immortality.  In  union  with 
Christ  the  future  life  is  an  immortality  of  bliss;  out 
of  Christ  it  is  an  immortality  of  woe. 

Let  us  glance,  first,  at  the  notions  which  pre- 
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vailed  among  the  heathen  and  Jews  on  this  subject 
before  the  advent  of  our  Lord,  that  we  may  see  the 
difference. 

1.  The  heathen  ideas  of  the  future  life  were  vague 
and  confused.  The  Hindoos,  Babylonians,  and 
Egyptians  had  a  lively  sense  of  immortality,  but 
mixed  with  the  notion  of  endless  migrations  and 
transformations,  through  various  forms  of  vegetable 
and  animal  life.  The  Buddhists,  starting  from  the 
idea  that  existence  is  want,  and  want  is  suffering, 
make  it  the  chief  end  of  man  to  escape  such  migra 
tions,  and  by  various  mortifications  to  prepare  for 
annihilation  or  absorption  in  the  unconscious  dream- 
life  of  Nirwana.  The  popular  belief  among  the  an 
cient  Greeks  and  Romans  was  that  man  passes  after 
death  into  the  Underworld,  the  Greek  Hades,  the 
Roman  Orcus.  According  to  Homer,  Hades  is  a 
dark  abode  in  the  interior  of  the  earth,  with  an  en 
trance  at  the  western  extremity  of  the  ocean,  where 
the  rays  of  the  sun  do  not  penetrate.  Charon  car 
ries  the  dead  over  the  stream;  Acheron  and  the 
three-headed  dog  Cerberus  watch  the  entrance  and 
allow  none  to  pass  out.  There  the  spirits  exist  in  a 
disembodied  state  and  lead  a  shadowy  dream-life. 
A  vague  distinction  was  made  between  two  regions 
in  Hades,  an  Elysium  (also  "  the  Islands  of  the 
Blessed  ")  for  the  good,  and  Tartarus  for  the  bad. 

Socrates,  Plato,  Cicero,  Seneca,  and  Plutarch  rose 
highest  among  the  ancient  philosophers  in  their 
views  of  the  future  life,  but  they  reached  only  to  be 
lief  in  its  probability,  not  in  its  certainty.  Socrates, 
after  he  was  condemned  to  death,  said  to  his  judges: 
"  Death  is  either  an  eternal  sleep  or  a  transition  to 
a  new  life;  but  in  neither  case  is  it  an  evil;"  and 
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he  drank  with  playful  irony  the  fatal  hemlock. 
Plato,  viewing  the  human  soul  as  a  portion  of  the 
eternal,  infinite,  all-pervading  Deity,  believed  in  its 
pre -existence  before  this  present  life,  and  thus  had 
a  strong  ground  of  hope  for  its  continuance  after 
death.  All  the  souls  pass  into  the  spirit  world,  the 
righteous  into  the  abodes  of  bliss,  where  they  live 
forever  in  a  disembodied  state,  the  wicked  into  Tar 
tarus  for  punishment  and  purification,  and  the  in 
corrigibly  bad  for  eternal  punishment.  Plutarch, 
the  purest  and  noblest  among  the  Platonists.  thought 
that  immortality  was  inseparably  connected  with 
belief  in  an  all-ruling  Providence,  and  looked  to  the 
life  beyond  as  promising  a  higher  knowledge  of  and 
closer  conformity  to  God,  but  only  for  those  few 
who  are  here  purified  by  virtue  and  piety.  In  such 
rare  cases  departure  might  be  called  an  ascent  to 
the  stars,  to  heaven,  to  the  gods,  rather  than  a  de 
scent  to  Hades.  At  the  death  of  his  daughter,  he 
comforted  his  wife  with  the  hope  in  the  blissful  state 
of  infants  who  die  in  infancy.  Cicero  reflects  in 
classical  language  "the  ignorance,  the  errors,  and 
the  uncertainty  of  the  ancient  philosophers  with 
regard  to  the  immortality  of  the  soul."  Though 
strongly  leaning  to  a  positive  view,  he  yet  found  it 
no  superfluous  task  to  quiet  the  fear  of  death  in  case 
the  soul  should  perish  with  the  body.  The  Stoics 
believed  only  in  a  limited  immortality,  or  denied  it 
altogether,  and  justified  suicide  when  life  became 
unendurable.  The  great  men  of  Greece  and  Eome 
were  not  influenced  by  the  idea  of  a  future  world  as 
a  motive  of  action.  During  the  debate  on  the  pun 
ishment  of  Catiline  and  his  fellow  conspirators, 
Julius  Caesar  openly  declared  in  the  Eoman  Senate 
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that  death  dissolves  all  the  ills  of  mortality,  and  is 
the  boundary  of  existence  beyond  which  there  is  no 
more  care  nor  joy,  no  more  punishment  for  sin,  nor 
any  reward  for  virtue.  The  younger  Cato,  the 
model  Stoic,  agreed  with  Caesar;  yet  before  he  made 
an  end  to  his  life  at  Utica  he  read  Plato's  Phcedon. 
Seneca  once  dreamed  of  immortality,  and  almost 
approached  the  Christian  hope  of  the  birth-day  of 
eternity,  if  we  are  to  trust  his  rhetoric,  but  after 
wards  he  awoke  from  the  beautiful  dream  and  com 
mitted  suicide.  Marcus  Aurelius,  in  sad  resigna 
tion,  bids  nature,  "  Give  what  thou  wilt,  and  take 
back  what  thou  wilt." 

Yet  the  scepticism  of  the  educated  and  half- 
educated  could  not  extinguish  the  popular  belief  in 
immortality.  The  number  of  cheerless  and  hopeless 
materialistic  epitaphs  is  very  small  as  compared 
with  the  many  thousands  which  reveal  no  such 
doubt,  or  express  belief  in  some  kind  of  existence 
beyond  the  grave. 

Of  a  resurrection  of  the  body  the  Greeks  and 
Romans  had  no  conception,  except  in  the  form  of 
shades  and  spectral  outlines,  which  were  supposed 
to  surround  the  disembodied  spirits,  and  to  make 
them  to  some  degree  recognizable.  Heathen  philos 
ophers  like  Celsus  ridiculed  the  resurrection  of  the 
body  as  useless,  absurd  and  impossible. 

2.  The  Jewish  doctrine  is  far  in  advance  of  heathen 
notions  and  conjectures,  but  presents  different 
phrases  of  development. 

The  Mosaic  writings  are  remarkably  silent  about 
the  future  life,  and  emphasize  the  present  rather 
than  future  consequences  of  the  observance  or  non- 
observance  of  the  law  (because  it  has  a  civil  or  polit- 
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ical  as  well  as  spiritual  import);  and  hence  the  Sad- 
ducees  denied  the  resurrection  (perhaps  also  the  im 
mortality  of  the  soul).  The  Pentateuch  contains, 
however,  some  remote  and  significant  hints  of  im 
mortality,  as  in  the  tree  of  life  with  its  symbolic  im 
port;  in  the  mysterious  translation  of  Enoch  as  a 
reward  for  his  piety;  in  the  prohibition  of  necro 
mancy:  in  the  patriarchal  phrase  for  dying,  "to  be 
gathered  to  his  fathers,"  or  "  to  his  people;"  and 
in  the  self -designation  of  Jehovah  as  "the  God  of 
Abraham,  Isaac  and  Jacob,"  which  implies  their 
immortality,  since  "  God  is  not  a  God  of  the  dead, 
but  of  the  living."  What  has  an  eternal  meaning 
for  God  must  itself  be  eternal 

In  the  latter  writings  of  the  Old  Testament,  es 
pecially  during  and  after  the  exile,  the  doctrine  of 
immortality  and  resurrection  comes  out  plainly. 
Daniel's  vision  reaches  out  even  to  the  final  resur 
rection  of  "  many  of  them  that  sleep  in  the  dust  of 
the  earth  to  everlasting  life,"  and  of  "some  to 
shame  and  everlasting  contempt,"  and  prophesies 
that  "they  that  are  wise  shall  shine  as*  the.  bright 
ness  of  the  firmament,  and  they  that  turn  many  to 
righteousness  as  the  stars  for  ever  and  ever." 

But  before  Christ,  who  first  revealed  true  life,  the 
Hebrew  Sheol.  the  general  receptacle  of  departing 
souls,  remained,  like  the  Greek  Hades,  a  dark  and 
dreary  abode,  and  is  so  described  in  the  Old  Testa 
ment.  Cases  like  Enoch's  translation  and  Elijah's 
ascent  are  altogether  unique  and  exceptional,  and 
imply  the  meaning  that  death  is  not  necessarily  the 
transition  to  another  life. 

3.  The  Christian  doctrine  of  the  future  life  differs 
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from  the  heathen,  and  to  a  less  extent  also  from  the 
Jewish,  in  the  following  important  points: 

First,  it  gives  to  the  helief  in  a  future  state  the  ab- 
solute  certainty  of  divine  revelation,  sealed  by  the 
fact  of  Christ's  resurrection,  and  thereby  imparts  to 
the  present  life  an  immeasurable  importance,  in 
volving  endless  issues. 

In  the  next  place,  it  connects  the  resurrection  of 
the  body  with  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  and  thus 
saves  the  whole  individuality  of  man  from  destruc 
tion. 

Moreover,  Christianity  views  death  as  the  punish 
ment  of  sin,  and  therefore  as  something  terrible, 
fronuwhich  nature  shrinks.  But  its  terror  has  been 
broken,  and  its  sting  extracted  by  Christ. 

And  finally,  Christianity  qualifies  the  idea  of  a 
future- state  by  the  doctrine  of  sin  and  redemption, 
and  thus  makes  it  to  the  believer  a  state  of  absolute 
holiness  and  happiness;  to  the  impenitent  sinner  a 
state  of  absolute  misery.  Death  and  immortality 
are  a  blessing  to  the  one,  but  a  terror  to  the  other; 
the  former  can  hail  them  with  joy;  the  latter  has 
reason  to  tremble.  The  Bible  inseparably  connects 
the  future  life  with  the  general  judgment,  which 
determines  the  ultimate  fate  of  all  men  according  to 
their  works  done  in  this  earthly  life. 

To  the  Christian  this  present  life  is  simply  a  pil 
grimage  to  a  better  country  and  to  a  city  whose 
builder  and  maker  is  God.  Every  day  he  moves  his 
tent  nearer  his  true  home.  His  citizenship  is  in 
heaven,  his  thoughts,  his  hopes,  his  aspirations,  are 
heavenly.  This  unworldliness  or  heavenly-minded- 
ness,  far  from  disqualifying  him  for  the  duties  of 
earth,  makes  him  more  faithful  and  conscientious  in 
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his  calling;  for  he  remembers  that  he  must  render 
an  account  for  every  word  and  deed  at  a  bar  of  God's 
judgment.  Yea,  in  proportion  as  he  is  heavenly- 
minded  and  follows  the  example  of  his  Lord  and 
Saviour,  he  brings  heaven  down  to  earth  and  lifts 
earth  up  to  heaven,  and  inftfses  the  purity  and  hap 
piness  of  heaven  into  his  heart  and  home.  Faith 
unites  us  to  Christ,  who  is  life  itself  in  its  truest, 
fullest  conception:  life  in  God,  life  eternal.  United 
with  Christ,  we  live  indeed,  shedding  round  about 
us  the  rays  of  His  purity,  goodness,  love  and  peace. 
Death  has  lost  its  terror:  it  is  but  a  short  slumber 
from  which  we  shall  awake  in  His  likeness  and  en 
joy  what  eye  has  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  nor  ever 
entered  the  imagination  of  man.  "  Because  I  live, 
ye  shall  live  also."  John  xiv.,  19. 


CONSOLATION   AND   WARNING. 

REV.  JAMES  SMITH,  D.D. 

"  We  know  that  all  things  work  together  for  good  to  them  that 
love  God,  to  them  who  are  the  called  according  to  his  purpose."- 
Rom.  viii.,  28. 

things?  Yes;  whatever  happens  to  the 
Christian  is  directed  and  overruled  by  a  spec 
ial  providence  for  his  good.  It  may  be  very 
bitter;  it  may  lay  him  very  low;  it  may  try  him  to 
the  quick;  it  may  keep  him  in  the  dust  for  a  long 
time;  but  it  will  do  him  good,  not  only  in  the  end. 
but  while  it  lasts. 

Believer,  your  present  trial  is  for  your  good;  noth 
ing  could  be  better  for  you.     You  may  not  see  it 
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now;  you  may  feel  as  if  you  never  could  think  so; 
but  the  time  is  coming  when  you  will  bless  God  for 
it.  You  love  God,  though  it  is  but  feebly;  and  that 
proves  that  God  loves  you  with  an  infinite  and  eter 
nal  love.  You  have  come  to  the  cross  as  a  poor 
sinner,  and  you  look  to  the  Lord  Jesus  to  be  your 
perfect  Saviour;  and  this  proves  that  you  have  been 
called  according  to  God's  purpose.  And  it  is  as  one 
beloved  of  God,  as  one  of  God's  called  ones,  that 
we  may  have  this  assurance  respecting  you,  that  all 
things— light  and  darkness,  health  and  sickness, 
hatred  and  love,  prosperity  and  adversity,  life  and 
death — will  work  together  for  your  good.  God  as 
serts  the  fact,  and  therefore  you  should  believe  it. 
The  history  of  all  God's  people  proves  and  illustrates 
it,  and  therefore  you  should  rejoice  in  it.  Dark 
clouds  bring  rich  blessings;  sharp  winters  introduce 
fruitful  springs;  and  sore  troubles  often  precede  the 
sweetest  consolations.  Your  present  affliction — be 
it  sickness  of  body,  trouble  of  mind,  bereavements, 
losses,  crosses,  or  whatever  else — is  working  for 
your  good;  not  merely  will  work  in  the  future,  but 
is  working  now.  While  your  heart  is  bleeding, 
while  you  are  tempted  to  think  all  is  against  you, 
all  is  working  together  for  your  good.  u  We  glory 
in  tribulations  also  :  knowing  that  tribulation  work- 
eth  patience ;  and  patience,  experience  ;  and  ex 
perience,  hope."-— Rom.  v.,  3.  4. 

Unbeliever,  "  What  will  ye  do  in  the  day  of  visi 
tation  ? "— Isa.  x.,  3. 

Troubles,  trials,  and  afflictions  are  the  lot  of  all; 
none  can  finally  escape  them.  It  becomes  every 
one,  therefore,  to  be  prepared  for  them.  We  may 
soon,  we  may  suddenly,  be  visited  with  sickness, 
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bereavement,  or  death;  therefore  the  Lord  kindly 
asks  us  what  we  intend  to  do  when  they  come. 
Reader,  ivliat  will  you  do  f  Will  you  bear  them  with 
fortitude  and  patience  ?  Will  you  look  to  the  Lord 
for  wisdom  and  strength  to  enable  you  to  triumph 
over  them  ?  Will  you  have  Jesus  to  sympathize 
with  you  in  them,  support  you  under  them,  and 
bring  you  through  them  ?  Or  will  you  be  left  to 
grapple  with  them  in  your  native  strength  ?  Few 
sights  are  more  painful  than  to  see  a  sinner,  with 
out  a  hope  in  Jesus,  without  peace  with  God.  with 
out  a  prospect  of  glory,  sinking  into  floods  of  deep 
affliction. 

Reader,  will  this  be  your  case  f  Is  there  the  least 
probability  of  it  ?  If  so,  let  me  most  earnestly  and 
affectionately  beseech  you  now,  before  the  day  of 
visitation  comes,  before  the  storm  falls,  before  the 
tempest  bursts  upon  you,  to  seek  and  find  refuge 
in  Jesus.  Make  personal  religion  your  great  object. 
Seek  pardon  and  peace  through  Jesus  without  delay. 
Set  your  heart  upon  union  to  Christ,  and  never  rest 
until  you  enjoy  it:  it  may  be  realized,  and  it  may 
be  realized  by  you.  In  Christ,  deriving  strength 
from  Christ,  and  enjoying  communion  with  Christ, 
you  will  be  prepared  for  the  day  of  visitation, 
whether  that  visitation  be  temporal  losses,  soul  con 
flicts,  domestic  troubles,  or  even  death  itself.  Seek, 
oh  seek,  then,  an  interest  in  Christ.  Rest  not  until 
you  know  that  Christ  is  yours,  and  that  you  are  en 
titled  to  all  the  promises  of  his  grace;  and  then,  if 
asked,  "  What  will  you  do  in  the  day  of  visitation  ? " 
you  will  be  able  to  say,  "  I  will  trust  in  JESUS." 
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THE  LIGHT  IN  THE   CLOUDS. 

REV.  THEODORE  L.  CUYLER,  D.D. 

THANK  God  that  never  doth  He  permit  a  cloud 
so  dark  but  behind  it  is  the  light,  and  through 
it  streams  the  mercies,  and  from  it  descend 
plentiful  and  abounding  blessings.  Have  you  not 
had  it,  business  man,  in  your  experience  ?  When 
thou  wert  growing  too  rich  for  thy  soul's  good  did 
not  God  send  to  thee  that  depletion  ?  did  not  He 
puncture  thee  to  let  the  pride  and  vain-glory  run 
out  ?  When  thou  wert  running  at  fifty  miles  an 
hour  along  the  track  of  prosperity,  did  not  He,  per 
haps,  dash  thee  into  temporary  calamity,  in  order 
that  He  might  lower  thy  pride  and  put  thee  on  the 
better  track  of  godliness,  humanity  and  holy  living  ? 
I  am  confident  that  national  humiliation,  Church 
trials,  and  personal  adversities  are  all  God's  meas 
ures  for  the  purification  of  those  with  whom  He 
deals,  and  for  the  advancement  of  His  own  sover 
eign  glory. 

Suffering  hath  many  compensations,  not  only  in 
its  influence  upon  the  sufferer  in  humbling  him, 
bringing  him  into  a  sense  of  dependence,  inspiring 
in  him  a  spririt  of  prayer,  quickening  his  faith  and 
working  out  the  principles  of  righteousness,  but  suf 
fering  hath  its  happy  influence  on  others.  Did  you 
ever  climb  into  an  attic  or  thread  some  back  slum 
with  a  loaf  or  medicine  or  God's  Book,  and  bring 
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cheer  to  that  dark  home  and  heart,  and  not  go  home 
the  better  man,  melted,  thankful  for  your  own  home 
and  altar,  yourself  the  better  for  the  process  through 
which  the  suffering  of  that  suffering  one  had  led 
thee  ?  So  it  is  to-day  that  philanthropy  is  one  of 
the  blessings  that  come  out  of  sin  and  sorrow  and 
suffering.  Continually  I  love  to  think  how 

"Behind  the  cloud  the  star-light  shines, 
And  through  the  showers  the  sunheams  fall, 
For  God,  who  loveth  all  His  own, 
Doth  send  His  love  on  all." 

The  most  transcendent  illustration  of  that  in  the 
world  was  furnished  on  Golgotha  when  fiendish 
spirits  were  permitted  to  put  to  death  the  Lord  of 
Glory.  The  most  stupendous  crime  that  ever  dark 
ened  God's  heaven  was  committed  between  the  sixth 
and  ninth  hour  on  Calvary;  yet  that  cloud  that 
darkened  the  sky,  hid  the  sun,  under  whose  terrible 
gloom  the  earth  quaked  and  the  dead  came  forth,  is 
an  illustration  of  the  glorious  truth  that  in  Him  we 
have  the  redemption  of  our  sins  and  the  life  ever 
lasting.  And  as  long  as  you  and  I  have  Christ,  can 
we  not  bear  all  things  and  endure  all  things  if  we 
have  hope  of  that  redemption  and  that  Christ  in  our 
hearts  and  the  life  everlasting  beyond  the  grave  ? 

In  practical  application  the  first  thing  I  would 
have  you  remember,  is  that  God  is  often  inscrutable, 
never  wrong.  Write  that  with  a  pen  of  diamond 
on  a  rock :  ' '  God  is  always  right  when  I  am  wrong. ' ' 
Friend,  if  on  the  day  of  judgment  thou  goest  away 
condemned  into  hell  for  the  rejection  of  the  blood  of 
Christ,  even  there  thou  wilt  stand  up  and  confess, 
"God  is  right  and  I  was  wrong." 

The  second  thought  is  that  on  this  side  of  the 
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cloud,  you  and  I  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  receive 
the  truth  that  comes  through  and  walk  by  it.  I 
know  very  often  the  revealed  dispensations,  the  ac 
tual  dispensations  are  very  trying.  But  never  get 
frightened  at  God's  clouds:— 

"  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 

And  scan  His  works  in  vain; 
God  is  His  own  interpreter, 
And  He  will  make  it  plain." 

Did  you  not  sing— 

"  Behind  a  frowning  Providence  He  hides  a  smiling  face?" 

And  so  it  will  always  be  that  God  is  continually 
making  clouds  of  trials  which  at  first  shock  and 
frighten  us,  but  which  are  to  be  to  us  sources  of  in 
finite  blessing. 

One  other  thought.  Clouds  of  trial  often  rain 
down  truth  to  be  gathered  from  no  other  source. 
Clouds  of  trial  often  rain  down  truth  as  the  dark 
cloud  in  the  heavens  rains  down  showers  on  the 
thirsty  field  and  lawn.  God  usually  orders  it  that 
through  penitence  come  praise  and  forgiveness, 
through  trial  comes  triumph;  yea,  the  cloud  itself 
sends  down  mercy. 

I  counsel  you  to  gain  the  utmost  benefit  of  every 
hard  lot,  and  learn  the  richest  and  deepest  lesson 
that  God  can  write  on  any  cloud  of  trial  There  is 
a  great  want  in  all  God's  people  that  have  ever  suf 
fered;  there  is  a  great  defect  in  the  education  of 
every  Christian  that  has  never  had  a  sharp  trial. 
The  richest  graces  grow  out  of  those  ploughed  fields 
where  God  puts  the  ploughshare  of  affliction  deep 
into  the  very  subsoil. 

And  now,  last  of  all,  you  and  I  should  never  be 
25 
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frightened  with  adversity  as  if  we  were  in  the  path 
of  wrong  when  it  comes  upon  us,  as  the  Israelites 
were  frightened  at  the  Eed  Sea,  though  it  lay  in 
their  pathway  from  Egypt,  or  any  more  than  the 
disciples  were  wrong  when  they  crossed  the  sea  at 
the  Master's  command,  and  when  a  storm  came: 
we  never  should  regard  adversity  as  intended  of  God 
to  put  us  back,  to  hinder  us  or  testify  to  us  that 
we  are  in  the  wrong  path;  we  should  learn  how  to 
plunge  into  His  sea,  and  it  shall  part,  and  to  go  out 
with  Him  into  the  storm,  and  He  shall  bring  us 
calm. 


RETROSPECTION. 

ANNA  SHIPTON. 

"  Cast  not  away,  therefore,  your  confidence,  which  hath  great 
recompense  of  reward." — Heb.  x.,  35. 

was  better  to  me  than  all  my  hopes, 

He  was  better  than  all  my  fears; 
He  made  a  road  of  my  broken  works, 
And  a  rainbow  of  my  tears. 
The  billows  that  guarded  my  sea-girt  path, 

But  carried  my  Lord  on  their  crest; 
When  I  dwell  on  the  days  of  my  wilderness  march 
I  can  lean  on  His  love  for  the  rest. 


WHEN  God  afflicts  the  saints,  it  is  to  try  their 
precious  faith;  afflictions  are  his  spade  and  mattock, 
by  which  He  digs  into  His  people's  hearts  to  find  out 
the  gold  of  faith. 

REV.  W.  GURNAL. 
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TRIALS  AND  TROUBLES  THE  LOT  OF  MANKIND. 

JOHN  R.  MACDUFF,  D.D. 

varied  are  our  trials  and  days  of  trouble  ! 


ittj»  Sickness,  with  its  hours  of  restlessness  and 
languor.  Bereavement,  with  its  rifled  treas 
ures  and  aching  hearts.  Loss  of  substance — the 
curtailment  or  forfeiture  of  worldly  possessions- 
riches  taking  to  themselves  wings  and  fleeing  away; 
or,  severer  than  all,  the  woundings  of  friends,  abused 
confidence,  withered  affections,  hopes  scattered  like 
the  leaves  of  autumn  ? 

But  "God  is  our  refuge  and  strength,  a  very 
present  help  in  trouble. ' '  Tried  one  !  He  leav  es  not 
thy  defenceless  head  unsheltered  in  the  storm— 
u  Call  upon  me  !  "  He  invites  thee  into  the  pavilion 
of  His  own  presence  !  Better  the  bitter  Mar  all 
waters  with  His  healing,  than  the  purest  fountain  of 
the  world  and  no  God  !  Better  the  hottest  furnace 
flames  with  one  there  "  like  the  Son  of  God,"  than 
that  the  dross  should  be  suffered  to  accumulate,  and 
the  soul  left  to  cleave  to  the  dust ! 

The  day  of  trouble  led  His  saints  in  all  ages  to 
glorify  Him.  David  never  could  have  written  his 
touching  Psalms,  nor  Paul  his  precious  Epistles,  had 
not  God  cast  them  both  into  the  crucible.  To  be 
the  teachers  of  the  Church  of  the  future,  they  had 
to  graduate  in  the  school  of  affliction.  If  He  be 
appointing  us  similar  discipline,  let  it  be  our  en 
deavor  to  glorify  Him  by  active  obedience,  as  well 


388  THE   BOW  IN  THE   CLOUD. 

as  by  passive  resignation;  not  abandoning  ourselves 
to  selfish,  moody,  sentimental  grief;  but  rather  go 
ing  forth  on  our  great  mission— our  work  and  war 
fare — with  a  vaster  estimate  of  the  value  of  time, 
and  the  grandeur  of  existence. 

Eemember  that  the  promise  respecting  these  days 
of  trouble  is  that  they  shall  soon  be  ended. 

"  The  days  of  thy  mourning  shall  be  ended." — Isa.  ix.,  20. 

The  believer  has  "  mourning  days."  The  place  of 
his  sojourn  is  a  valley  of  tears.  Adam  went  weep 
ing  from  his  paradise,  we  go  weeping  on  the  way  to 
ours.  But.  pilgrim  of  grief  !  thy  tears  are  num 
bered.  A  few  more  aching  sighs— a  few  more 
gloomy  clouds — and  the  eternal  sun  shall  burst  on 
thee.  whose  radiance  shall  never  more  be  obscured  ! 
Life  may  be  to  thee  one  long  "  Valley  of  Baca  "—  a 
protracted  scene  of  "  weeping  !"  —but  soon  shalt 
thou  hear  the  sweet  chimes  wafted  from  the  towers 
of  the  new  Jerusalem,  "  Enter  into  the  joy  of  thy 
Lord  !  "  "  The  Lord  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears 
from  off  all  faces ! ' ' 

"The  days  of  thy  mourning  /"  It  is  a  consoling 
thought  that  all  these  days  are  appointed — meted 
out— numbered.  "  Unto  you  it  is  given,"  says  the 
apostle.  ' '  to  suffer ! ' '  Yes  !  and  if  thou  art  a  child  of 
the  covenant,  thy  mourning  days  are  days  of  special 
privilege,  intended  to  be  fraught  with  blessing.  To 
the  unbeliever,  they  are  earnests  of  everlasting  woe; 
—to  the  believer,  they  are  preludes  and  precursors 
of  eternal  glory  !  Affliction  to  the  one  is  the  cloud 
without  the  Bow, — to  the  other,  it  is  the  cloud  radi 
ant  and  lustrous  with  gospel  promise  and  gospel 
hope ! 
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Eeader  !  art  thou  now  one  of  the  many  members 
of  the  family  of  sorrow  ?  .Be  comforted  !  Soon  the 
long  night-watch  will  be  over — pain,  sickness,  weak 
ness,  weariness.  Soon  the  windows  of  the  soul  will 
be  no  more  darkened.  Soon  thou  shalt  have  nothing 
to  be  delivered  from,— thy  present  losses  and  crosses 
will  turn  into  eternal  gains,  — the  dews  of  the  night 
of  weeping  (nature's  teardrops)  will  come  to  sparkle 
like  beauteous  gems  in  the  morning  of  immortality  ! 
Soon  the  Master's  footsteps  will  be  heard,  saying, 
"The  days  of  thy  mourning  are  ended,"  and  thou 
shalt  take  off  thy  sackcloth,  and  be  girded  with 
gladness. 

Up  to  that  moment,  thy  life  may  have  been  one 
long  "  day  "  of  mourning!  but  once  past  the  golden 
portals,  and  the  eye  can  be  dim  no  more; — the  very 
fountain  of  weeping  will  be  dried  ! 

<k  Then,  then  will  be  eternal  joy." 

"  For  the  ransomed  of  the  Lord  shall  return,  and  come  to  Sion 
with  songs,  and  everlasting  joy  upon  their  heads:  they  shall  obtain 
joy  and  gladness,  and  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  for  ever  flee  away." 
— Isa.  xxx.,  10. 

Believer!  leave  thy  "  Bow  in  the  cloud"  behind 
thee;  and  with  thine  eye  on  the  "Rainbow  round 
about  the  throne"  (Eev.  iv.,  3),  think  of  the  glad 
some  return  of  God's  ransomed  ones  to  Zion—  every 
tear-drop  dried,  every  pang  forgotten  ! 

As  some  seeds  require  on  earth  to  be  steeped  in 
water  before  they  germinate,  so  is  immortal  seed 
ofttimes  here  steeped  in  tears.  But  "  they  that  sow 
in  tears  shall  reap  in  JOY." 

Though  ' '  weeping ' '  may  endure  for  the  night, 
"joy  cometh  in  the  morning!"  "  You  are,"  says 
Rutherford,  "upon  the  entry  of  Heaven's  harvest; 
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the  losses  that  I  write  of  are  but  summer  showers 
and  the  Sun  of  the  new  Jerusalem  shall  quickly 
dry  them  up. ' '  The  ' '  song  of  the  night ' '  shall  then 
blend  with  the  song  of  the  skies,  and  inner  glorious 
meanings  will  be  disclosed  to  sight,  which  are  now 
hidden  from  the  eye  of  faith  ! 

"Sorrow  and  sighing  shall  for  ever  flee  away!" 
11  No  sickness,  no  sorrow,  no  pain,"  said  an  aged 
saint  now  entered  on  these  glorious  realities;  "but 
this  is  only  Thy  negative.  What,  0  God  !  must  be 
Thy  positive  ? "  u  Songs, "  "  everlasting  joy, ' '  ' c  joy 
and  gladness."  It  will  be  song  upon  song,  joy 
upon  joy,  gladness  upon  gladness  !  These  songs  of 
Heaven  will  be  "  songs  of  degrees."  The  ransomed 
will  be  ever  graduating  in  bliss,  mounting  "from 
glory  to  glory,"  each  song  suggesting  the  keynote 
of  a  louder  and  loftier. 

Eeader  !  art  thou  mourning  the  loss  of  those  who 
"  are  not;  "  the  music  of  whose  voices  is  hushed  for 
thee  forever  of  time,  and  who  have  left  thee  to 
travel  companionles-s  and  alone  the  wilderness  jour 
ney  ?  A  few  more  fears,  a  few  more  tears,  and  thou 
shalt  meet  them  in  the  day-break  of  glory  !  Nay. 
more;  they  have  but  anticipated  thee  in  an  earlier 
crown.  If  they  have  left  thee  behind  for  a  little 
season  to  continue  thy  night-song,  think  with 
bounding  heart  of  that  eternal  day,  when,  looking 
back  on  the  clouds  floating  in  the  far  distance  in  the 
nether  Valley,  thou  shalt  be  able  to  join  in  the 
anthem  said  to  be  sung  by  the  f  our-and-twenty  elders 
as  they  gaze  on  the  throne  encircled  by  the  "  Rain 
bow  of  emerald;  "  for  "  they  rest  not  day  and  night, 
saying  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Amighty " 
(Eev.  iv.,  3,  8). 
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THE  SORROWS  OF   CARE. 

REV.  JOHN  PHILIP,  M.A. 

'HE  burden  of  care  is  the  common  lot  of  all. 

Every  one  has  to  carry  his  knapsack  of  care. 

Many  a  care-worn  countenance  do  we  see; 
and  many  an  anxious  heart  beats  within  the  bosom, 
even  when  the  face  may  wear  a  smile.  As  there 
are  insects  that  prey  upon  trees  and  shrubs,  and 
eat  out  the  pith  and  scoop  out  the  heart  while  the 
rind  or  bark  is  left,  so  there  are  heart-eating  cares 
that  honey -comb  the  happiness  and  suck  out  the 
sweetness  of  life,  while  yet  the  outward  appearance 
remains  much  the  same.  And  so  swarming  cares 
can  penetrate  deeper  into  the  heart  and  scrape  it 
harder  than  heavier  crosses. 

More  perhaps  than  the  sterner  calamities  of  life, 
and  especially  in  this  fast-driving  age,  the  daily  fret 
ting,  carking,  corroding  cares,  the  little  vexations 
and  worries  of  household  management  and  business 
affairs,  are  apt  to  prey  upon  the  mind  and  chafe  the 
temper  and  sour  the  spirit  and  wear  out  the  patience. 
Singly  or  apart,  their  influence  would  be  trifling; 
but  recurring  so  often  and  multiplying  so  fast,  they 
form  no  inconsiderable  part  of  the  burdens  of  life. 
And  as  a  tree  which  has  been  scooped  out  in  the 
stem  is  thereby  rendered  less  able  to  stand  the  fury 
of  the  gale,  so  by  these  heart-pecking  cares  (if  no 
antidote  is  found  for  them)  our  strength  is  weak 
ened,  and  we  are  less  able  to  bear  the  strain  or 
sustain  the  heavier  burdens  of  life. 
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Who  now  could  sustain  the  pressure  and  weight 
of  the  atmosphere  without,  if  it  were  not  for  the 
pressure  of  the  air  within,  which  creates  an  equi 
poise.  And  as  it  is  by  the  hahitual  process  of 
breathing  that  this  equipoise  is  preserved,  so  it  is 
by  habitual  prayer  that  we  get  inward  strength  to 
balance  outward  and  all  other  troubles.  When  the 
diver  is  down  in  the  diving-bell,  he  could  not  remain 
any  time  under  the  heavy  pressure  were  it  not  for 
his  constant  communication  with  the  atmosphere 
above,  whereby  he  is  provided  with  a  continual  sup 
ply  of  fresh  air.  And  so,  if  we  suspend  the  exercise 
of  prayer,  or  of  that  faith  which  is  the  very  soul  of 
prayer,  and  thereby  cut  off  our  supplies  from  above, 
we  shall  be  ready  to  sink  under  our  burdens,  and  be 
submerged  in  the  depths. 

But  how  slow  we  are  to  trust !  We  are  too  often 
like  one  learning  to  swim,  who  would  fain  keep 
touching  the  ground  with  his  feet,  and  fears  to  trust 
himself  on  the  buoyant  waters,  lest  he  should  sink 
at  once.  So  we  would  like  to  feel  some  good  bottom 
underneath,  to  have  some  tangible  or  sensible  ground 
of  comfort,  and  are  reluctant  to  throw  ourselves 
upon  God's  bare  promise.  But  we  can  never  know 
the  effectual  support  He  gives  unless  and  until  we 
let  go  our  hold  of  everything  else,  and  venture  our 
souls  solely  and  wholly  upon  His  sure  word  of  pro 
mise.  We  must  break  down  the  bridge  of  self-will, 
and  fall  back  on  Him  alone.  So  long  as  we  quarrel 
with  His  will  and  wrangle  to  get  our  own  way,  we 
must  remain  strangers  to  peace. 

The  strength  renewed  is  best  displayed  in  the  quiet 
walk  and  steady  .on  going  of  the  Christian  life.  And 
even  the  very  cares  that  burden  and  beset  us  may 
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prove  a  blessing  in  the  way  of  making  us  more  wary 
and  watchful  in  choosing  our  steps,  and  in  rendering 
our  foothold  firmer,  as  there  is  far  less  risk  of  slid 
ing  on  a  rough  road  than  on  a  smooth  one. 


PATIENCE  UNDER  TRIAL. 

WILLIAM  R.  WILLIAMS,  D.D. 

§ET  us  consider  the  motives  that  should  persuade 
us  to  he  patient  as  Christians.  For  as  patience 
includes  meekness  under  wrongs  of  our  fellow- 
men,  we  must  forgive,  or  we  may  not  hope  ourselves 
before  God  to  ho  forgiven.  Christ  laid  the  axe 
\vhere  no  earthly  reformer  would  have  dared  to 
place  it,  at  the  root  of  revengefulness.  The  Chris 
tian  law  of  morals  gropes  in  the  heart  of  every  peti 
tioner  oft  as  he  prays,  and  it  bids  him  pray  without 
ceasing.  We  are  warned  again  that  in  yielding  to 
impatience  ani  anger  we  cease  to  possess  our  souls; 
and,  as  is  darkly  intimated,  Satan  takes  hold  of  the 
deserted  rudder  and  wields  the  ungoverned  helm, 
and  drives  before  him  the  infuriated  and  imbruted 
man. 

Patience  includes  submission  to  the  divine  appoint 
ments,  and  our  trials  are  lessened  by  serene  meek 
ness  and  resignation.  God  lightens  and  removes 
them  more  early,  and  they  do  not  so  deeply  wound 
and  empoison  the  soul.  But  he  who  frets  and  fights 
against  God,  in  the  language  of  ancient  prophecy, 
like  a  bullock  unaccustomed  to  the  yoke,  drives  the 
deeper  into  his  own  flesh  the  goad  against  which  he 
vainly  kicks. 

We  are  to  remember,  too,  the  necessity  of  this 
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grace  to  success  and  influence  with  our  fellow- men. 
It  is  the  patient  perseverance  in  well-doing  that 
builds  up  consistency,  and  influence,  and  weight  of 
character.  Nor  is  it  unfitting  that  we  remember 
how  much  of  mercy  and  kindness  there  is  in  God's 
allotments;  and  how,  by  the  general  presence  of 
affliction,  God  has  provided  in  every  sphere,  the 
most  obscure  and  secluded  even,  a  scene  where  He 
may  be  glorified,  and  where  the  power  of  His  relig 
ion  and  grace  may  be  illustrated;  and  how,  out  of 
such  trials  meekly  borne,  He  weaves  the  confessor's 
wreath  and  the  martyr's  crown,  and  makes  the 
blood  of  His  slain  servants  the  seed  of  His  Church, 
whilst  the  wrath  of  man  is  forced  to  praise  Him,  and 
the  remainder  of  wrath  is  restrained. 

Are  we  tempted  to  impatience  and  anger  with 
some  erring  and  injurious  fellow- mortal  ?  Let  us 
test  the  old  Puritan  dilemma  in  such  case.  The 
offender  is  a  Christian  or  a  child  of  hell.  If  already 
or  yet  to  become  the  first,  we  shall  in  heaven  not 
remember  with  pleasure  revengeful  and  retaliatory 
wrongs  against  one  of  our  brethren  and  of  Christ's 
people.  If  an  enemy  of  God  and  an  heir  of  His 
wrath,  he  is  soon  to  endure  more  than  man  can 
inflict,  and  the  bar  to  which  he  is  rushing  is  one  at 
which  strict  justice  and  unforgetting  memory  pre 
side.  Let  us  dread  snatching  into  our  hands  the 
sceptre  of  Him  who  has  said  "  Vengeance  is  mine," 
and  then  pronouncing  rash  and  false  judgment, 
rooting  up  the  wheat  with  the  tares,  and  making  sad 
the  heart  of  the  righteous  whom  God  has  not  made 
sad.  The  question  of  the  Judge  of  all  the  earth  to 
the  over-fretted  patriarch  has  much  of  dread  signi 
ficance:  "Wilt  thou  also  disannul  my  judgment ? 
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Wilt  thou  condemn  Me  that  thou  mayest  be  righte 
ous?"  (Job  xi.,  8.)  Much  of  our  impatience  is  a 
virtuous  disannulling  of  God's  decisions,  and  a  dis 
tinct  intimation  that  His  forbearance  is  wanting  in 
righteousness. 


I  III  I  I  II  I  M  I  I  I  I! 


RELIEF   IN   DARKNESS. 

REV.  E.  C.  GORDON. 

background  of  all  light  is  darkness.  The 
;  background  of  all  knowledge  is  mystery.  In 
our  calculations  and  forecastings,  it  would  be 
as  unwise  to  leave  out  the  darkness  and  the  mystery 
as  it  would  be  foolish  to  ignore  the  light  or  despise 
the  knowledge  that  we  have. 

There  is  a  disposition  in  some  men,  under  favor 
able  circumstances,  to  look  only  at  the  light:  to  re 
joice  in  the  knowledge  which  they  have  acquired. 
Others,  in  adverse  circumstances,  regard  only  the 
darkness  and  sink  beneath  the  pressure  of  the  mys 
tery.  Life  is  not  all  clouds  and  storm.  There  are 
times  when  we  feel  that  mere  existence  is  a  luxury. 
The  air  is  soft;  the  breeze  is  balmy;  the  sunrise  is 
full  of  hope,  even  his  setting  is  full  of  glory;  the 
prospects  before  us  promise  blessedness. 

And  yet  there  comes  to  every  one  a  time  when 
men  walk  in  darkness  and  have  no  light.  Such 
a  time  came  to  Job— not  when  he  was  stripped  of  his 
property,  not  when  his  bones  mutinied  against  him 
as  he  sat  in  dust  and  ashes.  It  came  when  his  friends 
tried  to  persuade  him  that  he  was  a  rebel  against 
God,  and  that  God  was  angry  with  him. 

Such  a  time  comes  once,  it  may  be  twice  or  oftener, 
to  all  men.  To  the  rich  as  well  as  to  the  poor;  to 
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those  in  health  as  well  as  those  in  sickness;  to  the 
reamed  and  honored  as  well  as  to  the  ignorant,  the 
obscure,  and  the  despised.  A  time  of  darkness  and 
there  is  no  light !  When  the  hard-earned  fame  is 
trampled  in  the  dust;  when  the  heart's  idol  passes 
into  the  abyss;  when  poverty  comes  like  an  armed 
man,  when  the  relentless  battle  begins  with  want 
and  shame  and  woe;  when  the  soul  cries  from  the 
depths: 

"  Alas  !  I  have  no  hope,  no  rest,  nor  peace  within, 
Nor  calm  of  mind,  nor  passing1  health,  nor  contemplation  kind  ! 
To  me  that  cup  hath  been  dealt  in  far  other  measure." 

A  time  of  darkness  and  there  is  no  light!  Some 
times  it  comes  to  a  man  burdened  with  the  con 
sciousness  of  sin.  He  must  sit  down  face  to  face 
with  an  accusing  conscience.  He  must  give  account 
of  wasted  opportunities.  He  must  feel  the  shame 
of  duty  neglected;  he  must  bear  the  weight  of  evil 
memories;  he  must  endure  the  plague  of  polluting 
thoughts 

Think  of  the  sweep  of  generations;  the  popula 
tions  that  have  lived  and  died,  numerous  as  the 
sands  upon  the  sea -shore,  going  through  life,  toiling 
striving,  sinning,  suffering,  loving,  hoping,  dying ! 
How  can  it  be  that  a  God  of  infinite  goodness,  as 
well  as  infinite  wisdom  and  power,  should  tolerate 
such  a  world  as  this! 

Look  at  that  infant  child  writhing  in  anguish  ! 
See  it  gasping  for  breath  !  See  the  agony  written  on 
every  line  of  its  face!  Think  of  the  myriads  of  such 
cases,  and  as  you  contemplate  a  world  where  help 
less  babes  are  convulsed  with  pain  and  die  in  torture, 
does  not  your  soul  walk  in  darkness  and  have  110 
light  ?  Can  you  not  sympathize  with  the  Greek  poet 
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who  said:  "  The  best  thing  is  not  to  have  been  born, 
and  the  next  best  thing  is  to  pass  away  as  soon  as 
possible:  "  or  with  the  English  poet  who  said: 

"  Count  all  the  joys  that  thou  hast  soon, 
Count  all  the  tears  from  anguish  keen, 
And  know,  whatever  thou  hast  seen, 
'Twere  better  never  to  have  been." 

A  time  of  darkness  and  there  is  no  light !  It  is  to 
be  observed  that  this  time  of  darkness  conies  at 
times  to  God's  own  people.  There  are  some  who 
would  have  us  believe  that  the  Christian  life  is,  or 
ought  to  be,  a  life  of  unclouded  sunshine.  They  say : 
"A  Christian  is  the  object  of  God's  electing  love;  he 
is  the  subject  of  God's  regenerating  grace.  He  is  an 
heir  of  Christ's  glory.  He  should  bask  continually 
in  the  light  of  God's  smile." 

Beloved,  whatever  ought  to  be,  it  is  certain  that 
this  is  not  the  actual  experience  of  God's  people. 
The  Word  of  God  recognizes  this;  and  addresses 
itself  to  those  who  fear  God,  who  obey  the  voice  of 
his  servant,  and  who,  nevertheless  walk  in  darkness. 
-Isa.  i.?  10,  11. 

To  all  such,  whether  they  be  believers  or  unbe 
lievers,  Christian  or  infidels,  there  is  only  one  method 
by  which  to  dissipate  the  darkness:  one  way  that 
may  be  pursued  with  success.  The  way  is  the  way 
of  firm,  unquestioning,  implicit  faith  in  God.  "  Let 
him  trust  in  the  name  of  the  Lord,  and  stay  upon 
his  God."  Let  him  commit  himself  without  hesita 
tion  or  reserve  on  the  infinite  wisdom,  power,  and 
love  of  him  who  is  King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords. 

The  bad  way  is  the  way  of  self -trust.  It  is  the 
attempt  to  walk  by  the  light  of  one's  own  wisdom, 
to  "stay"  upon  one's  own  strength.  All  such 
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kindle  a  fire  for  themselves;  they  compass  them 
selves  about  with  sparks.  They  walk  in  the  light  of 
their  own  fire  and  in  the  light  of  the  sparks  they 
have  kindled.  They  shaU  lie  down  in  sorrow 


WAITING  FOR  DAY. 


H.  C.  BROWN. 


[HE  night  is  dark,  but  God  my  God 

Is  here,  and  in  command; 
And  sure  am  I,  when  morning  breaks 
I  shall  be  "  at  the  land." 
And  since  I  know  the  darkness  is 

To  Him  as  sunniest  day, 
I'll  cast  the  anchor  Patience  out 
And  wish— but  wait  for  day. 

Fierce  drives  the  storm,  but  wind  and  waves 

Within  His  hand  are  held, 
And  trusting  in  Omnipotence, 

My  fears  are  sweetly  quelled. 
If  wrecked,  I'm  in  His  faithful  grasp, 
^  I'll  trust  Him,  though  He  slay; 
So,  letting  go  the  anchor  Faith, 

I'll  wish— but  wait  for  day. 

Still  seem  the  moments  dreary  long— 

I  rest  upon  the  Lord; 
I  muse  on  His  "  eternal  years," 

And  feast  upon  His  word; 
His  promises  so  rich  and  great, 

Are  my  support  and  stay; 
I'll  drop  the  anchor  Hope  ahead, 

And  wish— but  wait  for  day. 
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THE  BURDENS  OF  SYMPATHY. 

HENRY  CLAY  TRUMBULL,  D.D. 

TT  is  only  a  half-truth  to  say  that  "love  lightens 
burdens."  Unselfish  love,  which  true  friend- 
^  ship  is,  hears  burdens  gladly  for  the  loved 
friend;  and  if  the  burden  be  one  of  service,  it  is 
borne  as  lightly  as  it  is  cheerfully.  But  where  the 
burden  is  one  of  sympathy  with  another  who  is  in 
sorrow  or  weakness  or  need,  it  is  all  the  heavier  for 
the  love  which  prompts,  its  sharing.  The  term 
"  sympathy  "  in  its  broadened  meaning  includes  all 
close  correspondence  or  sharing  of  feelings — whether 
of  sorrow  or  of  joy — with  another;  and  with  the 
fact  that  there  is  so  much  of  sorrow  and  trial  and 
bitterness  of  experience  in  every  human  heart,  that 
to  feel  with  another  in  true  and  unselfish  love  is  to 
suffer  with  another  keenly.  And  this  it  is  that 
makes  sympathy  so  rare,  so  costly,  and  so  precious, 
If  the  burden  be  wholly  our  own,  we  have  the 
right,  the  duty,  and  the  privilege  of  turning  our 
thoughts  away  from  its  weight;  of  calling  in  our 
philosophy  to  console  us  under  its  bearing,  or  of 
crushing  into  subjection  the  feelings  of  regret,  or  of 
disappointment,  or  of  humiliation,  which  it  engen 
ders.  But  if  the  burden  is  another's,  which  we  bear 
and  share  in  loving  sympathy,  we  must  not  try  to 
evade  it,  or  to  philosophize  away  its  weight,  or  to 
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crush  out  the  sense  of  its  bitterness.  It  must  be 
heavier  to  us  than  if  it  were  our  own;  because  it 
weighs  without  relief  on  our  other  and  better  self. 

There  is  a  beautiful  illustration  of  this  truth  in  the 
confession  of  the  apostle  Paul,  when  he  ventures  on 
what  he  calls  his  glory  in  Ms  weakness.  He  tells  of 
the  trials  he  has  endured  in  his  life  of  strangely 
varied  experiences,  of  the  toils,  the  imprisonments, 
the  stripes,  the  stoniiigs.  the  shipwrecks,  the  watch  - 
ings,  the  fastings,  the  shiverings.  the  desertions,  and 
the  betrayals,  to  which  he  has  been  called.  And, 
as  the  climax  of  his  woes,  he  adds,  as  if  here  was 
something  which  was  beyond  all  detail  of  descrip 
tion,  and  which  transcended  his  other  trials:  anxiety 
for  all  the  churches,  which  presseth  upon  me  daily. 
And  as  it  was  with  Paul,  so  it  is  with  every  truest 
man  every  where;  his  weakness,  shown  in  his  suffer 
ing  keenly  and  constantly  with  and  for  those  whom 
he  loves,  is  worthier  of  honorthan  his  strength  over 
all  his  personal  trials  and  needs. 

The  hearts  that  suffer  most  in  this  life  are  hearts 
that  Peel  the  weight  of  others'  sorrows  and  needs. 
A  dear,  good  city  missionary,  who  was  hardly  less 
noble  and  tender  and  loving  than  the  apostle  Paul, 
was  speaking  to  a  young  co-worker,  of  his  Wakeful, 
restless  nights,  after  his  long  days  of  loving  ministry 
to  the  poor  and  the  sorrowing.  "  Why,  I  should 
think  your  good  work  of  the  day  would  make  your 
pillow  soft  and  refreshing  at  night !  "  was  the  sur 
prised  response  of  his  young  co-worker,  "  Oh  !  but 
the  trouble  with  me  is,"  said  the  missionary,  "I 
carry  a  hundred  aching  hearts  to  bed  with  me  every 
night;  and  I  can't  sleep,  for  their  sorrows  !  "  And 
that  was  the  burden  of  true  sympathy,  a  burden 
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which  must  be  borne  by  any  one  who  feels  the  suf 
ferings  of  another. 

It  costs  something  to  be  a  friend.  It  costs  more 
to  love  than  to  endure  without  loving;  and  although 
there  is  a  pleasure  in  the  very  outlay  of  love  in 
friendship,  that  pleasure  is  inevitably  an  expensive 
and  painful  purchase.  This  is  a  truth  that  we  need 
to  have  in  mind  when  we  find  that  we  are  bearing 
heavier  burdens  in  and  through  our  closest  friend 
ships,  than  in  any  other  sphere.  The  highest  value 
of  a  friendship  is  in  what  it  enables  us  to  be  and  to 
do  as  a  friend,  not  in  what  it  secures  to  us  from  a 
friend.  And  just  in  proportion  as  we  are  unselfishly 
loving  and  true  in  our  friendships,  must  we  be  more 
than  sharers  in  the  sufferings  of  our  dearest  friends. 
Not  merely  in  their  obvious  sorrows  and  in  their 
manifest  needs  shall  we  suffer  with  them:  but  in 
the  unexpressed  trials  of  their  innermost  selves,  as 
recognized  by  our  acuter  perceptions  in  their  sense 
of  spiritual  loneliness;  and  in  the  ceaseless  struggles 
of  their  sensitively  felt  contradictions  of  nature  and 
character.  The  dearer  they  are  to  us  and  the  closer 
our  sympathy  with  them,  the  heavier  the  burdens 
which  we  must  bear  in  their  behalf 

Nor  should  we  forget  what  it  costs  another  to  be 
our  sympathizing  friend.  Because  he  sympathizes 
with  us,  he  suffers  with  us:  and  because  he  unself 
ishly  gives  us  a  foremost  place  in  his  thoughts  and 
feelings,  our  sorrows  and  needs  burden  him  more 
heavily  than  his  own.  To  sympathize  with  those 
who  are  dear  to  us  is  a  high  privilege  in  life.  This 
privilege  is  one  of  the  costliest  privileges  that  is 
granted  to  humanity  on  earth;  and  it  is  a  privilege 
worth  far  more  than  it  costs. 
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COME    YE  DISCONSOLATE.* 

THOMAS  MOORE  (1816). 

|[OME  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  you  languish, 

Come  at  God's  altar,  fervently  kneel; 
Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your 

anguish, 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot  heal. 

Joy  of  the  desolate,  light  of  the  straying 
Hope  when  all  others  die,  fadeless  and  pure! 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  in  God's  name  saying, 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot  cure. 

Go  ask  the  infidel,  what  boon  he  brings  us, 
What  charm  for  aching  hearts  lie  can  reveal 

Sweet  as  that  heavenly  promise  Hope  sings  us, 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  God  cannot  heal. 

Here  see  the  bread  of  life;  see  waters  flowing 
Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  boundless  in  love; 

Come  to  the  feast  prepared;  come,  ever  knowing, 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  but  heaven  can  remove. 


' 'An,  if  we  only  knew  it  all,  we  should  surely  under 
stand 

That  the  balance  of  sorrow  and  joy  is  held  with  an 
even  hand; 

That  the  scale  of  success  or  loss  shall  never  overflow, 

And  that  compensation  is  twined  with  the  lot  of  high 
and  low."  F.  R.  HAVERGAL. 

*  The  first  three  stanzas  are  as  the  author  wrote  them,  and  not 
as  found  in  modern  Hymn-books. 
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WHEN  THE   MISTS   HAVE  CLEARED   AWAY. 

ANNIE  HERBERT. 

the  mists  have  roll'd  in  splendor 
From  the  beauty  of  the  hills, 
And  the  sunshine,  warm  and  tender, 
Falls  in  kisses  on  the  rills, 
We  may  read  love's  shining  letter 

In  the  rainbow  of  the  spray,— 
We  shall  know  each  other  better 
When  the  mists  have  cleared  away. 

We  shall  know  as  we  are  known 

Never  more  to  walk  alone, 
In  the  dawning  of  the  morning, 
When  the  mists  have  cleared  away. 

If  we  err  in  human  blindness, 

And  forget  that  we  are  dust; 
If  we  miss  the  law  of  kindness 

When  we  struggle  to  be  just, 
Snowy  wings  of  peace  shall  cover 

All  the  plain  that  hides  away,— 
When  the  weary  watch  is  over, 

And  the  mists  have  cleared  away. 
We  shall  know,  etc.,  etc. 

When  the  mists  have  risen  above  us, 

As  our  Father  knows  his  own, 
Face  to  face  with  those  that  love  us, 

We  shah1  know  as  we  are  known; 
Love,  beyond  the  orient  meadows 

Floats  the  golden  fringe  of  day, 
Heart  to  heart,  we  bide  the  shadows, 

Till  the  mists  have  cleared  away. 
We  shall  know,  etc.,  etc. 
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AMEN. 

F.  G.  BROWNING. 

I  CAN  not  say, 
Beneath  the  pressure  of  life's  care  to-day, 

I  joy  in  these; 

But  I  can  say 
That  I  had  rather  walk  this  rugged  way, 

If  Him  it  please. 

I  can  not  feel 
That  all  is  well,  when  dark'ning  clouds  conceal 

The  shining  sun; 

But  then  I  know 
God  lives  and  loves,  and  say,  since  it  is  so, 

Thy  will  be  done. 

I  do  not  see 
Why  God  should  e'en  permit  some  things  to  be, 

When  He  is  love; 

But  I  can  see, 
Though  dimly,  through  the  mystery, 

His  hand  above. 

T  do  not  look 
Upon  the  present,  nor  in  Nature's  book, 

To  read  my  fate; 

But  I  do  look 
For  promised  blessings  in  God's  Holy  Book, 

And  I  can  wait. 

I  may  not  try 
To  keep  the  hot  tears  back;  but  hush  that  sigh, 

"  It  might  have  been;  " 

And  try  to  still 
Each  rising  murmur,  and  to  God's  sweet  will 

Eespond.  Amen.— 


(Consolation  for  the  ^Vgccl  and 


Infirm. 


NOW    ALSO    WHEN"    I    AM    OLD    AND    GREYHEADED,    0    Goi), 

FORSAKE  ME  NOT.--P.V.  /./-./•/,.,  18. 

WITH  LONG  LIFE  WILL  I  SATISFY  HIM,  AND  SHOW  HIM 
MY  SALVATION.—  Ps.  xci.,  10. 
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I'M  GROWING   OLD. 

JOHN  GODFREY  SAXE. 

days  pass  pleasantly  away; 
My  nights  are  blest  with  sweetest  sleep; 
I  feel  no  symptoms  of  decay; 
I  have  no  cause  to  mourn  or  weep; 
My  foes  are  impotent  and  shy; 

My  friends  are  neither  false  nor  cold; 
And  yet,  of  late,  I  often  sigh, 
I'm  growing  old ! 

My  growing  talk  of  olden  times, 
My  growing  thirst  for  early  news, 

My  growing  apathy  to  rhymes, 
My  growing  love  of  easy  shoes, 

My  growing  hate  of  crowd  and  noise, 
My  growing  fear  of  taking  cold, 

All  whisper  in  the  plainest  voice, 
I'm  growing  old! 

I'm  growing  fonder  of  my  staff; 

I'm  growing  dimmer  in  the  eyes; 
I'm  growing  fainter  in  my  laugh; 

I'm  growing  deeper  in  my  sighs; 
I'm  growing  careless  of  my  dress; 

I'm  growing  frugal  of  my  gold; 
I'm  growing  wise;  I'm  growing— yes — 
I'm  growing  old ! 


408  THE   BOW  IN  THE   CLOUD. 

I  see  it  in  my  changing  taste; 

I  see  it  in  my  changing  hair; 
I  see  it  in  my  growing  waist; 

I  see  it  in  my  growing  hair; 
A  thousand  signs  proclaim  the  truth 

As  plain  as  truth  was  ever  told, 
That,  even  in  my  vaunted  youth, 
I'm  growing  old  ! 

Ah  me!  my  very  laurels  breathe 
The  tale  in  my  reluctant  ears, 

And  every  boon  the  hours  bequeathe 
But  makes  me  debtor  to  the  years  ! 

E'en  flattery's  honeyed  words  declare 
The  secret  she  would  fain  withhold, 

And  tells  me  in  "  How  young  you  are  !  " 
I'm  growing  old  ! 

Thanks  for  the  years! — whose  rapid  flight 
My  sombre  muse  so  sadly  sings  ! 

Thanks  for  the  gleams  of  golden  light 
That  tint  the  darkness  of  their  wings  ! 

The  light  that  beams  from  out  the  sky, 
Those  heavenly  mansions  to  unfold, 

Where  all  are  blest  and  none  may  sigh, 
"  I'm  growing  old." 


Mlllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll 


A  COMFORTABLE  old  age  is  the  reward  of  a  well- 
spent  youth ;  therefore,  instead  of  introducing  dismal 
and  melancholy  prospects  of  decay,  it  should  give  us 
hope  of  eternal  youth  in  a  better  world. 

KAY  PALMER,  D.D. 
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REVERENCE  THE  AGED. 

ELIHU  BURRITT. 

low  the  head,  boy;  do  reverence  to  the  old 
man,  once  like  you;  the  vicissitudes  of  life 
have  silvered  his  hair,  and  changed  the  round, 
merry  face  to  the  worn  visage  before  you;  once  that 
manly  form  stalked  promptly  through  the  gay  scenes 
of  pleasure,  the  beau  ideal  of  grace;  now  the  hand 
of  time  that  withers  the  flowers  of  yesterday,  has 
bent  that  figure  and  destroyed  that  noble  carriage; 
once,  at  your  age,  he  possessed  the  thousand 
thoughts  that  pass  through  your  brain,  now  wishing 
to  accomplish  deeds  equal  to  a  nook  in  fame.  But 
he  has  lived  the  dream  very  nearly  through;  his  eye 
never  kindles  at  old  deeds  of  daring,  and  the  hand 
takes  a  firmer  grasp  of  the  staff.  Bow  low  the  head, 
boy,  as  you  would  in  your  old  age  be  reverenced. 
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THE  complaints  of  the  aged  should  meet  with  ten 
derness  rather  than  censure;  the  burden  under 
which  they  labor  ought  to  be  viewed  with  sympathy 
by  those  who  must  bear  it  in  their  turn,  and  who, 
perhaps,  hereafter,  may  complain  of  it  as  bitterly; 
at  the  same  time,  the  old  should  consider  that  all  the 
seasons  of  life  have  their  several  trials  allotted  to 
them;  and  that  to  bear  the  infirmities  of  age  with 
becoming  patience  is  as  much  their  duty  as  it  is  that 
of  the  young  to  resist  the  temptations  of  youthful 

pleasure. 

HUGH  BLAIR,  D.D, 
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VENERABLE   AGE  :   ITS   TRIALS  AND  CONSOLA 
TIONS. 

WILLIAM  F.  MORGAN,  D.D. 

jLWAY,  and  through  all  generations,  the  hoary 
head  has  been  counted  a  crown  of  glory  to  the 
righteous.  Longevity,  which  in  the  case  of 
the  wicked  only  aggravates  sin,  and  its  attending 
consequences,  affords  to  the  good  and  faithful  child 
of  God  a  longer  term  of  useful  service  and  holy  ex 
ample,  increased  proficiency  in  Christian  graces,  and 
a  more  glorious  recompense  on  high.  But  more  than 
this:  Old  age  is  not  to  be  associated,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  with  decrepitude  or  the  decays  of  nature.  It 
has  its  own  appropriate  beauty,  as  well  as  youth. 
There  is  a  wonderful  attractiveness  in  its  full  and 
golden  ripeness,  and  in  the  gradual  decline  of  the 
ancient  patriarchs  there  is  a  grand  dignity  and  a 
chastened  solemnity  which  separate  them  from  other 
men,  and  compel  the  utmost  homage;  and  he  must 
be  wanting  in  all  proper  sentiments,  destitute  of  ven 
eration,  and  even  of  common  feeling,  who  can  listen 
to  the  dialogue  between  Barzillai  the  ancient,  ani 
David  the  king,  without  being  irresistibly  drawn 
toward  the  old  man,  as  he  declares  his  age,  and  the 
limitations  which  fourscore  years  must  necessarily 
impose  upon  his  movements  and  the  aspirations  of 
an  unusually  active  life.  My  brethren,  I  envy  not 
the  man,  I  have  little  faith  in  the  goodness  of  his 
heart,  or  the  elevation  of  his  principles,  who  can  find 
himself  in  the  presence  of  the  aged — whether  it  be 
the  honored  father  trembling  on  the  verge  of  time, 
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or  the  infirm  and  bending  mother  tarrying  meekly 
for  her  Master's  call— without  being  stirred  by  some 
profound  impulse  to  render  honor  where  it  is  due, 
and  give  expression  in  some  way  to  holy,  dutiful, 
reverential  regard.  It  is  written,  "Thou  shalt  rise 
up  before  the  hoary  head,  and  honor  the  face  of  the 
old  man.  and  fear  thy  God."  This  is  a  law  of  divin- 
est  sanction,  to  which  even  unsaiictified  nature 
should  bow  as  by  instinct,  and  which  religion  should 
publish  throughout  the  realm  of  her  influence  and 
authority  as  a  law  not  to  be  broken.  It  is  broken. 
It  is  lamentably  and,  at  times,  brutally  violated  in 
these  advanced  days  of  Christian  civilization  and 
refinement.  But  the  law,  nevertheless,  abides,  and 
he  who  sets  it  at  naught  in  cruel  hardness  and  dis 
dain,  may  expect  to  be  followed  by  the  malediction 
of  Almighty  God,  and  possibly  at  some  coming  day 
to  have  the  chalice  of  his  own  abominable  selfishness 
and  inconsideration  commended  to  his  lips.  Unde 
niably  the  aged  are  entitled  to  our  liveliest  sympa 
thies  and  our  most  sedulous  attentions.  They  have 
borne  the  burden  and  heat  of  the  day.  They  have 
reached  the  border  land.  They  stand  hovering  be 
tween  two  worlds,  and  must  shortly  vanish  and  be 
no  more  seen.  Such  reflections  should  quicken,  and 
also  make  us  patient  in  the  discharge  of  our  duties 
to  them.  They  are  going  from  us,  and  we  in  our 
turn  may  require  the  kindness  and  attention  which 
we  bestow. 

ITS  TRIALS;  there  are  trials  incident  to  old  age, 
and  which  110  power  of  human  sympathy  can  avert 
or  permanently  relieve.  Infirmity  of  body  is  one. 
The  vigors  of  life  are  failing.  The  fibre  of  a  consti 
tution  which  withstood  all  the  assaults  of  three  score 
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years,  and  promised  well  for  a  longer  continuance, 
suddenly  gives  way.  There  is  a  collapse  of  energies 
and  powers.  The  functions  of  the  body  and  the 
faculties  of  mind  and  soul  are  arrested  in  their  inde 
pendent  life-play,  and  helplessness  is  creeping  on, 
and  "  the  keeper  of  the  house  begins  to  tremble,  and 
is  afraid  of  that  which  is  high,  and  the  grasshopper 
becomes  a  burden."  Infancy  is  helpless,  but  its 
wants  are  comparatively  few,  and  if  these  wants 
multiply  with  advancing  months  and  years,  there 
comes  the  needful  and  corresponding  ability  to  re 
dress  them.  But  with  age  it  is  altogether  the  reverse. 
Past  habits,  feelings,  pursuits,  and  enjoyments,  have 
created  necessities  unknown  to  infancy — but  which 
are  inseparable  from  age — while  the  ability  to  satisfy 
them  is  constantly  diminishing;  and  not  only  so, 
but  this  sense  of  growing  helplessness  is  to  the  aged 
a  painful,  almost  an  irreconcilable  one,  in  its  con 
trast  with  the  freedom  and  affluence  of  physical 
power  which  had  so  long  been  enjoyed.  It  is  a  noble 
sorrow,  it  is  an  heroic  cry,  deprecating  the  surrender 
of  a  prerogative  which  has  given  meaning  and 
power  and  victory  to  life.  But  the  struggle  is  alto 
gether  in  vain.  The  surrender  is  not  by  the  will  of 
man,  but  of  God.  I  have  been  deeply  moved  in  the 
course  of  my  ministry  at  the  lofty  spirit  with  which 
the  aged  have  sought  to  hold  the  ground  of  earlier 
and  more  vigorous  days.  Many  an  instance  occurs 
to  me  when  literally  "the  doors  have  been  shut  in 
the  streets  "  in  order  that  altered  aspects  might  be 
concealed,  and  the  last  terrible  ills  "which  flesh  is 
heir  to"  might  be  sequestered  from  observation. 
The  dread  of  being  burdensome  and  of  wearing  out 
the  sympathy  of  human  hearts,  is  also  an  oppressive 
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apprehension  to  the  aged.  Happily,  however,  many 
wants  and  strong  desires  perish  with  the  increase 
of  years.  The  exuberance  of  life  recedes;  its  activi 
ties  abate;  the  glory  of  the  outward  world  declines. 

In  this  state  of  dependence  and  comparative  isola 
tion,  moreover,  change  creeps  upon  everything. 
The  times  seem  out  of  joint;  the  race  is  degenerate; 
the  former  days  were  better  than  these.  The  very 
elements  have  undergone  a  change;  the  breath  of 
spring,  the  heat  of  summer,  and  winter  frosts,  are 
not  as  in  the  past,  and  thus  to  some  life  becomes  an 
irritating  contrast,  and  to  others  an  intolerable  bur 
den.  Nature  bends  and  is  breaking  beneath  the 
accumulation  of  years,  and  seems  to  beg  imploringly 
for  the  undisturbed  quiet  and  silence  of  the  grave. 

Another  trial  of  the  aged  is  the  altered  aspect  of 
society,  the  absence  of  contemporaries  and  compan 
ions,  and  the  deepening  loneliness  of  life.  To  out 
live  their  generation,  even  by  a  little,  is  to  walk  a 
solitary  path.  The  young  know  little  of  this,  and 
give  it  no  thought  as  they  hurry  on  with  the  multi 
tude  of  their  competitors,  and  their  troops  of  friends, 
but  age  is  the  era  of  recollection,  and  is  evermore 
dwelling  upon  scenes,  events,  persons,  associates 
"long  since  gone  and  passed  away."  At  length 
they  stand  almost  alone,  looking  back;  and  although 
Dr.  Johnson  wisely  entreats  men,  as  they  advance 
in  years,  to  keep  their  friendships  in  repair,  it  is  un 
questionably  true  that  the  susceptibility  for  such 
attachments  diminishes  with  the  decline  of  life.  The 
past,  as  a  review,  a  remembrance,  a  picture,  chiefly 
survives,  and  is  chiefly  the  centre  of  thought  and 
conversation.  Occasionally  we  meet  one,  far  ad 
vanced  in  years,  who  retains  that  fresh  and  living 
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spirit  which  holds  him  warmly  and  gracefully  to  the 
present,  long  after  he  has  been  detached  from  those 
with  whom  he  was  familiar,  and  who  walked  with 
him  to  the  House  of  God,  at  an  earlier  period,  as 
friends.  But  as  a  rule,  the  aged  retrace  their  journey 
and  linger  upon  the  place  of  their  birth,  and  haunt 
the  scenes  of  their  earlier  intellectual  impressions, 
their  first  hopes  and  most  exhilarating  joys.  The 
past  is  with  them,  covered,  it  may  be,  with  the  "  dis 
jecta  membra  "  of  their  exploded  schemes;  the  wrecks 
of  argosies  heavy  laden  with  costly  ventures,  which 
never  came  to  shore;  the  past,  colored  with  the  hues 
of  disappointment,  and  the  faded  tints  of  long  van 
ished  blessings,  filled  with  historic  incidents  and 
recollections;  the  gleam  and  dying  glory  of  a  world 
whose  inhabitants  have  already  joined  the  company 
of  those  who  lived  before  the  flood.  Their  own 
generation  has  disappeared;  a  few  may  still  cling  as 
leaves  to  the  outermost  branches  of  the  tree,  but  the 
vast  concourse  have  been  swept  away  by  the  re 
morseless  blasts  of  mortality,  and  but  very  few  of 
all  who  had  known  and  loved  them  in  the  bright 
morning  of  their  days,  can  wait  upon  their  funeral 
solemnities,  or  follow  them  to  their  long  home. 
New  voices,  faces,  plans,  new  methods  of  business, 
new  forms  and  expressions  of  thought,  crowd  upon 
the  aged.  They  are  witnesses  of  changes  which 
astound  and  bewilder  them,  and  in  the  busy  whirl 
of  things  they  are  more  and  more  alone ,  The  passing 
age  with  its  rushing  tide  of  invention  and  reform  and 
splendid  development,  is  more  and  more  a  mystery 
and  a  blank.  And,  doubtless,  the  solitary  condition 
of  the  aged,  in  many  instances,  is  aggravated  by 
the  disinclination  of  the  young  to  seek  their  com- 
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pany.  Boys  soon  spring  into  manhood;  men  soon 
grow  old;  and  the  old  are  soon  forgotten.  The 
stripling,  with  his  gold  ring  and  goodly  apparel, 
crowds  aside  his  sire  and  does  despite  to  the  hoary 
head.  It  cannot  be  denied  that  carrying  to  extrav 
agance  our  notion  of  equality  and  self-assertion,  the 
young  too  often  exhibit  an  unfeeling  and  selfish 
spirit  in  their  intercourse  with  those  whose  age  has 
made  them  extremely  sensitive  to  neglect.  The 
deference,  the  helpfulness,  the  courtesy  which  youth 
should  extend  to  age,  and  which  partake  not  only 
of  duty,  but  of  chivalry,  are  dying  out  in  this  era, 
and  we  may  well  deprecate  their  decay,  and  count  it 
as  a  token  of  social  hardness  and  declining  manhood. 
I  will  mention  but  one  other  trial — the  tendency  to 
depression  and  the  decay  of  natural  spirits.  There 
are  those  who  escape  this  trial,  and  preserve  to  the 
end  of  their  days  a  beautiful  serenity  and  cheerful 
ness.  But  many  an  outworn  traveller  is  constrained 
to  say,  "  I  ha  ye  no  pleasure  in  them. ' '  The  shadows 
of  a  long  experience  and  a  varied  sorrow  have  fallen 
thick  around  them.  They  muse  and  sit  apart. 
They  shun  the  crowd  and  the  gay  circle.  Shut  out 
from  their  old  haunts  of  business,  and  away  from 
general  society,  they  are  inclined  to  brood  over  their 
lot  and  indulge  in  querulous  animadversion  upon 
current  follies.  Their  day  is  over.  The  sun  of  a 
weary  and  lengthened  life  is  ready  to  set.  The 
solemnities  of  an  eternal  state,  moreover,  are  dis 
tinctly  rising  into  view — and  this  consideration, 
when  allowed  its  weight,  is  sufficient  to  touch  the 
soul,  if  not  with  gloom,  at  least  with  thoughtfulness 
unknown  before.  Death  is  at  hand.  The  judge 
standeth  at  the  door.  The  world  of  spirits  with  its 
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mysteries,  and  the  world  of  retribution  with  its  ad 
justments  and  everlasting  decisions — with  its  bound 
lessness  of  glory  and  of  shame,  of  joy  or  woe,  of  life 
or  death — these  are  not  far  off;  and  although  we  too 
often  find  triflers  at  an  advanced  point  in  life,  and 
men  who  utterly  ignore  all  tokens  of  their  exit,  and 
who  even  in  their  dress  and  conversation  affect  a 
period  far  remote  from  their  own,  and  simulate  the 
indifference  of  youth  to  the  concerns  of  religion,  yet 
there  are  mutitudes,  as  we  have  reason  to  know,  who, 
trembling  on  life's  verge,  are  serious  as  they  look 
forth  upon  the  future,  and  serious  as  they  look  back 
upon  the  past,  and  whisper  to  their  souls  "How 
long  have  I  to  live  ? ' '  They  hear  the  murmurs  of 
the  shoreless  sea,  and  are  conscious  that  the  time  of 
their  departure  is  at  hand.  At  such  a  crisis  it  is  sad 
to  be  unsupported  by  the  hand  of  God— sad  to  be 
without  a  Saviour.  Human  sympathy  avails  but 
little.  Earthly  interests  are  dead.  The  tabernacle 
is  falling  to  pieces.  Nothing  is  left  to  be  desired 
but  the  peace  which  is  not  of  this  world,  and  the 
sustaining  help  of  the  everlasting  arms;  and  if  these 
are  wanting,  if  these  have  been  accounted  of  no  im 
portance,  then  old  age  has  but  little  to  lighten  its 
darkness,  or  lift  from  around  it  the  mists  of  despond 
ency,  irritability  and  despair. 

ITS  CONSOLATIONS. — I  will  endeavor  to  draw  your 
thoughts  away  from  the  trials,  toward  the  consola 
tions  which  attend  and  comfort  the  aged  believer. 
The  followers  of  the  Eedeemer  are,  doubtless,  sub 
ject  to  laws  of  a  physical  life,  which  may  hinder  and 
obstruct  the  spiritual  life,  and  reduce  them  in  old 
age  to  a  very  imperfect  enjoyment  of  Christian  hopes 
and  promises.  As  a  rule,  however,  and  as  a  bless- 
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edness  often  attained,  the  last  days  of  the  Christian 
are  his  best  days,  and  the  end  better  than  the  be 
ginning.  That  portion  of  his  existence  which  is  to 
be  reckoned  as  probation,  and  which  is  to  determine 
the  complexion  of  his  eternal  state,  is  about  to  end 
for  ever.  There  is  but  little  space  left.  God  alone 
knoweth  its  measure.  A  few  more  conflicts  per 
haps—a  few  more  vicissitudes,  tears,  disappoint 
ments,  pains,  agonies— then  will  come  the  end,  and 
all  will  be  over.  Eest  and  recompense  will  succeed. 
The  beauty  and  glory  of  a  dawn  such  as  never  em 
purpled  our  eastern  horizon  will  break  upon  the 
emancipated  soul;  the  dawn  of  peace  to  the  pilgrim 
who  has  travelled  far  through  storms  and  deafening 
agitations;  the  dawn  of  refreshment  to  the  wayfarar 
whose  feet  are  bleeding  and  whose  strength  is  spent. 
Beloved  friends,  even  to  the  common  sentiment  of 
mankind,  no  one  appears  so  near  the  tbreshold  of 
celestial  blessedness  as  the  aged  saint. 

In  the  course  of  a  long  service  and  experience 
among  all  classes  and  conditions  of  men,  I  have 
Iearn3d  the  full  meaning  of  words  which  are  idly 
uttered  and  leave  but  a  faint  impression  in  their 
ordinary  use.  Among  these,  the  word  Rest  has 
gathered  great  strength  and  significance.  I  have 
seen  men  breathless  and  still  toiling— still  pressing 
on — panting — almost  despairing,  and  suddenly,  by 
the  visitation  of  God,  stopped,  and  straightened  for 
the  grave.  The  lines  of  care  were  smoothed  away, 
slumber  hung  upon  the  eyelids,  and  the  whole 
countenance  regained  in  death  what  toil  and 
anxiety  and  eager  aspiration  had  torn  from  it  in  life. 
But  the  transfiguration  wrought  upon  the  face  of 
age  has  been  even  more  marked  and  beautiful,  and 
27 
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like  the  clearing  away  of  mist  from  the  landscape, 
so  have  the  traces  of  anxiety  and  weariness  and 
sickness  given  place  to  an  aspect  of  heavenly  repose 
in  death,  and  we  have  felt  the  profound  meaning  of 
the  blessed  declaration,  "  There  remaineth  a  rest  for 
the  people  of  God."  And  this  is  the  undoubted 
truth  which  gilds  the  closing  days  of  the  aged  saint. 
Rest  is  at  hand,  and  "  peace  which  passeth  all  un 
derstanding." 

The  aged  saint  finds  comfort  in  looking  back,  and 
holding  in  review  the  way  over  which  he  has  passed. 
It  may  have  been  long  and  rough  and  crooked,  but 
it  is  covered  with  the  disclosures  of  paternal  and 
protecting  love.  The  retrospection  of  seventy  or 
eighty  years  presents  God  continually  in  forms  and 
ministries  of  providential  care  which  are  only  esti 
mated  fully  at  the  end. 

Then  the  experience  of  life  is  complete,  and  its 
range  of  observation  large,  and  the  divine  hand  is 
seen  moulding  the  character  under  the  discipline  of 
events  and  changes,  which,  regarded  singly,  seemed 
strange  and  untoward,  but  which  in  their  bearings 
ani  relations  were  in  the  direction  of  religious 
symmetry  arid  elevation.  The  uses  of  sorrow  are 
best  realized  at  the  last,  and  the  chastening  power 
of  those  thwartings  and  special  tribulations  with 
which  God  often  tries  His  dearest  children,  as  in  a 
furnace,  heated  seven  times.  So  that  while  the 
shadows  are  gathering  around  him,  the  aged  disciple 
may  stand  and  gaze  at  the  way-marks  of  divine 
love,  divine  guidance,  divine  warning,  divine  sup 
port,  all  along  his  pilgrimage,  and  exclaim  with 
accents  of  trembling  exultation,  "  How  patiently 
has  God  watched  over  me,  against  how  many  temp- 
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tations  has  He  fortified  me;  from  how  many  perils 
has  He  rescued  me;  in  how  many  critical  and 
gloomy  hours  has  He  lightened  my  darkness,  and 
in  passing  through  the  water  and  through  the  fire 
how  has  He  held  my  hand  and  strengthened  my 
heart."  Surely,  beloved  friends,  none  can  so  speak 
of  heavenly  and  redeeming  love,  patience,  faithful 
ness,  tenderness,  compassion,  as  the  aged  children 
of  the  Father. 

Finally,  the  past  revelation  of  God's  mercy  and 
goodness  is  the  best  pledge  of  eternal  glory.  Herein 
is  abounding  consolation,  and  girded  by  it  the 
veteran  soldier  and  servant  waits  cheerfully  till  his 
change  comes.  He  has  his  infirmities  and  tempta 
tions,  those  which  especially  beset  this  advanced 
period,  but  his  Christian  principle  restrains  him  from 
yielding  overmuch  to  the  disquietudes  and  irrita 
tions  of  life.  Among  younger  Christians  he  sits  as 
a  patriarch  who  has  learned  sober  lessons  from  a 
varied  allotment,  and  discovered  the  emptiness  of 
the  world,  and  is  ready  to  be  translated  to  the  city 
which  hath  foundations  whose  Maker  and  Builder 
is  God.  He  is  not  sour  or  morose.  Indeed,  there  is 
often  a  mellowness  and  childlikeness  which  are  won 
derfully  beautiful,  and  a  benignancy  of  aspect  and 
expression  which  is  irresistible;  but  he  is  weaned  in 
great  measure  from  the  world,  and  is  hearkening 
for  the  footsteps  of  his  Beloved  Master,  as  one 
who  has  reached  a  point  of  transition  and  must 
stand  ready  for  the  change.  Not  termination,  not 
annihilation,  but  a  marvellous  transformation  awaits 
him;  a  putting  off  of  defilement,  a  putting  on  of 
light  and  celestial  beauty;  an  assumption  of  his 
true  life,  an  ascension  to  his  true  destiny.  This  is  the 
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day-spring  about  to  visit  him.  This  is  the  dawn 
about  to  break.  0  thou  dying  saint,  thou  expiring 
mother  in  Israel !  the  time  of  thy  departure  is  at 
hand.  Thou  hast  known  suffering ;  thou  shalt  know 
it  110  more  forever.  Thou  hast  tasted  the  waters  of 
Marah;  they  were  bitter,  but  thou  shalt  taste  them 
no  more.  Thou  hast  wrestled  with  temptation,  and 
contended  with  the  powers  of  darkness.,  but  the  ad 
versary  shall  come  near  thee  no  more.  Passing 
within  the  vail,  thou  shalt  also  pass  from  weakness 
to  strength,  from  humiliation  to  glory,  from  faith 
to  sight,  from  the  arms  of  mortality  to  the  bosom  of 
God.  Behold,  I  come  quickly.  Hold  that  fast  which 
thou  hast,  that  no  man  take  thy  crown.  Him  that 
overcometh  will  I  make  a  pillar  in  the  temple  of  my 
God,  and  he  shall  go  no  more  out,  and  I  will  write 
upon  him  the  name  of  my  God,  and  the  name  of 
the  City  of  my  God,  which  is  New  Jerusalem. 

Yes,  there  is  golden  beauty  in  decay, 
As  autumn's  leaves  outshine  the  leaves  of  May; 
The  calm  of  evening'  with  its  roseate  light, 
The  starry  silence  of  the  wintry  night ; 
The  stillness  of  repose  when  storms  are  o'er, 
And  the  sea  murmurs  on  a  peaceful  shore  ; 
The  brooding  memories  of  the  past  that  make 
The  old  man  young  again  for  beauty's  sake  ; 
The  hope  sublime  that  cheers  the  lonely  road 
Which  leads  him  gently  to  the  hills  of  God. 

lllllllllllllll!lllll!ll|]|l|]|ll!lll!l!lll!lllllllllllli!llllll 

I  VENERATE  old  age,  and  love  not  the  Man  who 
can  look  without  emotion  upon  the  sunset  of  life, 
when  the  dusk  of  evening  begins  to  gather  over  the 
watery  eye,  and  the  shadows  of  twilight  grow 
broader  and  deeper  upon  the  understand  ing. 

H.  W.  LONGFELLOW. 
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WHY   MOURN   THE  OLD? 

WM.  CULLEN  BRYANT. 

'T-rTHY  mourn  y<>  that  our  aged  friend  is  dead? 
:  \/\/      Ye  are  not  sad  to  see  the  gathered  grain, 
— ;  — ,      Nor  when   lln-ir  nn-lluu*  IVuil    llir  CM  diards 

cast, 

Nor  when  the  yellow  woods  shake  down  the  ripened 
mast. 

Ye  sigh  not  when  the  sun,  his  course  fulfilled, 
His  glorious  course,  rejoicing  earth  and  sky, 
In  the  soft  evening  when  the  winds  are  stilled, 
Sinks  where  his  islands  of  refreshment  lie, 
And  leaves  the  smile  of  his  departure  spread 
O'er  the  warm-colored  heaven,  and  ruddy  mountain 
head. 

Why  weep  ye  then  for  him,  who,  having  run 
The  hound  of  man's  appointed  years,  at  last, 
Life's  blessings  all  enjoyed,  life's  labors  done, 
Serenely  to  his  final  rest  has  passed; 
While  the  soft  memory  of  his  virtues,  yet 
Lingers  like  twilight  hues  when  the  bright  sun  is 
set  ? 


THE  chamber  where  the  good  man  takes  his  flight 

Is  privileged  beyond  the  common  walk 

Of  virtuous  life— quite  in  the  verge  of  heaven. 

EDWARD  YOUNG. 
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COMFORT  FOR  THE  AGED  AND  INFIRM. 

REV.  JAMES  SMITH,  D.D. 

"Now  also,  when  I  am  old  and  gray-headed,  O  God,  forsake  me 
not."— Ps.  Ixvi.,  18. 

and  its  infirmities  will  creep  on  us;  and  with 
,,^  age  come  weakness,  pains,  and  fears.  But 
an  old  Christian  should  be  a  happy  creature; 
for  he  has  proved  the  Lord  to  be  faithful  so  many 
years,  he  has  had  answers  to  prayer  so  many  times, 
and  the  God  of  his  youth  stands  pledged  never  to 
leave  nor  forsake  him.  The  Lord  forsake  an  old 
servant !— never.  The  Father  of  mercies  forsake 
one  of  his  children  when  compassed  with  the  infirm 
ities  of  old  age  ! — impossible.  No,  no  !  The  Lord, 
who  has  borne  with  us  so  long,  will  bear  with  us  to 
the  end.  The  Lord,  who  has  glorified  himself  in  our 
life,  will  get  glory  to  himself  in  our  death.  As  the 
God  of  all  comfort,  he  will  comfort  us  on  the  bed  of 
languishing,  and  will  make  all  our  bed  in  our  sick 
ness,  and  when  heart  and  flesh  are  failing,  he  will 
be  the  strength  of  our  heart,  and  our  portion  for 
ever.  Aged  believer,  doubt  not,  fear  not.  God  has 
given  you  his  word;  trust  it.  He  has  confirmed  his 
word  by  the  death  of  his  Son;  therefore  exercise 
confidence  in  him.  He  has  been  a  friend  and  a 
father  to  you  for  many  years;  and  he  will  be  your 
friend  and  father  to  the  very  last.  Be  much  with 
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him  in  prayer;  and  with  all  the  simplicity  of  a  little 
child.  Let  your  requests  be  made  known  unto  him. 
He  has  grace  for  old  age,  as  He  had  for  youth;  and 
He  has  grace  for  a  dying  bed  as  He  had  grace  for  all 
the  conflicts  of  life.  Believe  his  word,  rest  in  his  love, 
expect  his  blessing  to  the  end,  and  you  shall  be  more 
than  a  conqueror  through  him  that  loved  you.  God 
never  loved  you  more  than  he  does  now  in  your  weak 
ness,  pains,  and  old  age;  and— sweet  thought !— he 
will  never  love  you  less.  His  love  is  infinite,  ever 
lasting.  Having  loved,  he  loveth  to  the  end. 

Sighing  and  sorrow  are  confined  to  earth,  .They 
are  limited  by  time,  and  a  blessing  is  pronounced 
upon  them:  "  Blessed  are  they  that  mo  urn;  for  they 
shall  be  comforted."  Every  believer  is  a  mourner. 
We  mourn  over  our  imperfect  duties,  feeble  graces, 
neglected  privileges,  and  many  shortcomings.  We 
mourn,  because  our  hearts  are  unholy  and  our  lives 
are  sinful— because  our  children  are  unconverted, 
and  our  other  relatives  love  not  the  Saviour.  We 
mourn  because  we  suffer,  but  more  because  we  sin. 
How  much  there  is  in  the  world,  in  the  church,  in 
the  family,  and  in  the  heart,  to  make  us  mourn  ? 
We  do  groan,  being  burdened. 

But  soon,  very  soon,  the  mourning  days  of  God's 
people  will  be  ended.  All  sin  and  all  sorrow  will  be 
left  on  earth  when  we  ascend  to  heaven.  Then  our 
tears  will  be  wiped  away;  every  cause  of  sorrow  will 
be  removed;  and  joy,  peace,  and  pleasures  will  be 
our  portion  for  ever.  Then  we  shall  be  made  per 
fect  in  love;  then  we  shall  be  filled  with  holiness; 
then  we  shall  enjoy  full  satisfaction;  then  we  shall 
reap  in  joy  who  have  sown  in  tears. 

Let  us,  then,  look  upward  and  look  forward;  re- 
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membering,  when  our  cup  is  bitterest,  our  burden 
heaviest,  and  our  sorrow  greatest,  that  in  a  very  lit 
tle  time  the  days  of  our  mourning  will  be  ended— 
the  night  of  sadness  will  soon  be  past,  and  the  morn 
ing  of  joy,  everlasting  joy,  will  break  upon  us. 
Then  there  shall  be  no  more  pain,  neither  sorrow 
nor  crying.  Then,  perfect  in  knowledge,  perfect  in 
holiness,  and  perfect  in  happiness,  we  shall  be  ever 
with  the  Lord.  Then  we  shall  see  Jesus,  be  with 
Jesus,  and  be  like  Jesus,  and  that  for  ever.  Ever 
lasting  joy  succeeds  the  sorrows  of  a  day. 

"The  days  of  thy  mourning  shall  be  ended." — Isa.  lx.,  20. 


II  I  I  I  I  I  IIIIIHIMIIIIII 


A  FEW   MOKE  YEARS   SHALL   ROLL. 

HORATIUS  BONAR,  D.D, 

FEW  more  years  shall  roll, 
A  few  more  seasons  come, 
And  we  shall  be  with  those  that  rest 

Asleep  within  the  tomb. 

Then  0,  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  great  day; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away. 

A  few  more  suns  shall  set 

O'er  these  dark  hills  of  time, 
And  we  shall  be  where  suns  are  not, 

A  far  serener  clime: 

Then,  0  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  blest  day; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away. 
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A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 

On  this  wild  rocky  shore,       • 
And  we  shall  be  where  tempest  cease, 

And  surges  swell  110  more: 

Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  calm  day; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away. 

A  few  more  struggles  here, 

A  few  more  partings  o'er. 
A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears, 

And  we  shall  weep  no  more; 

Then,  0  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  bright  day; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away. 

'Tis  but  a  little  while 

And  He  shall  come  again, 
Who  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives 

That  we  with  Him  may  reign: 

Then  0  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  glad  day; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away.     Amen. 


THE   TlttTE   CONSOLER. 

O  !  THERE  is  never  sorrow  of  heart 

That  shall  lack  a  timely  end, 
If  but  to  God  we  turn,  and  ask 

Of  Him  to  be  our  friend  ! 

WM.  WORDSWORTH. 
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THE  BURDENS  OF  AGE. 

REV.  JOHN  PHILIPS,  M.A. 

f\OW  gradually  yet  certain  these  burdens  gather 
about  us!  The  young  think  they  can  hardly 
ever  grow  old.  Yet,  year  by  year,  the  buoy 
ancy  of  youth  passes  into  the  vigor  of  manhood,  and 
then  green  manhood  imperceptibly  shades  off  into 
the  sere  and  yellow  leaf.  The  eye  loses  its  lustre, 
and  the  ear  its  power  of  distinguishing  and  appre 
ciating  the  voice  of  singing  men  and  singing  women, 
and  the  palate  its  relish  for  dainty  food;  while  the 
limbs  grow  rigid,  and  the  hands  forget  their  cun 
ning,  and  the  steps  shorten,  and  the  back  is  bowed 
down  under  the  weight  of  years. 

There  is  often  a  deep  feeling  of  loneliness  and 
weariness  and  sadness  in  old  a^e,  with  all  the  com 
panions  of  youth  gone,  and  a  busy,  bustling  world 
around,  intent  only  on  its  own  interests  and  aims, 
and  showing  so  little  sympathy,  and  sometimes  so 
little  patience  with  the  aged,  as  if  they  had  almost 
outlived  their  time,  and  were  a  hindrance  rather 
than  a  help  to  progress. 

"  Never  again  shall  I  dream  such  dreams, 
See  such  meadows  and  woods  and  streams, 

Or  carry  a  heart  so  glad. 
I  have  crossed  the  hill  at  the  turn  of  life, 
I  have  borne  the  burden  and  heat  of  strife; 

I'm  tired  and  a  little  sad." 

And  indeed,  even  long  before  life  reaches  this 
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stage,  there  is  often  a  weight  felt  pressing  on  the 
spirit,  rising  out  of  the  remembrance  of  departed 
joys,  and  a  deepening  sense  of  this  hollowiiess  of  all 
earthly  things,  the  eagle-flight  of  time,  and  the  fast 
gathering  shadows  of  eternity. 

Life  is  felt  to  grow  more  solemn  as  it  steadily 
nears  the  goal  and  the  great  apocalypse.  Life,  too, 
seems  to  glide  more  swiftly  as  we  advance,  like  the 
flowing  river  passing  into  the  rapids,  ere  it  plunge 
into  the  boiling  cauldron  beneath,  No  doubt  there 
are  multitudes  that  have  got  into  the  rapids,  and  yet 
don't  realise  their  critical  position,  because  they  glide 
along  with  such  arrowy  swiftness,  and  in  such  a 
smooth  and  noiseless  current.  But  those  who  do, 
cannot  but  feel  deeply  solemnized  at  the  prospect. 

Having  the  great  question  of  our  everlasting 
future  and  our  final  home  settled  and  set  at  rest,  our 
other  cares  may  well  sit  less  heavily  upon  us.  The 
infirmities  of  years  may  then  be  viewed  as  the  nat 
ural  and  needful  process  to  ripen  the  soul  for  heaven, 
and  to  prepare  it  for  being  safely  gathered  into  the 
everlasting  garner,  like  a  shock  of  corn  fully  ripe. 

It  is  a  pleasing  sight  to  see,  sometimes,  a  youthful 
and  almost  playful  spirit,  even  in  old  age.  Above 
all,  it  is  beautiful  to  see  the  germ  of  the  everlasting 
youth  shooting  up  in  verdure  and  in  vigor,  amid  the 
decays  of  nature  and  the  infirmities  of  years.  "Al 
though  the  outward  man  perish,  yet  the  inward  man 
is  renewed  day  by  day." 

At  times  it  looks  as  if  the  silvery  locks  were  re 
flecting  the  sunlight  of  the  celestial  city,  and  as  if 
the  withered  face  were  lit  up  and  aglow  with  the 
irradiations  of  the  inner  glory.  As  the  westering 
sun,  when  he  descends  and  nears  the  horizon,  al- 
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though  shorn  of  his  meridian  splendor,  often  looks 
more  full -orbed  and  ruddy,  and  bathes  with  his 
golden  sheen  the  attendant  clouds  that  hover  around 
and  pavilion  him  at  his  exit,  so  the  aged  Christian 
often  looks  more  rounded  and  ripe,  more  fruitful 
and  mellow,  more  fair  and  beautiful,  as  he  goes 
down  into  the  valley  of  the  shadow,  and  leaves  a 
trail  of  glory,  a  lingering  radiance  behind.  "The 
hoary  head  is  a  crown  of  glory,  if  it  be  found  in  the 
way  of  righteousness."  And  thus  diademed  with 
glory  and  with  beauty,  the  weary  saint  is  welcomed 
with  the  Master's  "Well  done!"  and  enters  into 
the  Master's  joy. 


AGE  is  the  heaviest  burden  man  can  bear, 
Compound  of  disappointment,  pain^and  care; 
For  when  the  mind's  experience  comes  at  length, 
It  comes  to  mourn  the  body's  loss  of  strength; 
Resigned  to  ignorance  all  our  better  days, 
Knowledge  just  ripens  when  the  man  decays. 


DEATH  is  the  crown  of  life. 

Were  death  denied,  poor  men  would  live  in  vain; 
Were  death  denied,  even  fools  would  wish  to  die. 

YOUNG. 


THERE  is  not  a  more  repulsive  spectacle  than  the 
old  man  who  will  not  forsake  the  world  which  has 
already  forsaken  him. 

AUGUSTUS  THOLUCK. 
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THE   BETTER  WORLD. 

GEORGE  D.  PRENTICE. 

jEYOND  the  farthest  glimmering  star 
That  twinkles  in  the  arch  above, 
There  is  a  world  of  truth  and  love 
Which  earth's  vile  passions  never  mar 

Oh!  could  I  snatch  the  eagle's  plumes, 
And  soar  to  that  bright  world  above, 

Which  God's  own  holy  light  illumes, 
With  glories  of  eternal  love. 

How  gladly  every  lingering  tie 

That  binds  me  down  to  earth  I'd  sever, 

And  leave  for  that  blest  home  on  high, 
This  hollow-hearted  world  forever  ? 


hi  |l|:|  I  l:l:l  I  I  I  I  I  |:|  I 


RELIGION  sweetens  and  sanctifies  all  the  relations 
of  life.  It  doubly  enhances  all  the  ties  of-  nature 
and  kindred,  by  intertwining  them  with  the  more 
lasting  ties  of  grace.  It  diffuses  a  spirit  of  forbear 
ance  and  gentleness  and  brotherly-kindness  and 
charity.  It  makes  home  the  sanctuary  of  peace  and 
purity,  of  love  and  joy — a  model  heaven  upon  earth. 
It  lays  the  foundation  of  social  order  and  civil  juris 
prudence,  by  inculcating  the  principles  of  truth  and 
justice  and  honor. 

REV.  JOHN  PHILIPS,  M.A. 
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TIME  BEARS  US  AWAY. 

CHARLES  SPURGEON. 

y  weU  conceive  how  swiftly  the  mariner 
from  a  threatening  storm,  or  seeks  the 
port  where  he  will  find  his  home.     You  have 
sometimes  seen  how  the  ship  cuts  through  the  bil 
lows,  leaving  a  white  furrow  behind  her,  and  caus 
ing  the  sea  to  boil  around  her.     Such  is  life,  says 
Job,  "  like  the  swift  ships,"  when  the  sails  are  filled 
by  the  wind,  and  the  vessel  dashes  on,  dividing  a 
passage  through  the  crowded  water.     Swift  are  the 
ships  but  swifter  far  is  life.     The  wind  of  time  bears 
me  along.     I  cannot  stop  its  motion.     I  may  direct 
it  with  the  rudder  of  God's  Holy  Spirit.     I  may,  it 
is  true,  take  in  some  smaU  sails,  of  sin,  which  might 
hurry  my  days  on  faster  than  otherwise  they  would 
go;   but,  nevertheless,   like  a  swift  ship,  my  life 
must  speed  on  its  way  until  it  reaches  its  haven. 
W  here  is  that  haven  to  be  ?    Shall  it  be  found  in  the 
land  of  bitterness  and  barrenness,  that  dreary  region 
of  the  lost  ?    Or  shall  it  be  that  sweet  haven  of  eter 
nal  peace,  where  not  a  troubling  wave  can  ruffle  the 
quiescent  glory  of  my  spirit  ?    Wherever  the  haven 
is  to  be,  that  truth  is  the  same,  we  are  "like  the 
swift  ships." 

lUIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIUIII,!,!,,,!,,^ 

THEY  only  truly  mourn  the  dead  who  endeavor 
so  to  live  as  to  insure  a  reunion  in  heaven. 

COUNTESS  OF  BLESSINGTON 
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I  WOULD  NOT  LIVE  ALWAY. 

WM.  AUGUSTUS  MUHLENBERG,  D.D. 

M  WOULD  not  live  alway — live  alway  below  ! 

Oh  no,  I'll  not  linger  when  bidden  to  go: 
^    The  days  of  our  pilgrimage  granted  us  here 
Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 
Would  I  shrink  from  the  path  which  the  prophets 

of  God, 

Apostles,  and  martyrs,  so  joyfully  trod  ? 
Like  a  spirit  unblest,  o'er  the  earth  would  I  roam, 
While  brethren  and  friends  are  all  hastening  home  ? 

I  would  not  live  alway— I  ask  not  to  stay 
Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the  way; 
Where,  seeking  for  rest  we  but  hover  around, 
Like  the  patriarch's  bird,  and  no  resting  is  found; 
Where  Hope,  when  she  paints  her  gay  bow  in  the 

air, 

Leaves  its  brilliance  to  fade  in  tho  night  of  despair, 
And  Joy's  fleeting  angel  ne'er  sheds  a  glad  ray, 
Save  the  gleam  of  the  plumage  that  bears  him  away. 

I  would  not  live  alway — thus  fettered  by  sin, 
Temptation  without  and  corruption  within; 
In  a  moment  of  strength  if  I  sever  the  chain, 
Scarce  the  victory  is  mine,  ere  I'm  captive  again; 
E'en  the  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled  with  fears, 
And  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  with  penitent  tears: 
The  festival  trump  calls  for  jubilant  songs, 
But  my  spirit  her  own  miserere  prolongs. 
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I  would  not  live  alway — no,  welcome  the  tomb  ! 
Since  Jesus  hath  lain  there,  I  dread  not  its  gloom; 
Where  He  deigned  to  sleep,  I'll  too  bow  my  head, 
All  peaceful  to  slumber  on  that  hallowed  bed. 
Then  the  glorious  daybreak,  to  follow  that  night, 
The  orient  gleam  of  the  angels  of  light, 
With  their  clarion  call  for  the  sleepers  to  rise 
And  chant  forth  their  matins,  away  to  the  skies. 

Who,  who  would  live  alway— away  from  his  God, 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 
Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright 

plains, 

And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns; 
Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet, 
Their  Saviour  and  brethren  transported  to  greet, 
While  the  songs  of  salvation  exultingly  roll, 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  soul ! 

That  heavenly  music  !  what  is  it  I  hear  ? 
The  notes  of  the  harpers  ring  sweet  in  mine  ear  ! 
And  see,  soft  unfolding  those  portals  of  gold, 
The  King  all  arrayed  in  His  beauty  behold  ! 
Oh,  give  me,  oh,  give  me  the  wings  of  a  dove, 
To  adore  Him,  be  near  Him,  enrapt  with  His  love: 
I  but  wait  for  the  summons,  I  list  for  the  word- 
Alleluia — Amen — evermore  with  the  Lord . 


GRACE  teaches  us,  in  the  midst  of  life's  greatest 
comforts,  to  be  willing  to  die,  and  in  the  midst  of  its 
greatest  crosses  to  be  willing  to  live. 

MATTHEW  HENRY. 
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DESIRING   TO   DEPART. 

REV.  ABBOTT  E.  KITTREDGE,  D.D. 

f:  TITLE  Deatli  in  itself  is  terrible,  Christian 
faith  lifts  a  man  above  the  thoughts  of  its 
j  terrors;  it  flashes  into  the  valley  the  radi 
ance  of  exultant  hope,  and  then  when  the  feet  actu 
ally  come  to  the  Jordan,  the  waves  always  roll  back 
on  either  side,  pain  and  fear  are  swallowed  up  in  a 
river  of  peace,  and  "  the  close  of  life  is  the  grandest 
of  sunsets. " 

But  Paul  in  the  utterance  of  our  text  was  not 
thinking  of  death;  the  fact  of  physical  dissolution 
was  only  a  trifling  circumstance  to  him;  for  his  ec 
static  soul  had  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  country  on 
the  other  side,  to  which  Deatli  was  only  the  gate 
way,  like  one  who  from  a  valley  looks  in  eager  long 
ing  to  the  mountain  summit  and  sees  not  the  toil 
some  steps  intervening,  takes  no  note  of  rocks  and 
precipices,  so  Paul  was  gazing  on  the  heavenly  Mt. 
Zion,  above  the  clouds  and  storms  of  earth,  and  his 
desire  for  the  things  which  God  had  prepared  for 
those  who  love  Him  bridged  over  Death  so  that  he 
did  not  see  it,  and  in  the  contemplation  of  the  liberty 
and  rapture  of  his  sanctified  soul,  he  entirely  forgot 
to  think  about  his  temporary  and  crumbling  taber 
nacle.  It  is  not  strange,  therefore,  that  he  longed 
to  depart,  not  longed  to  die,  but  longed  to  reach  his 
Home,  like  one  who  has  been  journeying  in  foreign 

lands  and  between  whom  and  the  childhood's  home 
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thousands  of  miles  of  ocean  roll.  Yet  he  longed  for 
the  voyage,  however  perilous,  however  unpleasant 
with  sickness!  for  all  this  is  forgotten  in  the 
thoughts  of  "  Home  again, "  and  he  desires  to  depart, 
and  with  joyous  anticipation  steps  upon  the  deck  of 
the  vessel  whose  prow  is  turned  toward  his  native 
land. 

Now  the  first  essential  feature  to  this  condition  of 
mind  which  is  expressed  by  Paul,  is  a  strong  faith 
in  the  divine  revelation  concerning  the  eternal  life. 
The  lack  of  this  faith  is  the  secret  of  very  much  of 
our  shrinking  from  the  passage  over,  for  there  is  an 
uncertainty  clouding  the  harbor  on  the  other  side.  To 
many  Christians,  Heaven  is  a  dream  land;  there  is 
no  reality  to  their  vision  in  the  paintings  of  the  New 
Jerusalem.  They  are  skeptical  regarding  what  it  is 
and  where  it  is,  what  its  employments  are,  concern 
ing  the  condition  of  its  citizens,  and  hence  naturally 
they  cling  to  this  life,  to  the  things  which  are  seen, 
and  to  the  riches  within  their  grasp.  It  would  be 
strange  if  they  did  not,  for  who  desires  and  longs 
to  step  from  certainty  into  uncertainty  ?  Said  a 
noted  Atheist,  not  long  ago,  as  he  poured  out  his  low 
blasphemy  for  the  amusement  of  his  audience,  "  We 
'know  what  this  life  is— we  know  nothing  at  all  of 
the  Hereafter — and  so  we  prefer  to  stay  here." 
From  such  lips,  these  words  awaken  no  surprise, 
but  from  the  lips  of  a  Christian  are  they  not  surpris 
ing  ?  and  yet  they  find  an  echo  in  many  a  Christian's 
heart,  who,  though  he  sings  with  the  congregation, 

"Jerusalem,  my  happy  home 
Name  ever  dear  to  me," 

has  not  only  no  desire  for  the  New  Jerusalem,  but 
dreads  with  a  positive  fear  the  hour  when  he  shall 
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come  in  sight  of  the  harbor,  for  it  is  unreal  and 
mystical  to  him.     Do  you  say,  "  But  we  have  never 
seen  the  domes  and  towers  of  that  City,  and  we 
have  seen  our  own  land  and  our  abiding  city  in  this 
world- lif e. "    True,  but  you  have  never  seen  Alaska, 
yet  would  you  say  if  you  planned  to  go  there,  "I 
know  what   America  is,  but   I  know  nothing  of 
Alaska,  and  so  I  will  give  up  my  proposed  journey  ? " 
No:  you  would  say,  UI  do  know  Alaska  from  the 
writings  of  visitors  to  that  land.     I  have  read  of  its 
mountains,  of  its  fur  trade  and  its  uncultured  inhab 
itants,  and  I  desire  to  go  and  see  for  myself  what 
has  been  pictured  before  my  mind."     Why,  I  know 
intimately  a  gentleman  who  has  never  crossed  the 
ocean,  and  yet  has  made  so  thorough  a  study  of  the 
city  of  London,  its  buildings  and  its  streets,  that  it 
is  said  he  knows  the  city  more  perfectly  than  most 
of  those  who  live  there,  and  vastly  better  than  the 
rapid  American  traveller  can.     Well,  so  the  Chris 
tian  may  know  concerning  the  city  of  his  eternal  resi 
dence  by  a  careful  study  of  the  description  which 
the  King  whose  throne  is  there  has  given  to  us.  so 
that  if  Heaven  is  unreal  to  you,  and  only  this  life 
real,  it  is  either  because  you  have  not  read  your 
Bible,  or  because  you  do  not  believe  that  your  Bible 
states  the  truth.     Why,  tell  me,  how  our  Father 
could  have  added  anything  more  to  increase  our 
knowledge  of  that  land  ?    As  to  its  locality,  it  is 
where  Jesus  our  risen  Lord  is.     Is  not  this  enough  ? 
As  to  its  character,  it  is  a  city  with  twelve  gates 
and  every  gate  a  pearl,  with  walls  of  burnished  gold, 
with  pavement  of  jasper,  sardonyx,  and  onyx,  and 
the  river  of  life  flows  through  its  streets.     It  is  a 
temple  filled  with  divine  glory;  it  is  a  palace  where 
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the  King  is  arrayed  in  His  beauty  of  holy  love — it  is 
paradise  without  the  serpent  and  with  immortal 
fruits  and  fadeless  flowers— it  is  an  inheritance  in 
corruptible  and  of  inconceivable  wealth— it  is  a  ban 
quet  where  we  shall  feed  on  celestial  provisions  and 
be  forever  satisfied;  it  is  a  home  sweeter  in  its  joys 
and  affections  than  our  childhood's  home,  where  no 
one  hungers,  or  thirsts,  or  sickens,  or  weeps,  or  dies; 
a  home  without  vacant  seats,  and  with  the  Elder 
Brother  for  its  richest  light  and  joy.  Are  more  fig 
ures  needed  to  make  it  a  reality  ? 

As  to  its  inhabitants,  they  are  the  whole  family 
of  God  from  all  ages  and  all  lands. 

As  to  their  appearance,  they  are  clothed  in  celes 
tial  bodies,  all  the  imperfections  of  earth  are  trans 
figured  into  a  glorious  beauty,  and  yet  they  are  the 
same  persons  in  traits  and  character  and  in  their 
loves,  as  when  here  in  this  life.  As  to  their  employ 
ments,  they  praise  Him  who  has  redeemed  them 
with  His  precious  blood,  and  they  serve  Him  with 
unfettered  steps  and  pure  hearts.  What  more  can 
we  want  to  give  a  reality  to  Heaven,  what  more  to 
calm  every  troubled  thought  concerning  them  who 
have  fallen  asleep  ?  What  more  to  banish  every  fear 
and  to  quicken  our  desires  to  go  and  taste  heavenly 
joys  ?  Said  a  gentleman  to  me  not  long  ago,  whose 
only  daughter  and  child  had  passed  through  the 
gates,  "  Could  you  name  to  me  some  book  that  I 
could  read  regarding  Heaven,  for  (and  his  eyes 
filled  with  tears)  I  am  studying  about  it  just  now." 
Ah  !  in  the  rush  of  our  business  cares  and  the  ab 
sorbing  pleasures  of  our  daily  lives,  we  too  often 
forget  that  we  are  pilgrims,  and  we  do  not  read  care 
fully  of  the  country  toward  whose  confines  we  are 
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so  rapidly  journeying.  Hence  it  grows  unreal  and 
uninviting.  But  when  God  transplants  a  flower 
from  our  own  home  garden  to  the  richer  soil  of  eter 
nal  life,  then  our  hearts  follow  in  a  yearning  love, 
and  a  thousand  questions  force  themselves  into  our 
minds,  questions  concerning  that  eternal  life,  and 
then  we  read  as  never  hefore,  of  the  crown,  and  the 
harp,  and  the  white  rohe,  and  the  rest,  and  the  songs, 
and  the  tearless  service  and  the  fellowship  with 
Christ;  and  thus  Heaven  grows  real — as  real  as  our 
own  homes  to  you  and  me. 


TELL  me,  my  secret  soul, 

Oh,  tell  me,  Hope  and  Faith, 
Is  there  no  resting-place 

From  SOITOW,  sin  and  death  ? 
Is  there  no  happy  spot 

Where  mortals  may  he  blest 
Where  grief  may  find  a  balm 

And  weariness  a  rest  ? 

Faith,  Hope  and  Love,  best  boons  to  mortals  given, 
Waved  their  bright  wings,  and  whispered,  "  Yes,  in 
heaven  !  " 

CHARLES  MACKAY. 


OUR  lives  are  rivers,  gliding  free 
To  that  unfathomed,  boundless  sea, 

The  silent  grave  ! 

Thither  all  earthly  pomp  and  boast 
Roll,  to  be  swallowed  up  and  lost 

In  one  dark  wave. 

LONGFELLOW. 
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THE   SEQUEL   OF   LIFE. 

REV.  JOHN  PHILIP,  M.A. 

W&  IFE  is  like  a  dissolving  cloud  in  the  heavens,  or 
K    a  dissolving  view  in  a  panorama;  as  you  gaze 
on  it  it  seems  to  melt  away,  until  ere  long  it 
vanishes  entirely  out  of  sight, 

When  once  the  spirit  is  fled,  no  voice  of  fond  af 
fection,  no  frantic  cry  of  the  bereft  and  riven  heart, 
no  sighs,  110  sobs,  no  tears  can  call  forth  the  small 
est  response.  You  may  kiss  the  marble  brow  or  lift 
the  palsied  arm,  but  there  is  no  recognition.  110  sign 
of  even  the  faintest  spark  of  life.  When  the  dead 
body  is  laid  in  the  grave,  the  lightnings  may  flash 
and  the  thunders  may  roll,  but  they  never  awaken 
nor  disturb  the  sleeper. 

If  the  man  of  business  is  suddenly  struck  down 
by  the  hand  of  death,  that  moment  he  must  ungrasp 
his  hold  of  all  his  possessions  here,  and  cease  to  have 
the  smallest  interest  in  stocks  or  shares  or  scrip  of 
any  kind.  The  wheels  of  business  move  on  as  be 
fore,  the  exchange  is  crowded  as  ever,  and  men  are 
speculating  as  busily  on  the  rise  and  fall  of  markets, 
—but  he  has  no  share  in  all  that  is  done  under  the 
sun. 

Every  life  that  is  lived  on  earth  leaves,  and  must 
leave,  deep  and  lasting  traces  behind  it.  There  is  a 
sequel  to  every  life,  and  that  not  only  in  the  world 
to  come,  but  in  this  present  world.  There  is,  so  to 
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speak,  another  life  that  men  live  after  death,  and 
that  in  the  sphere  where  they  lived  before.  They 
call  their  children,  and  often  their  lauds,  after  their 
own  names,  or  have  them  emblazoned  in  heraldic 
arms,  or  marble  tablet,  or  granite  monument.  Or 
they  bequeath  some  rich  legacy  for  some  benevolent 
purpose,  which  is  thus  linked  with  their  memory, 
and  hands  down  their  fame  to  generations  yet  un 
born. 

Indeed  there  is  no  one,  however  humble,  that 
would  like  to  be  forgotten.  All  would  naturally 
wish  to  live  in  the  memories  and  hearts  of  others. 

But  whether  we  shall  thus  live,  whether  our 
names  shall  be  cherished  to  oblivion,  must  largely 
depend  on  the  life  lived  in  the  body. 

Let  those  winged  words  of  Dr.  Chalmers,  be  duly 
pondered  and  put  in  practice:  "Oman  immortal, 
live  for  something  !  Do  good,  and  leave  behind  you 
a  monument  of  virtue  that  the  storms  of  time  can 
never  destroy.  Write  your  name  by  kindness,  love 
and  mercy,  on  the  hearts  of  thousands  you  come  in 
contact  with  year  by  year,  and  you  will  never  be 
forgotten.  No,  your  name,  your  deeds  will  be  legi 
ble  on  the  hearts  you  leave  behind  you,  as  the  stars 
on  the  brow  of  the  morning.  Good  deeds  will  shine 
as  brightly  on  the  earth  as  the  stars  of  heaven." 

niiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiimn,,,!,,,,,,,,,,,,, 

IT  is  little  matter  at  what  hour  of  the  day 
The  righteous  fall  asleep.     Death  cannot  come 
To  him  untimely  who  has  learned  to  die. 
The  less  of  this  brief  life,  the  more  of  heaven; 
The  shorter  time,  the  longer  immortality. 

DEAN  MILMAN. 
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HOPEFULLY  WAITING. 

A.  D.  F.  RANDOLPH. 

Father's  House,  I  know,  is  broad  and  grand; 
In  it  how  many,  many  mansions  are  ! 
And  far  beyond  the  light  of  sun  or  star, 
Four  little  ones  of  mine  through  that  fair  land 

Are  walking  hand  in  hand  ! 
Think  you  I  love  not,  or  that  I  forget 

These  of  my  loins  ?    Still  this  world  is  fair, 
And  I  am  singing  while  my  eyes  are  wet 

With  weeping  in  this  balmy  summer  air; 
Yet  I'm  not  homesick,  and  the  children  here 
Have  need  of  me,  and  so  my  way  is  clear  ! 

I  would  be  joyful  as  my  days  go  by, 
Counting  God's  mercies  to  me.     He  who  bore 
Life's  heaviest  cross  is  mine  for  evermore; 

And  I,  who  wait  His  coming,  shall  not  I 
On  His  sure  word  rely  ? 

So  if  sometimes  the  way  be  rough,  and  sleep 
Be  heavy  for  the  grief  He  sends  to  me, 

Or  at  my  waking  I  would  only  weep, 
Let  me  be  mindful  that  these  things  must  be, 

To  work  his  blessed  will  until  He  come, 

And  take  my  hand  and  lead  me  safely  home. 


"  PATIENCE  is  the  key  to  Paradise." 

AL-FARABI. 


CONSOLATION  FOR  THE  AGED.        441 


THE   SUNSET  OF  LIFE. 

BISHOP  WM.  BACON  STEVENS,  D.E), 

fHEKE  is  something  at  once  grand  and  solemn 
in  a  setting  sun.     It  is  the  sinking  to  rest 
rp      of  the  great  king  of  day;  the  withdrawing 
from  the  busy  world  the  light  that  has  called  out  its 
activity,  and  the  covering  up  with  the  veil  of  dark 
ness  the  scenes  that  glistened  with  the  radiance  of 
noon. 

There  is,  however,  in  the  setting  of  the  sun  of  life 
that  which  is  equally  grand,  still  more  solemn,  and 
surpassingly  sublime.  For 

The  sun  is  but  a  spark  of  fire— 
A  transient  meteor  in  the  sky,— 
The  Soul,  immortal  as  its  Sire, 
Shall  never  die. 

The  Soul,  of  origin  divine, 
God's  glorious  image,  freed  from  clay, 
In  heaven's  eternal  sphere  shall  shine, 
A  star  of  day. 

The  sun  when  it  sets  has  run  a  whole  dayys  cir 
cuit;  his  pathway  has  apparently  traversed  an 
entire  arc  of  the  heavens,  and  slowly,  patiently,  but 
surely,  it  has  done  its  allotted  work.  And  so  th& 
aged  Christian,  when  he  dies,  is  described  as  having- 
"run  his  race,"  as  having  "finished  his  course." 
He  has  perhaps  traversed  the  allotted  distance  of 
human  life.  He  has  passed  each  of  the  three  score- 
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and-ten  milestones,  and  now  stands  at  the  verge  of 
the  horizon,  waiting  to  sink  to  rest  in  the  everlast 
ing  arms.  He  has  toiled  a  whole  day  of  life,  and  has 
come  to  his  grave  in  a  "  good  old  age,"  having  "  fin 
ished  the  work  which  was  given  him  to  do;"  and 
though  all  his  labors  have  been  imperfectly  done, 
though  he  himself  feels  more  deeply  than  he  can 
express  his  unprofitableness  before  God,  yet  he 
looks  for  acceptance,  not  to  any  merits  or  deserv- 
ings  of  his  own,  but  only  for  Christ  Jesus9  sake,  who 
of  God  and  by  faith  is  made  unto  him,  "  wisdom,  and 
righteousness,  and  sanctification,  and  redemption." 

The  setting  of  the  sun  is  not  always  like  the  day 
which  it  closes.  The  morning  may  have  been  bright, 
and  the  evening  hour  dark  with  tempests;  or  the  ris 
ing  may  have  been  obscured  by  clouds  and  mists, 
which  gradually  faded  away  and  left  a  clear  sky  at 
sunset.  So  the  sunset  hour  of  Christian  life  does  not 
always  correspond  to  his  previous  day.  We  have  seen 
the  last  hours  of  the  believer  shrouded  in  impenetrable 
gloom,  and  we  have  seen  them  gilded  with  hope  and 
radiant  with  the  forecast  glories  of  the  upper  world. 
The  way  in  which  a  Christian  dies  is  not  always  an 
index  of  his  spiritual  condition.  He  is  to  be  judged 
by  his  life,  not  by  his  death.  The  great  virtues 
which  make  up  Christian  character  are  neither  de 
veloped  nor  called  into  action  on  a  dying  bed;  and  it 
is  not  in  the  emotions  and  feelings  manifested  there, 
that  we  are  chiefly  to  look  for  evidences  of  a  gracious 
state. 

These  varieties  of  Christian  experiences  are  literally 
innumerable;  but  whatever  their  nature,  we  must 
not  judge  of  the  validity  of  one's  hope,  or  the  gen 
uineness  of  one's  conversion,  by  his  dying  hour, 
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Yet,  when  that  dying  hour  accords  with  a  long  life  of 
piety,  or  a  true  profession  maintained  in  health  and 
strength;  when  it  is  but  a  concentrating  within  it 
self  of  the  glories  which  have  been  more  or  less  visi 
ble  in  the  whole  track  of  his  experience,  then  is  it 
eloquent  in  its  revelations  of  the  riches  and  peace  and 
joy,  which  God  generally  gives  to  those  who  are 
faithful  unto  death;  and  though  we  cannot  order 
when  or  how  our  lives  shall  close  upon  earth,  yet  it 
should  be  our  aim  so  to  live  as  to  secure,  if  God 
pleases,  a  serene,  if  not  a  triumphant  exit;  that  our 
setting  sun  may,  like  the  sun  in  the  firmament,  grow' 
large  and  more  resplendent  as  it  declines,  until  pass 
ing  away  it  shall  leave  behind  it  a  trail  of  glory 
spread  all  over  the  place  of  our  departure. 

Another  interesting  thought  is,  Jhat  the  sun  is  not 
lost  or  extinguished  when  it  sets.  This  may  seem 
a  very  trite  remark  concerning  the  natural  sun,  but 
it  is  not  so  trite  when  we  speak  of  the  soul- set  in 
death. 

Our  friends  have  gone  from  us;  the  horizon  of 
death  shuts  them  out  of  view;  their  light  of  love,  of 
hope,  of  piety,  shines  no  more  upon  us,  and  we  snail 
never  again  behold  them  in  the  flesh;  but  they  are 
no  more  lost  than  the  sun  is  lost  when,  his  red  disc 
rolls  down  behind  the  western  hills;  they  are  no 
more  extinguished  than  the  burning  orb  of  day  is 
quenched  when  he  sinks  beneath  the  waves  of  the 
ocean;  for,  as  the  sun,  leaving  us  in  darkness,  still 
lights  up  other  lands,  so  our  departed  ones  shine  in 
another  sphere  of  existence  still,— not  lost,  not  extin 
guished, — but,  if  the  friends  of  Christ,  made  to  glow 
with  a  brighter  light  and  a  more  enduring  glory. 
When  we  see  the  sun  set  we  know  that  it  will  rise 
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again;  and  so  when  we  see  the  body  of  our  friends 
borne  to  the  voiceless  dwelling  of  the  tomb,  we  know 
that  they  also  shall  rise  again.  Every  night  of  death 
is  followed  by  a  resurrection  morning.  How  pre 
cious  is  the  thought  as  connected  with  God's  people 
that  they  shall  rise  from  the  dead  !  How  rise  ? 
With  glorified  bodies,  upon  which  the  second  death 
has  no  power.  Rise  by  what  power  ?  By  the  mighty 
power  of  God.  Kise  when  ?  When  the  Lord  Jesus 
shall  be  revealed  from  heaven  with  all  his  mighty 
angels,  then  shall  they  be  caught  up  to  meet  him  in 
the  air.  Rise  to  what  ?  To  glory,  honor,  and  im 
mortality  .in  the  presence-chamber  of  God.  How 
these  thoughts  light  up  with  brightness  every  sep 
ulchre  of  the  righteous!  How  the  doctrine  of  the 
resurrection  throws  a  halo  over  every  Christian's 
head- stone,  and  makes  each  open  grave  a  little 
post  em-gate  leading  into  glory  ! 

Reader,  have  you  lost  a  father,  mother,  brother, 
sister,  wife,  husband,  child,  or  lover,— and  were  they 
Christ's  before  they  died  ?  Then  lift  up  your  heads, 
wipe  away  your  tears,  cheer  up  your  hearts,  for  they 
shall  come  forth  again  before  your  face.  Their  sun 
set,  though  it  left  you  in  gloom  and  midnight  sor 
row,  will  soon  be  followed  by  the  dawn  of  Resur 
rection  day;  and  when  the  archangel's  trump  shall 
sound  out  over  land  and  sea,  awaking  the  myriads 
who  slumber  in  earth's  bosom,  then  shall  your  be 
loved  ones,  who  sunk  to  rest  in  Jesus,  rise  again, 
and  go  forth  to  meet  and  glorify  their  adorable 
Redeemer.  When  that  morning  of  the  resurrection 
dawns,  it  will  usher  in  a  day  that  has  no  clouds,  a 
day  that  has  no  sunset,  and  a  day  that  is  followed 
by  no  night  of  sorrow  or  of  death, 
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BEYOND  THE  SMILING  AND  THE  WEEPING. 

HORATIUS    BONAR,   D.D. 

jEYOND  the  smiling  and  the  weeping, 
I  shall  be  soon,  I  shall  be  soon. 
Beyond  the  waking  and  the  sleeping, 
Beyond  the  sowing  and  the  reaping, 
I  shall  be  soon,  I  shall  be  soon. 
Love,  rest  and  home  !  Sweet,  sweet  hope  ! 
Lord,  tarry  not,  Lord,  tarry  not,  but  come. 

Beyond  the  blooming  and  the  fading, 
I  shall  be  soon,  I  shall  be  soon;    . 
Beyond  the  shining  and  the  shading, 
Beyond  the  hoping  and  the  dreading, 
I  shall  be  soon,  I  shall  be  soon. 
Love,  rest,  etc. 

Beyond  the  parting  and  the  meeting, 
I  shall  be  soon,  I  shall  be  soon; 
Beyond  the  farewell  and  the  greeting, 
Beyond  the  pulse's  fever  beating, 
I  shall  be  soon,  I  shall  be  soon. 
Love,  rest,  etc. 

Beyond  the  frost-chain  and  the  fever, 
I  shall  be  soon,  I  shall  be  soon; 
Beyond  the  rock- waste  and  the  river, 
Beyond  the  ever  and  the  never, 
I  shall  be  soon,  I  shall  be  soon. 
Love,  rest,  etc. 
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HEAVEN  AND  EARTH. 

F.  W.  FAEER. 
fHERE  are  no  shadows  where  there  is  no  sun; 

There  is  no  beauty  where  there  is  no  shade; 

And  all  things  in  two  lines  of  glory  run, 
Darkness  and  light,  ebon  and  gold  inlaid. 
God  comas  among  us  through  the  shroud  of  air. 
And  His  dim  path  is  like  the  silvery  wake 
Left  by  your  pinnace  on  the  mountain  lake, 
Fading  and  reappearing  here  and  there. 
The  lamps  and  veils,  through  heaven  and 
Earth  that  move, 

Go  in  and  out,  as  jealous  of  their  light, 
Like  sailing  stars  upon  a  misty  night. 
Death  is  the  shade  of  coming  life;  and  Love 
Yearns  for  her  dear  ones  in  the  holy  tomb, 
Because  bright  things  are  better  seen  in  gloom. 


IIIHIIIIIIIillllilUIIUIIIIU 


THE  DEATH-BED. 

THOMAS  HOOD. 

watched   her   breathing  through  the 
Vl/A/  night,- 

*§pH     Her  breathing  soft  and  low,— 
As  in  her  breast  the  wave  of  life 
Kept  heaving  to  and  fro. 
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So  silently  we  seemed  to  speak, 
So  slowly  moved  about, 
As  we  had  lent  her  half  our  powers, 
To  eke  her  living  out. 

Our  weary  hopes  belied  our  fears, 
Our  fears  our  hopes  belied,— 
We  thought  her  dying  when  she  slept, 
And  sleeping  when  she  died. 

For  when  the  morn  came,  dim  and  sad, 
And  chill  witli  early  showers, 
Her  quiet  eyelids  closed;— she  had 
Another  morn  than  ours. 


THE  HOUR  OF  DEATH. 

MRS.  FELICIA  HEMANS. 

EAVES  have  their  time  to  faU, 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's 

breath, 
And  stars  to  set— but  all, 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  0  Death  ! 

Day  is  for  mortal  care 

Eve  for  glad  meetings  round  the  joyous  hearth, 
Night  for  the  dreams  of  sleep,  the  voice  of  prayer, 

But  all  for  thee,  thou  Mightiest  of  the  earth  ! 

The  banquet  hath  its  hour, 

Its  feverish  hoar  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  wine; 
There  comes  a  day  for  grief's  o'erwhelming  power, 

A  time  for  softer  tears— but  all  are  thine! 
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Youth  and  the  opening  rose 

May  look  like  things  too  glorious  for  decay, 
And  smile  at  thee  ! — but  thou  art  not  of  those 

That  wait  the  ripened  bloom  to  seize  its  prey  ! 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north- wind's  breath. 
And  stars  to  set — but  all, 

Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  0  Death. 


THE  HOME  BEYOND   THE  GKAVE. 

BISHOP  R.  S.  FOSTER,  D.D. 

my  own  mind,  when  I  look  in  the  direction 
of  the  future,  one  picture  always  rises — a  pic- 
ture  of  ravishing  beauty.  Its  essence,  I  be 
lieve  to  be  true.  Its  accidents  will  be  more  glori 
ous  than  all  that  my  imagination  puts  into  it.  It 
is  that  of  a  soul  forever  growing  in  knowledge,  in 
love,  in  holy  endeavor;  that  of  a  vast  community  of 
spirits,  moving  .along  a  pathway  of  light,  of  ever- 
expanding  excellence  and  glory;  brightening  as  they 
ascend;  becoming  more  and  more  like  the  unpictur- 
able  pattern  of  infinite  perfection;  loving  with  an 
ever-deepening  love;  glowing  with  an  ever-increas 
ing  fervor;  rejoicing  in  ever -advancing  knowledge; 
growing  in  glory  and  power.  They  are  all  immortal. 
There  are  no  failures  or  reverses  to  any  of  them. 
Ages  fly  away;  they  soar  on  with  tireless  wing. 
JEons  and  cycles  advance  toward  them  and  retire  be 
hind  them;  still  they  soar,  and  shout,  and  unfold  ! 

I  am  one  of  that  immortal  host.     Death  cannot 
destroy  me.     I  shall  live  when  stars  dim  with  age, 
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The  advancing  and  retreating  aeons  shall  not  fade 
my  immortal  youth.  Thou,  Gabriel,  that  stand est 
near  the  throne,  bright  with  a  brightness  that  daz 
zles  my  earth-born  vision,  rich  with  the  experience 
of  uncounted  ages,  first-born  of  the  sons  of  God, 
noblest  of  the  archangelic  retinue,  far  on  I  shall 
stand  where  thou  standest  now;  rich  with  an  equal 
experience,  great  with  an  equal  growth;  thou  wilt 
have  passed  on,  and,  from  higher  summits,  wilt 
gaze  back  on  a  still  more  glorious  progress  ! 

Beyond  the  grave  !  As  the  vision  rises,  how  this 
side  dwindles  into  nothing— a  speck— a  moment— 
and  its  glory  and  pomp  shrink  up  into  the  trinkets 
and  baubles  that  amuse  an  infant  for  a  day.  Only 
those  things,  in  the  glory  of  this  light,  which  lay 
hold  of  immortality  seem  to  have  any  value.  The 
treasures  that  consume  away  or  burn  up  with  this 
perishing  world  are  not  treasure.  Those  only  that 
we  carry  beyond  are  worth  the  saving. 


THE  memory  of  the  sainted  dead  hovers,  a  blessed 
and  purifying  influence,  over  the  hearts  of  men.  At 
the  grave  of  the  good,  so  far  from  losing  heart,  the 
spiritually  minded  find  new  strength.  They  weep, 
but  as  they  weep  they  look  down  into  the  sepulchre, 
and  behold  angels  sitting  and  the  dead  come  nearer, 
and  are  united  to  them  by  a  fellowship  more  inti 
mate  than  that  of  blood. 

REV.  W.  H.  FURNESS. 


1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 


A  HOME  in  heaven  !  what  a  joyful  thought 

As  the  poor  man  toils  in  his  weary  lot !  " 

GRAY. 
39 
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SHALL  WE   MEET  AGAIN? 

GEORGE  D.  PRENTICE. 

fiat  of  death  is  inexorable.  No  appeal  for 
relief  from  that  great  law  which  dooms  us  to 
die.  We  flourish  and  fade  as  the  leaves  of 
the  forest;  and  the  flowers  that  bloom,  wither  and 
fade  in  a  day,  have  no  frailer  hold  upon  life  than 
the  mightiest  monarch  that  ever  shook  the  earth 
with  his  footsteps. 

Generations  of  men  will  appear  and  disappear  as 
the  grass,  and  the  multitude  that  throng  the  world  to 
day  will  disappear  as  footsteps  on  the  shore.  Men 
seldom  think  of  the  great  event  of  death  until  the 
shadow  falls  across  their  own  pathway,  hiding  from 
their  eyes  the  faces  of  loved  ones,  whose  living  smile 
was  the  sunlight  of  their  existence.  Death  is  the 
antagonist  of  life,  and  the  thought  of  the  tomb  is 
the  skeleton  of  all  feasts.  We  do  not  want  to  go 
through  the  dark  valley,  although  its  dark  passage 
may  lead  to  Paradise;  we  do  not  want  to  go  down 
into  the  damp  graves,  even  with  princes  for  bed 
fellows.  In  the  beautiful  drama  of  "  Ion, "  the  hope 
of  immortality,  so  eloquently  uttered  by  the  death- 
devoted  Greek,  finds  deep  response  in  every  thought 
ful  soul.  When  about  to  yield  his  life  a  sacrifice  to 
fate,  his  Clemanthe  asks  if  they  should  meet  again; 
to  which  he  responds,  "  I  have  asked  that  dreadful 
question  of  the  hills  that  look  eternal — of  the  clear 


CONSOLATION  FOR  THE   AGED.  451 

streams  that  flow  forever — of  stars  among  whose 
fields  of  azure  my  raised  spirits  have  walked  in 
glory.  All  are  dumb.  But  as  I  gaze  on  thy  living 
face,  I  feel  that  there  is  something  in  the  love  that 
mantles  through  its  beauty  that  cannot  wholly 
perish.  We  shall  meet  again,  Clemanthe. " 


THE  LAST  OF   EARTH. 

KATE  PUTNAM  OSGOOD. 

DEATH — is  it  Death  ? 
The  shadow  following  still  upon  the  sun, 
The  one  same  end  of  all  things  yet  begun, 
After  the  glory  of  Life  the  sudden  gloom, 
After  the  strife  the  inexorable  doom, 

The  frozen  breath  ? 

Nay,  rather  see 

Where  the  new  grave  lies  sodden  in  the  rain,   ' 
How  the  bare  earth  quickens  to  growth  again  ! 
Waiting  the  wonder-season's  lavish  dower 
Young  rootlets  creep,  a  wealth  of  grass  and  flower 

Ere  long  to  be. 

When  Death  has  passed 
Into  the  land  of  silence  and  of  cloud, 
The  leafless  land,  wherein  no  bird  is  loud, 
Life  lingers  yet  with  song  and  blossom  rife. 
Lo  !  step  for  step  go  ever  Death  and  Life,— 
But  Life  is  last ! 


"  THE  true  Christian  is  always  young." 

SCHLEIERMACHER,   Gervian  Theologian. 
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REVIEW  OF  LIFE. 

THOU  who,  without  respect  of  persons,  judg- 
est  according  to  every  man's  work,  have 
mercy  upon  me,  and  blot  out  the  manifold 
transgressions  of  my  life.  It  becometh  me,  0  Lord, 
to  take  a  review  of  the  course  in  which  I  have 
walked;  but  oh,  what  a  review  !  Its  many  talents 
unimproved,  and  duties  left  undone,  and  sins  com 
mitted  ! 

I  stand  before  Thee  inexcusable— self -condemned; 
but,  blessed  be  Thy  name  !  not  without  hope,  for 
there  is  mercy  and  forgiveness  with  Thee.  Thou 
hast  provided  a  sacrifice  for  sin,  a  Saviour;  to  Him 
would  I  fly  for  refuge,  and  plead  that  mercy  and  not 
judgment  may  be  mine,  and  that  the  remainder  of 
my  life  may  be  considered  a  grant  of  mercy,  in  order 
that  I  may  bring  forth  fruits  worthy  of  repentance. 
Give  me  grace,  0  Lord,  not  only  to  repent  of  past 
sins  and  omissions,  but  to  make  it  much  the  business 
of  my  remaining  days  to  supply  the  deficiencies  of 
my  former  ones. 

May  Thy  gracious  presence  direct  and  support  me. 
Be  thou,  0  Lord,  my  light  and  my  strength.  Ena 
ble  me  to  cast  all  my  cares  on  Thee.  Bless  to  me 
both  my  enjoyments  and  my  sufferings,  and 
whether  my  remaining  days  be  peaceful  or  stormy, 
bright  or  dark,  make  me  to  increase  in  faith,  in 
holiness,  in  humility,  in  patience  and  charity,  that  I 
may  be  rich  towards  God  and  finally  gain  an  abun 
dant  entrance  to  the  saint's  inheritance. 
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